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CHAPTER 1
(No Peace Shall I Find)
Fatigue and loss of blood forced Trace Jackson to seek refuge in a
bush, cactus, and rock enclosed clearing. Weary and sun burned from the
scorching heat, he reached for his canteen. He was running a fever and
needed the cool water of his canteen to cure his fevered thirst. His relief
turned to pained and astonishment when he realized the canteen was
empty. Closer examination revealed a bullet had punctured it leaving him
waterless.
His pursuers had been a ragged posse from Colter Junction, a small but
growing collection of impressive buildings on the fringes of the hot plains
of Arizona. The people were a rugged sort who had managed to carve out
an existence from this thermal hellhole they called home. They were an
illustration of man’s ability to adapt. The people had acclimated to the cold
winters, and the blazing summer heat. Sometimes the burning sun would
heat the air to the point one might fry an egg in a skillet without the use
of fire. The oppressive summer winds were said to blow in straight from
hell, and Satan had chosen Colter Junction as his second home. The only
way the people were able to survive was due to man-made wells that led
to an underground stream 50 feet below the surface. They had been able
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to tap into it, and had constructed windmills to help pump the water up,
thus taking advantage of the same hot winds that could make the day so
miserable. That combined with the water they captured in huge wooden
storage tanks made it a little more than tolerable to live in the town.
The prominent citizens of the town, the most outspoken and influential
of which was Aaron Colter, had been able to talk the railroad into diverting
a spur off the main line to within three miles of the town and set up a depot.
Colter had also been a leader in the search for water and the digging of
the wells. A visionary of sorts, he had taken advantage of a conversation
he’d overheard in Boston between a budding young European architect
and some businessmen. He’d been talking about his trip through Holland
and seeing all the windmills they had there. He’d learned how they were
constructed, and brought this knowledge back to America. He hooked up
with a surveyor, a geologist, and had begun to amass a small fortune by going
around the country building windmills in areas where surface water was
scarce or nonexistent, but underground water supplies were available.
Colter had paid for the young man to come to the town and do the same
there. As a result of his ingenuity and financing he had been able to obtain
the biggest and best portion of land. The town also honored him by changing
of the town’s name from the Devil’s Cauldron to Colter Junction.
The town was accessible to new people and investors who had seen its
potential had arrived and the town began to grow. As the town grew, so did
the Colter influence and power. Aaron Colter became a man corrupted by
his own ego. Instead of being the town benefactor, he became its tyrant, and
his son’s, the town bullies. The family bought or controlled half the town,
and intimidated the rest, only the sheriff kept Colter from taking complete
control. No one in their wildest imaginings could have guessed the future
of the town would change the day a black man rode in.
Trace gingerly dismounted, trying to avoid the sharp pain in his left side
from the bullet that had passed completely through. It hadn’t hit any vital
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organs causing any damage that would be fatal, unless of course he bled to
death or infection set in. Trace had stemmed the blood flow by packing it
with his handkerchief and a mud poultice. Unfortunately, that didn’t stop
the pain that throbbed in his side.
“It’s lucky for me it got dark,” Trace mused to himself as he shakily
got off his horse. He was weak and slumped against his mount Diablo to
regain a little strength. He moved forward and lovingly hugged the head of
his steed. “Looks like you saved my butt again fella’.” The day I won you
in that poker game was one of the few times Lady Luck smiled on me.”
He gently patted the horse’s muzzle and his friend responded with a
weary nudge and snort. He pawed the ground a couple of times then lapsed
into a stark immobility, which was a peculiarly unnerving characteristic
of Diablo.
Trace took the reins and tied it loosely to a bush. He wasn’t concerned
about the horse leaving as it had repeatedly shown complete loyalty to him
under the most extreme circumstances. Trace looked at the clearing and
decided he’d found a good place to make camp. Exhausted, he flopped
into a restless and throat parched sleep. Unknown to him, only a few yards
away was a small pool of water fed by an underground stream. A lizard
crawled up and sat motionless on Trace’s chest, appearing to study the
face of the man thing. However, the reptile was merely stalking a butterfly
that had landed at the base of the man’s throat and was quenching its
thirst on the perspiration that had gathered in the hollow there. Whatever
culinary fantasy’s the lizard had were abruptly disrupted by the screams
of a frightened woman, and laughter mixed with curses from the two men
pursuing her. Its prey took to flight and the scaly reptile sat for a moment
as if confused, then scurried away.
The noise startled Trace to consciousness. His eyes blurred momentarily
and then cleared. His head snapped forward and he quickly searched his
little clearing for the source of what had awakened him. Trace staggered to
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his feet and moved toward a rock formation at the north end of the clearing.
As he reached it, a young woman, a lovely Indian maiden, suddenly
appeared. The sight of this unshaven, disheveled and dusty faced black
apparition suddenly towering over her ripped another scream from her
throat. With renewed fear, she fled at a right angle from Trace heading
across the clearing in the direction of the small pool of water.
Jackson turned to try and pursue her when he hears, “Hey, what’s this?”
“Well, I’ll be . . . !” exclaimed another. “I’ll be a suck-eyed bass. It’s a black
boy!” shouts the first man. “Hey, boy, what you doin’ way out here? Cotton
don’t grow out here?” Both men broke into sarcastic laughter.
Trace stopped and turned about slowly to face the two men assessing
their capabilities in a hairs breath. “Maybe he’s after the injun’ gal too,
eh Jed?” “Naw, he ain’t man enough to handle that one. In fact, he ain’t
no man.”
This time the men nearly fell over themselves in laughter at a joke that
apparently was only humorous to them. Trace stood quietly trying to quell
the anger rising in him.
The girl had made it through the clearing and now hid behind a large
stand of brush at its southern end. She watched as the drama before her
unfolded. She should have continued to run, but something held her there.
“Hey Charlie, look at ’em. He’s just a dirty ole’ nigger tramp,” shouted Jed.
“Oh yeah, when’s the last time you saw a nigger tott’n a fancy gun rig like
that? Hey ain’t that a pearl handle?” replied Charlie, eyes fixed on the
pistol in Trace’s holster.
Jed stopped laughing and took a step closer to get a better look at
the weapon. As he did, he noticed the subtle move of the hand next to it.
Charlie’s mood changed and his face reflected that change. He was pissed
at the idea this nigger would even consider drawing on a white man.
“Hey boy, where’d you git them fancy strappins’?” There was no reply
from the dark figure before them. “Hey, boy, um talkin’ to ya . . . I said
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um talking to ya!” Trace remained still without replying. His head was not
bowed down he just looked at the two men with a cool steady glare which
was unmistakably defiant. “Hey boy, ya hear me talkin’ to ya? Answer me!
What’s the matter, you too dumb and stupid ta talk?” goaded Jed. Then he
turned to his partner. “Charlie, you go after that squaw whilst I take care of
this coon!” “Awright Jed, but I’d sure like to see you take this boy’s guns.
Hey, I want his boots,” said Charlie with excitement in his voice. “You just
find that squaw boy!” replied Jed with authority.
Through all the talk the black man stood in silence that was a prelude
to a deadly transformation that often spelled death for the opposition.
Trace was trying to clear his head and marshal as much energy as he could
conjure throughout his weakened frame. What little strength he had left was
returning slowly. Maybe not quick enough for the crisis he now faced.
It was the reference to taking his gun that infused his body with
invigorating adrenaline, giving him the strength he needed. He was fully
alert and his catlike reflexes were ready to serve him as they had done on
so many occasions before. His posture straightened, the fog cleared from
his mind, and his charcoal eyes became focused. He centered his gaze on
Jed as the man took a step toward him, but was fully aware of Charlie.
Jed paused momentarily when realized the black man had fixed his
eyes on him. Those eyes reminded him for a moment of old widow woman
Chutney from his childhood. It was said she was a witch, and once she fixed
on you with her eyes she could see into your soul. Jed felt a brief tremble
of something run through him, which he quickly shook off. This ain’t no
witch woman standing here, just some uppity nigger who has to be shown
his place, he thought to himself. And I am just the one to show him.
“Look here boy, that’s a powerful lot of iron you tottin’ there. Should
be worn by a real man, not a boy. Now why don’t you just be a good darky
and toss it here.”
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Trace didn’t move a muscle. There was no outward indication the
denigrating words Jed used had any effect on him. But the words did strike
a nerve, especially the word “nigger.” He’d heard it, and had been called
it all his life. He hated it and the people who’d referred to him as one.
It made no difference what color they were, but it was distinctly nasty
hearing it from the lips of any white person this ignorant redneck trash in
front of him. It made him forget any regrets he might have had about killing
this man. There was something about the way he said the word that made
it seem even more ugly than it was. I might even enjoy killing this cracker,
he thought. Even with these thoughts going through his mind, he was still
aware of Charlie had moved off to find the girl. He would be alert for his
return, or a possible attempt by the man to circle and sneak up behind
him. All the while these thoughts raced through his mind he never took
his eyes off Jed.
Trace didn’t know his smoldering glare had not been lost on Charlie.
As Charlie walked away he thought to himself, somethin’s powerful fearful
about this boy, he ain’t no ordinary nigger. He could feel the hairs rise on
the back of his neck as he moved off in search of the girl.
Jed was a fool. Were he not possessed by his false sense of superiority,
and delusion of grandeur, he might have seen the fires of quiet rage in
Trace’s eyes. A more cautious man would have taken heed, but Jed didn’t,
and continued moving forward slowly closing the distance between them.
At about fifteen paces the ragged figure raised his left hand indicating Jed
should stop. They stood facing each other for several seconds assessing
each other’s capabilities. What they did next could spell the difference
between life and death.
It was oppressively hot even for this time of day. Heat waves floated
between them and time seemed to crawl by. A fly landed on the brim of
Jed’s hat and began to make its way around and down to the underside
where it was shaded from the sun. It followed a thin line of perspiration
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running from a meeting point of the man’s hair and hat and down the side
of his face. The insect walked a few steps and stopped, seeming to pause
for a moment to slake its thirst on the salty brine of the man’s sweat then
flitted away. Jed had stayed motionless. He knew any sudden movement
might trigger the fight he had not worked himself up to yet.
“Couldn’t find her Jed. She must be half way back to her people by
now, or hiding some where’s in them rocks yonder.” Charlie’s voice and
arrival had interrupted the silent melodrama between the two men, and the
fly. He’d rushed back to the site after making a half-hearted search for the
girl. He didn’t want to miss out on what he thought was going to be a good
show. All the while he was rushing back to the clearing something kept
bothering him about this black man. He didn’t act like any of the other
blacks he’d met. He didn’t lower his eyes or turn his head. Even though
he looked like he’d been through hell, he still had a presence about him
that was unnerving. It was then Charlie noticed Trace still had his gun. He
walked over and stood beside Jed.
Trace had heard the man’s return long before he’d seen him. He hadn’t
shown any sign of his perceptions, and had merely adjusted his senses to
locate, and include the position of the other target. Since it was from the
same direction the man had left, there was no need for him to move or make
any other adjustments.
Trace was also aware that Diablo was not present. His mount had
probably wondered off in search of food or water. He was glad his friend
wasn’t there. He would most certainly have attacked the two men, and might
possibly have been injured or killed. At the very least he could get in the
way, and cause Trace to have something else to worry about.
“Hey Jed, you ain’t taken this boys gun yet. What’s wrong he too much
for ya?” “Just about to when I saw you comin’. Figured you’d like to have
some fun too.” Jed’s voice was flattened slightly with uncertainty. Charlie
didn’t notice the change in his partner’s voice, but the wavering gaze and
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fireless tones were not lost on Trace. Years of experience dealing with
similar men had taught him to read the signs of fear. This and a lightning
fast draw had often given him the edge, spelling the difference between life
and death. “Hey boy, you gonna give up that piece, or do we gotta kick your
black hide and take it,” said Jed a little more confident now that the odds
were two to one. “Yeah boy, and you forgettin’ yo’ place. You ain’t s’posed
ta look no white man in the face?” Charlie threw out the challenge.
Trace didn’t move. He did feel more at ease now that both men were
in front of him. He wished these fools would make their play. He was
feeling the effects of his wound, loss of blood and he was dog-tired. The
suns heat was fast draining his physical resources. “Hey Charlie, I b’lieve
this nigga’s goin’ to give me that hog leg right now—ain’t ya boy? Said Jed
menacingly.
Still there was no reaction from the black man. Charlie’s face showed
consternation and puzzlement. Something was wrong. This boy wasn’t acting
like some scared shuffle butt slave. He showed no signs of nervousness
or submission. In fact, there was no expression on his face reflecting
the predicament confronting him, or what was going on inside his mind.
He just stood poised like an angry black cat, muscles taut and ready to
spring. But there was something else. There’s something familiar about this
dirt-encrusted face. He’d seen before, and not too long ago, but where?
Charlie couldn’t stop the slight tremor of fear he felt.
“Ya hear me boy?” repeated Jed in commandingly. Charlie’s pensive
recollection was disrupted by Jed’s voice. This time the statute moved. The
two men watched as the black man’s right hand moved slowly to a relaxed
yet ready position beside the handle of the gun strapped to his right thigh.
The move was unmistakable, and the intent clear.
“Hey, hey Charlie, he’s acting like he wants to throw down on the two of
us!” exclaimed Jed with a note of incredulity and sarcasm in his voice.
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Charlie didn’t respond. His mind had locked on a train of thought
and he was zeroing in on where he’d seen this man before. It had been in
Tombstone he recalled, right after a ruckus where a gunfight had ensued.
There had been talk about a black man who was fast with a gun. He’d killed
a local gunslinger who’d called himself the Whiskey Kid. He and his two
sidekicks had run afoul of the black man and he’d dropped them in their
tracks. Then the black man had disappeared without a clue leaving the town
buzzing with excitement. There had been a small few who looked kindly
at him to buy him a drink for ridden them of those pariah. The majority
wanted to lynch him for killing a white man. Neither faction was as bold
as their mouths, nor had they made a concerted effort to find him. Charlie
was beginning to wonder if this was the same black man.
Meanwhile, Jed had stepped back and then started working to the
right to a position that would put the black man between him and Charlie
in a cross fire. All the while he kept talking apparently trying to bolster
his courage and intimidate the black. The latter of course didn’t have the
intended effect. “Well boy, um tired uh waitin’. If you think you can lift
that iron fast enough to make this interestin’, then go ahead. I’ll even let
you pull first,” Jed chuckled self-assuredly. Then he was shocked by what
he heard next. “Make your move white bread.”
The words were mechanical, cold and yet full of venom. As if they had
been said many times before. These were the only words that issued forth
from what before had been a sphinx-like figure of the black man.
“You gonna die now boy! But first you gonna crawl over here and lick
my boots!” said Jed fuming with anger.
Trace neither moved nor spoke. Again Jed shouted his command. “Now
boy! Get your black hide over here and kiss my boots. If ya do I might be
nice and kill ya quick. But I hope you don’t ’cause I ain’t never killed me
a uppity coon before and I wanna enjoy it. I am gonna skin ya live boy!
Live! A piece at a time!” hissed Jed trying to strike terror in the black man.
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Since there was no change in Traces demeanor Jed had no way of knowing
if his ploy had worked.
Charlie forgot his train of thought as Trace’s insult had riled him. It
gauled him that this nigger had the guts to even think of an insult, let alone
say it. Charlie’s racism kicked in usurping his minds prime directive of
trying to identify this stranger. This was an error. He’d been on the verge
of remembering the one thing that might have saved both their lives. Had
he taken a second or two more to regain his composure, and thought better
of his next move he would have known the foolishness of what they were
about to do, instead anger and racial bigotry to control. A fatal mistake!
Charlie realized Jed was attempting a flanking movement to put the
black man between them. He began to walk at a 90-degree angle himself.
Trace too realized what was happening and backed up several paces
positioning him self so he could see both men. It seemed as if he were
looking straight ahead but his eyes were focused on their every movement.
As he moved his poncho was forced open by a slight gust of wind and
Charlie saw it dangling from the left side of his belt. It was a tiny noose.
The people in Tombstone said the black man had carried a small hangman’s
loop attached to his belt. They didn’t know what it meant, but it had caught
their attention.
A light of recollection appeared in Charlie’s eyes. Where just a
second before an angry haze had clouded his mind, there now existed a
clear beacon of revelation. In a flash of recognition his mind screamed,
“it’s him!” Everything coalesced in his mind, and he knew who they were
facing. “Get ready to me the devil. Draw boy!” shouted Jed starting his
draw simultaneously. “I am the devil,” replied Trace coldly. “No!” shouted
Charlie, but the warning was too late. He heard a gun roar as the action
before him seemed to move in slow motion. He saw Jed’s hand grasp the
butt of his pistol and simultaneously saw his chest explode. Jed was lifted
off the ground and pitched backwards as the .45 caliber slug smashed
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into his chest. It shattered his sternum and exploded into his heart. It
then turned downward, bounced off his spine and exited through his lower
back just above the pelvic bone. Jed was dead before the sound of his
executioner faded. Trace’s gun had claimed Jed’s life before he’d landed
on the ground.
As swiftly as this deadly viper had struck Jed, it now turned on Charlie
as if it had a life of its own. The hammer was cocked and poised ready to
smash down on the shell that would send another deadly pellet out to seek
its next victim. It hung malevolently over the chamber ready to strike.
Charlie had started to reach for his gun but stopped. His eyes fixed on
the barrel of the gun facing him, and he held his breath in anticipation of the
next shot that would send him to oblivion. He knew any foolish movement
now would be his last. Slowly he raised his eyes to meet those of Trace,
but he wasn’t able to discern anything from them. Those cold black orbs
glared back at him without a hint of emotion. Charlie’s hand moved from
his gun upward to a position indicating he was yielding. In what seemed
like a magicians’ trick, the weapon in Traces hand disappeared back into
its holster. It had done its work and returned home with the celerity of a
deadly serpent returning to its dark lair. The only hint of its presence was
a slight hissing as it sled back into its dark leather cave ready to strike
again with lightning finality. “You . . . you be Doc Shadow . . . ain’t you?”
stammered Charlie. The only reply was the slow raising and lowering of
Trace’s head. Charlie looked down at Jed on the ground. His friend’s eyes
were still open as if the shock of his demise hadn’t yet reached his already
dead brain. The end of his life had come as a complete surprise, and that
incredulity was etched on his countenance. Charlie walked to his friend’s
side and knelt next to him, a tear trickled down Charlie’s cheek. They had
shared much. He had been closer to Jed than his own blood kin. Charlie
watched the widening pool of blood spreading in a growing pattern away
from Jed’s body.
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Trace turned from the pitiful scene. It was one he had witnessed far more
then he’d ever wished. A scene that sometimes made him ill and tracked him
relentlessly with horrible nightmares in which the faces of all his victims
haunted him. There was a myriad of faces all pointing a damning finger at
him. As bad as these were even more tormenting were the faces of some
of their loved ones who haunted much of his sleeping and waking hours.
He’d finally learned to deal with this torment. He’d had to cope in order
to ward off the insanity that lurked just behind the borders of his reason.
Now this gallery of death had another picture to add to its collection. He
hoped there would be no more. He hoped the other man would just ride
away. He shook his head trying to rid himself of the tragic memory he’d
been a part of just a few days before.
The faces of Max Colter and his brother Kris both lying dead in the
dirt staring lifelessly back at him. The face of their father Aaron Colter,
and the most torturous image of all, their mother sobbing uncontrollably
as she hugged the head of one of her sons to her bosom. He could hear
himself saying, “I’m sorry ma’am. I’m sorry! They drew on me. I had no
choice. I couldn’t let them kill me. They tried to kill me over a lousy drink!
A stinking drink! Please forgive me! Please!” His voice had almost become
hysterical as insanity made another attempt to over come him.
Trace had not wanted any trouble. He’d just gone in the saloon to get a
drink. He’d then planned to get some water, some supplies and then leave
the town as he’d found it. He knew he was taking a chance on there being
a problem when he went to the saloon, but he hadn’t had a drink, or home
cooked meal in a long time. And again, he was real thirsty. He’d eaten a lot
of hard tack and dust while circumventing town’s in order to avoid trouble.
This town was the last stop before a long trek across some hot dry land. He
had no choice he had to stop. Besides he was real thirsty. He decided he
would indulge himself with the pleasure of a cool glass of beer and a good
meal. He also knew he was taking a chance on being refused service, but
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usually his demeanor and the look on his face grudgingly got him what he
wanted without any trouble. Trace hoped it would be the same this time.
He had been wrong.
Next he would hear the angry voices of the town’s people shouting, “that
nigger killed the Colter boys! Get ’em!” Suddenly the sheriff’s face would
appear and tell him to give up his guns. Trace would back away astonished.
“Why!” he’d shout, and his voice would echo ringing back in his ears from
all the previous times he’d asked that question before. “They tried to kill
me!” He’d proclaim hoping someone would be on his side. Hoping for once
he could ride slowly out of town justified instead of having to flee for his
life, and the lives of those he would take if he stayed.
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CHAPTER 2
Trial in the Streets
Trace remembered the whole tragic episode that had precipitated his
present condition, wishing it had never happened. The sheriff of Colter
Junction had demanded his gun saying if he didn’t give them up he would
take them. He remembered someone saying; “I wouldn’t try it if I were
you Clint. He got both them boys before they could get off a shot,” came
a voice from the crowd. “You mean he shot ’em down in cold blood when
they weren’t looking.” shouted another. A man stepped out of the crowd,
“naw he didn’t. It were a straight up fair fight.”
A third man stepped up saying to the second man, “What are you, a
nigga’ lover? It weren’t no fair fight. This boy goaded ’em Colter’s into it.
And when they tried to walk away he gunned ’em down. They ain’t had a
chance.” Then sheriffs deputy Will Prater spoke up. “I know’d these boys.
Kris was fast. “Pointing at one of the young boys lying dead on the ground.
“And Max there, was fasterin’ me. Ain’t no way this boy could take ’em
both in a fair fight! It had to be murder!” “That’s not true!” interrupted
Trace. “Both of them drew on me without warning, and!” “Shut your mouth
you murderin’ black bastard! You killed two white men and your gonna
hang!” shouted Prater. “Yea, lets string him up!” shouted others. “Max,
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Kris!” another man screamed he pushing his way through the crowd. He
stopped as if struck by lightning. Aaron Colter looked down at his dead
sons. “Kris . . . Max!” Again he shouted the names of his boys as if saying
them again would resurrect them. His wife, who was right behind him,
fell to the ground wailing and holding her youngest sons head in her lap.
Aaron Colter’s face was a mask of rage as he looked up at the crowd. “Who
did it? Who killed my sons?” Prater answered, “Him,” pointing at Trace.
“He murdered ’em in cold blood!” “That’s a lie. They tried to kill me!”
responded Trace in a level steady tone. Colter’s eyes narrowed and his face
turned even redder with anger. He appeared to be on the verge of bursting
a blood vessel in his head. He turned toward Trace. “Lyin’ nigger! If either
one of my boy’s had drawn on ya, you’d be dead!” shouted Colter. “That’s
what I said, “interjected the deputy. “Shut up Prater! Save your butt lickin’
for when you get to be sheriff,” interrupted Sheriff Clinton. Then turning
toward Trace. “Now look, give me your guns now before things get outta
hand!” Repeated Sheriff Clinton. “Look sheriff, I don’t want to fight you.
I didn’t want to fight anybody. All I wanted was a beer and something to
eat. These two gave me a bad time in the saloon and I tried to walk away
and they tried to back shoot me, and that’s the truth. I’m not gonna to hang
for trying to stay alive,” responded Trace with a slightly menacing edge
to his voice.
“Then I’ll take it,” replied Prater reaching for his gun. Before he could
complete his move Traces gun magically appeared in his hand and fired.
The bullet flashed by the deputy striking the butt of Aaron Colter’s gun
knocking it out of his holster. The bullet deflected off the gun and into the
man’s wrist. He grabbed his wrist and howled in pain. Prater stopped his
move to draw.
The entire gathering was stunned into silent immobility. They all stood
wide eyed with astonishment and disbelief, holding their collective breath
while their minds tried to comprehend what they had just seen. A black
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man had invaded their town, killed two of them, and now had shot their
father with gun speed the like of which they’d never seen. “I didn’t want to
do that sheriff, but he was trying to draw on me while you were talking to
me,” stated Trace calmly. “Just like your deputy tried to do. Tell me sheriff
why would I trust you?”
Trace’s actions, though life preserving, had escalated the situation. He
was now trying to recapture the less volatile atmosphere that had preceded
the gunplay. Sheriff Clinton looked at Trace, then at Colter. He was angry
at Colter because his sneak attack had made an already volatile situation
worse. He shot a venomous glance at Prater that told the man if he tried
that again he would have to face Clinton. Prater was stupid but he wasn’t
a fool.
Clinton knew he’d have to handle the rest of this with kid gloves and
try to get this situation from becoming a lynching. His eyes scanned the
crowd for any other trouble then settled back on Colter now holding his
bleeding wrist. “You okay Aaron?” he inquired with a bit of disgust in his
voice. “Ye . . . yeah,” replied Colter with a pained expression. “Then you
let me handle this from now on!” demanded Clinton. “You see that? I told
ya’ that boy was fast,” smirked Al with a gleam of admiration in his eyes
as he lauded Traces skills. “Shut up Al!” shouted Clinton. Then he turned
back to Trace. “Now look kid, you’re already in enough trouble as it is.
Don’t make it any worse.” “How can it get any worse? These people have
already got me accused of murder, and you ain’t listenin’ to me. You won’t
even listen to one of your own who saw the whole thing,” pointing at Al.
“He told you the truth.” “Nobody listens to Al, he’s the town drunk.” came
a voice from the crowd. “I ain’t drunk now. Ain’t had nary a drop ’cause I
ain’t got no money.” Some of the crowd burst out into laughter, and someone
flipped him a dollar. “I see’d what I see’d. It weren’t no fair fight. Them
Colter boy’s tried to gun ’em from behind, but this buck was just fastern’
them. It was the gall darndest thing I ever see’d. Reminded me of Earp
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when he took on the Johnson boys in Wichita and.” “Shut up you lyin’
drunk. You never liked my sons ’cause they wouldn’t buy you any whiskey
and threw your sorry butt out of the saloon awhile back.” shouted Colter.
“That ain’t got nothin’ to do with what I saw. Nothin’! Them sidewindin’
snakes of yourn was fixin tâ back shoot that nigga but he was quicker. Kilt
’em both for they got him, and that’s fact,” countered Al shakily.
Al knew his credibility in the town was nearly non-existent, save being
knowed as the town drunk. Now that he’d taken the side of this black, things
could get even worse. Nevertheless, right was right, and this boy had killed
only in self defense. “But you said it weren’t no fair fight just a couple of
minutes ago.” retorted Deputy Prater slyly. “That’s ’cause you got after me
and scared me. But it was like I said. It weren’t no fair fight cause them
boys tried to murder this buck in cold blood. It was self defense sheriff,
and that’s the gospel.” shouted back Al.
The only gospel you know is in the bottom of a bottle,” someone shouted.
“Them boy’s pushed him ’round pretty good,” continued Al, “and still he
didn’t do nothin’. They tried to make him serve ’em a drink, called him
names you wouldn’t of stood for and throwed a drink in his face, and he
did nothin’. He just tucked his tail ’tween his legs and started walkin’ out
the saloon. Them boy’s followed him into the street and he kept walking
away. It weren’t ’til they threatened to shoot him in the back. That’s when
he started turnin’ around. He weren’t even turnt’ round good when them
rascals pulled on him. He spun and fired got ’em both for they could get
off a shot. It were the slickest thing I ever see’d.” Al finished proud of the
clarity of his narration and recollection because it wasn’t his normal state
of mind. “Everybody in there saw it.” “What the hell’s the matter with you
sheriff, you listenin’ to this trash? That thing killed my boy’s.” screamed
Aaron Colter rushing forward and glaring threateningly at the sheriff. “Now
calm down Aaron. I told ya I’d handle it.” Clinton kept his voice in even
tones trying defuse this ticking bomb. “That nigger killed my boy’s! Now
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what are you going to do about boy?” shouted Colter. “He shot ’em down in
cold blood, everybody knows it. Now I want that black bastard hung, and
hung now!” Colter’s tirade was loud. He pandered to the crowd trying whip
them into a mob Clinton wouldn’t be able to control. “Shut up Colter! I know
what you’re trying to do, and there ain’t gonna be no lynchin’ as long as
I’m law here!” shouted Sheriff Clinton to Colter and the crowd. “You don’t
talk to me like that! No one talks to me like that! I own this town! And I
own you! Now do your job or give me your badge,” said Colter with a sneer
of superiority. “You may own this town, and the people in it, but you don’t
own me,” snarled Sheriff Clinton. Clinton’s whole demeanor said he wasn’t
afraid and Colter knew it. “Okay boy, I ain’t got no more time for niceties.
You gotta give me that gun now, and come with me peaceably. We can talk
this thing over and straighten it all out.” Said Clinton. “You can’t listen to
him. You know he’s gonna lie to save his black hide.” pleaded Colter that
tone of authority replaced by the pleading voice of an anguished father.
Suddenly the voice of Emma Colter was heard. It too carried pain but it
was laced with anger toward her husband. “Stop it Aaron! Stop it! Stop it!
Stop it!” She screamed. Our boy’s are dead and all you can think about is
more killing!” “Shut up woman, this is ain’t none of your business!” Colter
shouted back turning on his usually mousy wife seated on the ground behind
him still holding her son. “You shut up!” she screamed back. “Your just as
responsible for their deaths as he his.” pointing toward Trace. “You taught
them to be bullies, liar’s, and killers before they were fourteen. You told
them everybody was scared of ’em because their name was Colter, and
Colter money could buy anything, or anyone. Instead of you teaching them
to respect others, you taught ’em how to be just like you. I warned you one
day this would happen. Warned you somebody they pushed too far would
push back. Well that day is here! Look what you’ve done! My beautiful boys!
You made them animals! Animals just like you!” she screamed in hot rage.
Colter was caught off guard by the sudden showing of backbone from his
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normally demure mate. The viciousness of her verbal assault stung like a
hard slap in the face. He looked at her. Instead of her normally sheepish
countenance there now appeared a face distorted and her eyes filled with
anger, defiance and pain. He could see the tears streaming from them
and for a moment felt pity for her. He never should have brought her out
here from New Orleans. She didn’t belong in this country and had never
adjusted to all its cruelties. Nevertheless he couldn’t allow this moment of
sympathy for her to override the fact that he was Aaron Colter. “I told you
to shut up Emma and stay out of this! They’re my boy’s! That’s my blood
on the ground!”
Emma’s lips curled into a snarl resembling a mother cougar and she spit
back at him, “They were my boy’s too, and you took them from me! You killed
them long before this mans bullet’s ever did!” she snapped back. Colter took
a menacing step toward his wife raising his good hand threateningly. “Go
ahead—hit me! It won’t be the first time. Let the town have a look at the
real Aaron Colter. That’s how you solve all your problems. If you can’t buy
it, then you destroy it. That’s what you taught Max and Kris. Taught them to
wallow in the same filth and slime you wallow in. Well now there just were
you sent them. Face down in the streets of your town!” she yelled, burying
her face in her hands crying uncontrollably. “That’s a lie. They were good
boy’s, and now they’re dead ’cause him!” Colter growled pointing at Trace.
“You made them into rabid dog’s. They had to be stopped,” sobbing loudly
Emma’s voice lowered and she seemed to withdraw into her own world but
was still talking. “I’m just as much to blame as you. I saw what you were
turning them into. I did nothing to try and stop you. They were good boy’s
and. I should have killed she looked straight into Aaron Colter’s eyes you,”
her voice trailed off and she retreat into herself.
Colter swung the hand he threatened to use before. He struck her full
in the face and she fell in a heap to the ground between her dead sons.
She gathered herself, sat up without looking at her husband and pulled the
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head of the son nearest her into her lap and began humming a mournful
gospel hymn while rocking back and forth.
Again the crowd was stunned so much that they had forgotten about
Trace, the subject of all this furor. Colter’s savage attack on his wife had
shocked them all. The silence was as thick as the dust now swirling about
as a diminutive whirlwind kicked up the dirt of the street. It was Sheriff
Clinton who broke the silence. “I believe this man here,” pointing to
Trace. “I know Al may be a drunk, but he ain’t no liar. Sides I knew your
boy’s too Aaron, and they weren’t nothin’ but trouble. It was more times
than a little that I had to run them out town. The only reason I didn’t lock
them up was ’cause they were your son’s. Maybe if I had they’d be alive.
Maybe it would a taught ’em a lesson, ’cause it’s a cinch you didn’t.” he
stated dispassionately. “You’re gonna pay for that Clinton,” hissed Colter.
“Payin’ for things is your style ain’t it?” Countered Clinton. You think you
can buy or kill your way out of anything. You bought your son’s out of that
murder charge over in Bixby a couple of months back. They killed a man
over some saloon tramp and you paid her to say it was self-defense. Well
now it looks like the score is even.”
Some of the crowd rumbled with acknowledgment. More than a few of
them had been subjected to abuse or humiliation at the hand’s of the Colter’s
at one time or another. It was beginning to dawn on them that reparations
long overdue had been meeted out.
Aaron’s face became livid with rage and indignation. He looked about
at the crowd with such evil in his face that they soon became quiet again.
Many owed Colter money, needed his money or were just plain afraid of
him. They didn’t want to say or do anything now that they might have
to pay for later.
Again Emma Colter spoke, but her voice was lifeless. “Aaron please
let’s just take our boys home—please. No more killing. No more,” she
pleaded and then her voice trailed off as she returned to her own world of
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tormented grieving mother and continued rocking her sons head clutched
tightly to her breasts.
Trace had stood in wary silence keeping an eye on the sheriff, Colter,
the crowd, and now with pity at the grief stricken woman. What he saw
only served to further agonize his soul. He was the author of her pain. He
looked at her face and thought more ghosts! More ghosts! New faces to
haunt him! All this because Doc Shadow, his alter ego, had killed again.
His soul cried for him. How much longer would he have to carry the stench
of death? How much more could he bear. “I’m not Doc Shadow,” his mind
shouted! “My name is Trace! Trace Jackson! Son of slaves William and
Rosalee Jackson, of the Montague Plantation!” his mind screamed as he
fought against the rising tide of insanity threatening to grip him.
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CHAPTER 3
(Desert Savior)
“Behind you!” A warning cry broke through his miserable introspection.
It was a woman’s voice. His reflexes acted as one with his mind. He saw the
Indian girl and reacted to her warning automatically. His right hand flashed
to his holster withdrawing the deadly viper that was the .45 caliber pistol
at his hip. Instantly it was in his hand and leveling on Charlie. This time
he had been distracted and was a split second too slow. He’d dropped his
guard during those moments of reflection and that lapse now cost him. He
had only half turned when he heard the shot and felt the bullet rip into the
right upper quadrant of his chest. The fact that he was turning when the
bullet struck, kept it from smashing his sternum, splintering it and probably
killing him. The impact spun him around just as his Colt .45 cleared the
holster already cocked and leveled, it roared in response.
Traces automatic reflexes had activated as if they were an entities unto
themselves. The barrel of Traces weapon sought and found its target with
unerring accuracy. The trigger finger squeezed, and another lethal pellet
was fired. The bullet flashed across space and struck Charlie in the throat
blowing away his atoms apple and rupturing the carotid artery. It traveled
into the spine and shattered the cervical vertebrae exiting the back of his
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neck. Charlie neck snapped flopping sideways as his body dropped to the
ground. His body twitched, convulsed momentarily, then he lay still.
Charlie had let anger, hatred and Jed’s death get the better of his
good judgment. Even though he’d figured out too late that Trace was Doc
Shadow, this knowledge had only temporarily restrained his judgment. He
had gone to Colter Junction for supplies arriving shortly after the death of
the Colters. He’d heard Colter had posted a $2000 reward for the head of
some darky. He’d grabbed some supplies and headed back to his partner
with the news. He hoped they could get a head start on the bounty hunters
he knew would be after the money.
The townspeople reacted like one person. A rumble went through them
the flavor of which indicated that greed was getting the better of justice.
However, they had seen Trace in action, and none of them were anxious to
try their luck against this deadly professional.
It was during this confusion and indecision that Aaron Colter seized
the opportunity. He moved close to the sheriff, and with his left hand he
grabbed Clintons gun, stepped behind him and fired at Trace. The bullet
struck Trace in the side passing clean through. Traces response was
instantaneous, and he fired back. The projectile seemed to have eyes of its
own as it whizzed by Clintons left temple, the heat of its passing causing
a welt on the side of Clintons head, as it shot straight for Aaron Colter. It
struck him in the left eye searing a path through his brain and exploded
out the back of his head.
Phenomenally he was not knocked off his feet. Instead his body merely
rocked with the force exerted against it then weaved back and forth and
then he stood immobile for a couple of seconds, then stepped forward.
One, two, then three halting steps. His left arm slowly raised the gun in a
macabre appearing gesture of the undead. It was if some force possessed
him, wouldn’t let him fall as it manipulated him by invisible puppeteer
strings. Directing him toward one last act of revenge. His mouth was wide
open and his lips moved as he tried to speak, but the message from his
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brain never made. His remaining eye stared lifelessly back at the people.
Everyone, including Trace, stood transfixed watching this animated corpse.
Sheriff Clinton, stunned by the bullet grazing his temple, lay semi-conscious
on the ground. No one moved as they stared in amazement at the Colters.
Trace noticing the pain in his side. Colter’s hasty aim had been Trace’s
salvation. He stood motionless with his eyes fixed on Colter watching as the
body moved toward him. Traces mental defense mechanism was still alert for
the danger Colter presented, so an urgent message was sent to the gun hand
to make ready to fire again. Traces heart was in conflict with that order. He
didn’t want to fire again. He just wanted to runaway. Leave and get away.
Find some place quiet to lick his wounds and be left alone. He knew that if
Colter tried finish raising his gun, Trace would fire out of self-preservation.
He watched as the man’s thumb fumbled to cock the weapon, and prayed
he wouldn’t succeed. Sweat rolled down the side of Colter’s face and Trace
was reminded of how hot it was. His throat felt parched and it seemed his
tongue had swollen a little clinging to the roof of his mouth. His pulse was
pounding in his ears and his breath seemed to be shorter and more labored.
He felt his trigger finger began to squeeze slightly. His attention riveted
to Colter’s thumb. It had stopped its erratic fumbling and settled on the
hammer of the gun and was flexing trying to draw the metal backwards.
A flash warning raced through Traces head prompting him to fire, but
mercifully his will overcame his instinct, holding his trigger finger at bay.
Everyone had been so intently watching Colter’s gun hand that no
one noticed his right eye had closed just a split second before his thumb
reached the guns hammer. All other movement ceased and suddenly the
body crumbled to the ground. Still there was no one who moved from their
spot. They stood frozen as if they half expected Colter to rise again like
some ominous demon and fling fiery bolts of death at this black man that
dared challenge a Colter. Finally someone in the crowd broke the silence
yelling out,” he’s killed Colter and the sheriff!”
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CHAPTER 4
Escape is the Only Option
The people reacted as if hit by scalding hot water. Their attentions
turned to Trace, but the gun in his hand made them think twice about
rushing him. Trace looked at the anger and hatred on their faces. He scanned
the crowd but saw no one carrying or even reaching for a gun. He slowly
began to move toward his horse Diablo who had become nervous by all the
gunplay and stomped the ground impatient to leave. It was as if he knew
there was danger and he wanted them to speed away to safety. Traces steps
were sure and deliberate showing no sign of panic. He was wise in the ways
of the animal, especially the human ones. He’d long since learned that
most predators chase a fleeing quarry. However, they were more cautious
and slow to action when the prey’s movements were deliberate and had the
means and will to fight back.
The people between he and his horse gave ground grudgingly, but give
way they did. He reached Diablo, untied him from the hitching rail and
deftly mounted keeping his gun leveled at the crowd. The pain in his side
was increasing and blood dripped down the inside of his pants leg onto
his boot to the ground. Trace stayed alert but one was anxious to catch a
bullet so they stood and watched him. The horse bucked his head anxiously
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as Trace began to back him down the street leading out of town. He had
to restrain his steed whose attitude indicated its need to be quickly away
from this place. The further Trace got from the people the more he turned
the horse sideways so he could see the people behind as well as in front.
Diablo broke into a canter as it passed by the remainder of the crowd.
They stood watching the black stranger who’d made such a dramatic on
all their lives this day. When Trace was about thirty-five yards from the
main body of people he suddenly dug his heels into the horses side that
was its command to spring into action. As if jolted with an electric prod
Diablo sprang from his trot into a full striding gallop in what seemed like
the blink of an eye. In short notice he and his passenger were flying out of
town, its building’s a blur as they whipped passed in their headlong flight.
Trace looked over his shoulder and experienced a wave of relief as he saw
the sheriff being helped to his feet. “At least I won’t have the charge of
killing a white sheriff hanging over my head,” he thought.
The male populace was galvanized into action. Some ran to the fallen
men while others ran to get their weapons and horses. One man pulled out
a rifle and began firing at the fleeing figure. Trace leaned forward over
the neck of his friend and urged him to even greater speed. He knew the
capacity of his gallant companion and was aware he’d not reached his top
velocity.
Trace heard the crack and popping sound as gunfire erupted flinging
death dealing rounds of lead in his direction. Bullets whizzed by him
and kicked up the dirt all around and in front of them. He gently slapped
Diablo about the neck which signaled the big stallion that more speed was
needed, and the mighty animal complied with a burst that literally launch
them off the ground. He seemed exhilarated by the freedom to run and let
loose all the here-to-fore bridled passion he’d held in check while standing
tied to the rail. It had been awhile since he’d really been able to stretch
out, and now his mighty muscles erupted into action rolling smoothly and
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powerfully under his skin like a silent engine. His gait lengthened and his
speed increased with every powerful stride, carrying him over the ground
with ease. Rapidly the town fell behind. However some of its inhabitants
had mounted a posse and was in hot pursuit of the fleeing duo.
Trace looked over his shoulder again and saw the small group of men
chasing them. He smiled confidently to himself. He knew the prowess
and heart of his horse. They would not be caught this day or any day soon.
Trace gave a slight tug on the reins which told Diablo he could decrease
his speed to the familiar pace they both knew he could maintain for hours
if need be.
The men of the town pursued them for a day and a half, but after losing
the trail on several occasions, and having to back track each time to find
it, the heat began to take its toll on them and their animals. They began to
question their reasons for being out there. Sure they knew why they had
started the chase, but now that fatigue, thirst and hunger had set in, they
were wondering why they were chasing a man who had already proven his
experience with a gun. The man had killed Aaron Colter and his two devil
sons. In reality he had rid them of a plague that had long infested their
little community, which hadn’t found the guts to do anything about. He had
done them a favor, and since the sheriff hadn’t been killed, they truly had
to wonder why they were risking their lives in this foolhardy chase. Finally
they concluded they should let well enough alone and return to town and
resume their lives, the difference being the absence of the hated Colter
men. Mrs. Colter wouldn’t be a problem as she was nothing like the men
of her family, and in time would again become part of their town.
Charlie Trapp had stayed hidden during all the gunfire and then slipped
quietly out of town. He headed back to the campsite he shared about five
miles out of town with his partner Jed Carstairs. Once back in camp he gave
Jed an account of what had occurred, and not knowing that Aaron Colter
had been killed, he thought the $2000 reward was still in effect. The two
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men figured they could handle one darky and pick up a fine piece of change
in the doing. They took off after him the next morning, and while tracking
Trace they came across the young Indian girl. Ironically their pursuit of
her led them to the fateful encounter with Trace.
Charlie hadn’t recognized Trace initially because of his muddy
disheveled appearance. This had been unfortunate for Jed, and now for
him, because he stood face to face with death, and lost.
Trace didn’t see what his last bullet had done. When he hit the ground
he was semi-conscious. He didn’t see the girl come to his side and kneel
down beside him. He was aware that someone was there, but he was too
weak to move and his vision too blurred to make out the face before he
lapses into total unconsciousness.
The girl checked him for signs of life. When she knew he was still alive
she went and checked the other two men. However, close examination wasn’t
necessary as their wounds and the fixed stare in their eyes made it obvious
they were both dead. She returned to Trace and did a closer examination
of his wounds. She knew he was seriously injured, and concluded he
would soon follow the other two men in death. She started to leave him
but something held her there. Maybe it was the woman’s maternal instinct
for nurturing the weak and helpless that God, in his wisdom, had gifted
women with. Who knew her reasons? She just decided she could not leave
him there to die alone. She couldn’t let him pass without making an effort
to help him live, or at least be as comfortable as she could provide before
his passing.
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CHAPTER 5
The Hands of an Angel
Tela stared for a long time at Traces mud encrusted face and hair. Her
eyes traveled over his 6’, 2”, 195 lbs. frame slightly outlined by his clothes.
She noted the broad shoulders, prominent chin with a small cleft and
high cheekbones. Natural dimples formed each time he grimaced in pain
complimenting his features. Above his small nose were light brown eyes
that though filled with pain, revealed a sadness that touched her. Trace’s
groans refocused her attention on his wounds and she determined to do her
best to help him live. She began to check him out all over and spied the
other wound in his side. It had begun to turned black and showing signs
of a serious infection. Whatever she was going to do she knew it had to
be fast. Getting behind Traces head and grabbing him under his armpits,
she struggles with stubborn determination until she is able to drag him
to a small stream she’d fled from the to dead men. The stream was a bit
of a phenomenon in this arid area, cutting its way through this somewhat
desolate part of the land. She propped him up against a small boulder
then made her way back to the clearing to get the Traces horse and the
saddlebags on him. She figured there would be something in them that
might be helpful.
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Diablo had watched quietly as this female human carried his friend
away. Under any other circumstances he would have attack without
hesitation, but there was something about this human that instinctively told
him his friend was safe and that she was trying to help. He’d watched her
drag Trace over to the boulder and followed slowly keeping them in sight.
Now she was approaching him. Coming slowly toward him with soft even
footsteps that betrayed no fear of him, and the lack of stealth in her pace
indicated she meant him no harm. Nevertheless, she was still a strange
human and he watched her with a wary eye. The closer she came the more
alert he became, but he didn’t back away.
Tela approached to within 10 feet of the horse and began a low whistle
that sounded like the soft lilting of a bird. It was soothing in tone and made
the stallion feel at peace, quieting his agitation. His ears popped up cocking
in the direction of the sound she made. His restlessness left and he ceased
pawing at the ground with nervous hooves, the only sign of nervousness
being an occasional twitching of his shoulder muscles.
Tela began to speak to the stallion in her native tongue still using low
subdued tones as she confidently approached his head. She extended
her left hand with the palm up showing him there was nothing for him to
fear. She put her hand under his muzzle and rubbed it gently. Slowly she
transferred her attentions to his jaw and the top of his nose and scratched
the bone above it. The horse remained still with only occasional tremors
indicating the pleasure he was feeling which made him to flare his nostrils
even more with each intake of air into his massive chest. He moved his
teeth over the bit in his mouth and one might have had the notion he was
trying to avoid a giggle. That is if horses can do that sort of thing.
Gently Tela’s hands retraced a path back to his muzzle and gently
pulled his head to her caressing it to her cheek. Diablo was touched with
a new sensation. He had never allowed any human except, Trace, to get
this close to him. Yet he didn’t feel the need to pull away. Instead he found
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himself taking in long draughts of her scent into his nostrils. It became
indelibly imprinted in his mind and from that moment on he would always
know it whether she turned out to be friend or foe. He felt her petting him
and heard the soothing words come from her mouth.
“You are powerful one with coat of midnight. Your master chose well.”
Diablo didn’t know the import of what she said, all he knew is the words
and handling gave him a good feeling. At that moment he imparted a tiny
bit of his rare trust to her.
Tela took the horses reins and led him back to the spot where she had
left Trace. Once there she released the reins and made her way back to the
saddlebags slung across his back behind the saddle. She untied the small
leather cords, took the bags and made her way back to Trace. Kneeling she
placed the bags on the ground. Then she lowered Trace down so that his head
rested on one of them. Looking in the other bag she found a handkerchief, a
clean shirt, some clean white cloth and a hunting knife with a sharp 8-inch
blade. She had a little more hope as she now had something with which to
remove the bullets and fight for the life of the man who had saved hers.
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CHAPTER 6
(The Night of Blood, Dreams and Wolves)
Tela made a small fire, put the blade of the knife in it, then took his
canteen and goes to the stream filling it. She also wets the kerchief and
one of the white pieces of cloth. Returning to Traces side she wipes his
fevered brow and neck. She unbuttoned his shirt, and opened it exposing
the injuries. She wiped the blood away from the wounds as best she could.
Her sure movements were born of experience. She picked up the knife
looking at the red-hot blade and brought it to within inches of the wound
on Traces side. She hesitated only a moment looking at Trace noting that
mercifully he was unconscious. She worried that the moment she touched
the blade to his wound he would react violently and cause her to hurt him
more than necessary. She loathed the idea of having to inflict more pain on
him, but it had to be done in order to save him. The infected dying flesh of
his side wound had to be removed. She prayed the pain would be severe
enough to keep him knocked out so he would not have to endure the pain.
Especially when she started probing for the bullet in his chest. Moving
into position she straddled him settling her weight on his lower torso and
pelvic area. In a quick move she pressed the blade to his side and heard
the sizzling sound as it seared his skin. The acrid odor of the charred dead
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flesh floated to her nostrils causing her to experience a brief moment of
nausea. His body jerked in reaction but he’d already slipped into such
a deep level of unconsciousness that he didn’t awaken. She shifted her
position off of him and rolled him slightly on his side so she could expose
the bullets exit wound to the still hot blade. Again the flesh hissed as the
blade cleaned away the dead flesh and cauterized the wound. His body
only squirmed a little in response this time and Tela felt a little more at
ease that he didn’t regain consciousness.
Tela placed the blade back in the fire and picked up the canteen. She
poured more water on the cloth cleaned the wound again and proceeded to
bandage it. Again she wiped his forehead and neck then cleaned the chest
wound in preparation for the next, and she knew most dangerous step in
her effort to save this man, the removal of the pellet still in his chest. This
would be a new experience for her too. She had seen and participated in
the removal of bullet’s before, but until now had never done it alone.
Tela pondered for a moment thinking that maybe she should let him
rest for a while before continuing, but the blood oozing from the wound
told her she had to act now. If she didn’t he would die.
Again she reached for the blade but this time her hand trembled a little.
She poured water over it from the canteen to cool the blade. She said a silent
prayer then positioned her self to the side of him. She poured water on the
wound and washed away more blood trying to clear her line of vision as much
as possible. Then she brought the knife down to the edge of the wound, then
in, beginning to gently probe for the slug. There were tiny hissing sounds as
the heat of the knife again met the exposed flesh. Trace moaned and squirmed
a little in his semi-comatose state. Tela hesitated a moment allowing him to
settle down. When he didn’t move any more Tela continued to search for
the bullet. After what seemed like eternity she felt the point of the knife
touch metal.
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Tela fought her fear and shifted the knifepoint delicately to the side
a millimeter at a time then down the side of the slug and under it. She
then began to work it back up toward the surface of the skin. There was
much blood by now and she couldn’t see what she was doing even after
she dabbed at the ooze with the white cloth she had wet at the stream. She
knew from now on it would be by touch and feel if she was to get the bullet
out. She labored in silence barely drawing a breath. Sweat beaded her face
and chest as the intensity of her delicate effort strained her muscles and
taxed her strength. Then suddenly she lost the pellet. She couldn’t feel
it and fear gripped her. Tela took a deep breath and calmed herself. She
wiped the moisture from her brow and used more water to clear away the
blood once again. Steeling herself to the task she focused all her mental
acuity and began a methodic painstaking search until her a lateral probing
movement found it again. There was a fresh surge of blood into the wound
cavity obscuring her vision. She knew she couldn’t stop for fear of losing
the slippery piece of metal again. She was also aware of the pain that must
be racking the man’s body by the tortured moans that issued from him.
She also knew the longer she was in there the greater the possibility he
might regain consciousness. The slightest wrong move now would spell
disaster and most likely death. Her back muscles screamed as a piercing
pain knifed through them.
Exhaustion gripped her arms and hands. Her position and her weight
balanced on her legs brought intense pressure to bear on her knees. It was
becoming painful because of sharp edged pebble under one of them. It was
hard to keep from shifting but she knew that at this moment she couldn’t.
There was a small trembling in her hand as the muscles were nearing
their limit of endurance. She relaxed her hand for a moment allowing the
movement to stop then began to calmly proceed with the surfacing of the
bullet. Abruptly she felt the blade shift as it glanced off one of Traces
upper ribs, and again she lost contact with the slug. She almost panicked
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and it took a Herculean effort to calm herself down. “I found it before and
I can do it again!”
Having reaffirmed her resolve she moved the knifepoint slowly
millimeter by millimeter until she felt it again. It was closer to the surface
then she’d realized because of the blood, but presently she saw the black
speck that turned into the rounded form of a .44 caliber slug. Reaching
with her free hand she picked up the offending metal and threw it into the
fire. She grabbed the canteen and poured more water over the wound. She
then reached for one of the shirts in the saddlebags and tore it into pieces
of various sizes. Folding one of the larger pieces into bandage she placed
it over the wound and applied some pressure for several minutes. Then
she took other strips and encircling his body, tied on the bandage. Once
this was done she sat back against a rock and let out a long deep sigh. Her
lips move in a barely audible prayer giving thanks to God for his divine
intervention. Prayed that he would live then, her head dropped between
her up drawn knees, closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.
Trace looked at her through half closed eyelids for several moment’s.
His vision was blurred from the pain but he thought he saw a shadowy form
hovering over him. His mind fought through the raging pain in his chest
trying to focus on what had happened. His last recollections centered around
the two men trying to kill him, and the gun battle that ensued. Suddenly
panic set in and he tried to reach for his gun in its accustomed spot on his
hip. However, he was so weak he was barely able to raise the little finger
on his right hand, let alone reach for a gun. The effort caused pain to shoot
through his body like an electric jolt causing him to feel faint and then
laps into unconsciousness.
Tela raised her head just after this happened and was not aware that
had he the strength, and had his gun been in the holster at his side, she
might have been shot by her charge without him knowing she was his earthly
savior. She took the canteen and returned to the stream filling it. On her
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way back she picked up the blanket roll and spread it beside Trace. Again
she took a moment to bathe his face and head trying to cool his fever. Then
she separated the bedroll into the two separate blankets that made it up.
She searched about and found two sticks that were about 3 feet long. She
spread one of the blankets over the boulder and pulled it forward until only
a foot or so of the blanket remained on top of it. She picked up a couple of
weighty rocks and placed them on top of the edge of the blanket to hold it
in place over the boulder. She then extended the other end of the blanket
to its full length. Picking up the knife she digs two small holes. Picking
up the sticks she’d found she places them in the holes and fills them in,
packing them with dirt by pounding around the sticks with the butt of the
knife. She then got a few stones and wedges them tightly around the base
of the makeshift poles to give them support, and in a matter of minutes she
had constructed a small tent over Trace effectively protecting him from the
glare of the sun. Unrolling the other blanket she placed it on the ground
beside him for the evening to come. Right now it was too hot and she would
have to spend the rest of the day trying to keep him cool. If his fever didn’t
break she knew he would die. The surgery she had performed was only the
first stage as the critical time for this man was yet to come.
Tela was tired. Her flight from Jed and Charlie plus what she had just
undergone with Trace had tested the limits of her endurance. She knew
she needed rest in preparation for the anticipated night of vigil over Trace.
Before she could rest she had one more task to perform. She went over to
Diablo who had been standing patiently watching her attend to his master.
He’d not gone to the stream and slaked the burning thirst as if somehow
he knew that his master was undergoing a life and death ordeal, and he
didn’t want to leave him.
Tela had seen the magnificent stallion standing silently in the sun like
a dark guardian watching over them. She knew he had to be thirsty so she
took his reins a led him to the stream to drink. He followed quietly as if her
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actions re-assured him that things were well in hand, and he could relax
and take care of his own needs.
Tela left him at the stream and returned back to the crude shelter and
swabbed Traces face and head again trying to keep him cool. Then she
took on last look at the horse and saw him moving away slowly grazing on
what sparse forage he could find. She lay down beside Trace and closed
her eyes trying to rest for a while. She had no fear for their safety for she
knew Diablo was ever watchful. Something felt slightly cold and wet on
Tela’s right legs around the calf area. Fatigue had caused her to lapse into
a sound sleep so at first her tactile senses weren’t aware of the light touch
against her leg. However, there was something in her being that warned her,
urging her to consciousness. Gradually she awakened in a mental haze still
subject to the exhaustion of the days’ efforts, but knowing in the back of
her mind something was amiss. In this country it was always best to sleep
with one eye open, but all the exertion to which she had subjected herself
had taken a toll that overrode the learned precautions. As a result she was
unaware that the muzzle pressing against her belonged to one of the most
efficient night predators in the country.
The creature was uncertain of what it was doing. The thing it had just
touched had moved in response causing him to jump quickly away. However
its curiosity drove it back toward the object of its attention. It watched the
rise and fall of the upper body of whatever this large animal was. It saw a
similar thing beside the one it had touched but that thing didn’t seem to
move. The creature’s large dark eyes spotted something bright and shining
glistening around the throat of this thing. The creature edged forward
cautiously until its nose was able to touch that bright thing with his nose.
It had a strangely appealing quality that made it irresistible to the curious
mind. The rapid up and down movement added to the intrigue that drew the
creature even closer. It couldn’t know the object rested against the jugular
vein of the thing it approached and that’s what caused the rapid up and
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down motion. It decided it had to have the bright thing and slowly began
to open its mouth exposing sharp white teeth and fangs from its slightly
retracted lips. Its breath came out in short rapid pants, and a small line of
saliva rolled to the tip of its tongue and dropped harmlessly on the strange
skin that covered the thing it stood over.
The object it was after seemed very close which made it all the more
appealing, but apprehension made the animal hesitate. It took short quiet
steps forward until its mouth was right over the object of its curiosity.
Slowly it lowered its mouth to the object while keeping a wary eye on the
creature that wore it. It opened its mouth wider as its muzzle drew closer
until the slavering fangs were just an inch or two away from the pulsing
jugular, then it started to bite.
Tela’s throat was vulnerable to attack. The blood in her vein coursed
through with vibrant force evidence of the rush of life that poured within
it. She had no idea that hovering directly above was a creature that had
the potential to tear her flesh spilling her life’s out onto the ground. Her
mind was disturbed causing an uneasy sleep. Something in the darkness of
her sleep was warning her of danger. It clawed its way through the waves
of fatigue that had engulfed her being driving her back to consciousness.
There was something else that touched her conscious mind. The tactile
senses of her body detected intermittent warmth like small puffs of warm
air touching her face. Slowly Tela was dragged back to an awakening, and
the warning she felt was now eminent!
The creature’s mouth was now closing over the prize sought and the
animal began to tug on the shiny mystery. There was some resistance so
it pulled a little harder pulling taut the thin leather string to which it was
tied, and still the thing resisted. A slight growl of impatience involuntarily
escaped the animal’s lips. Suddenly Tela’s eyes opened and she tried to
focus. It was night out but the moonlight illuminated the backdrop. Her
vision started to clear and adjust, and it was then her eyes met those of
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the creature. Its black eyes peered back into hers with a look of fright in
them. Its muzzle was just inches from her face, with its lips drawn back
over gleaming white teeth it seemed to be grinning at her. The animals face
seemed huge at such close proximity, and Tela froze in fright sure that if
she moved the animal would strike.
The animal too stood motionless paralyzed into immobility. The thing
had awakened and was staring right at it. The animal didn’t know whether
to fight or run. The tension was intense the mental oppression in these
close quarters wore quickly on its nerves. Its instinct for survival took
over and the urge to escape became paramount in its mind. With a half
hearted yelp disguised as a growl the animal let go of its prize and fled the
enclosure bounding from the make shift shelter with all the speed it could
muster. Its movement was so swift and sudden that it seemed to disappear
in a twinkling of an eye.
Tela was caught off guard and couldn’t react to its abrupt departure. She
just sat there eyes wide still holding her breath. The acrid taste of adrenaline
came to her mouth that brought her out of her trance, and reminding her
to breathe. It came out in a hurried whoosh of air that needed to escape
the confinement of her lungs. They closed and opened rapidly needing
to replace the stale air just expelled, with more life giving oxygen. Tela
sat motionless for a few moments regaining her composure and trying to
decide whether to venture forth from her shelter and investigate further
what that animal was, and where it had gone. While she was pondered this
problem Trace groaned and turned restlessly. In this moments delay Tela
thought better of leaving the shelter to go exploring the night. She felt safe
being next to the man, even in his present condition. He inspired a sense
of confidence and strength in her she’d only known with her father.
There was another thought that went through her mind. Why hadn’t there
been a warning from Diablo. He should have heard, smelled or at the least
sensed the presence of the animal that had come into the shelter. There was
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a moment of trepidation when she thought something may have happened
to him. Then she recalled the magnificence and power of the stallion. She
was confident that he would be more than a match for any challenge that
nature might send his way. At the very least he would acquit himself in a
thunderous battle that would have aroused the dead.
Tela was right. Had Diablo been close by he would have been aware
of their visitor and signaled a warning. More than likely he would have
attacked the intruder to protect the people he cared about. However, he
was a couple of hundred yards away. His search for edible forage had made
him drift far away from the campsite. There had been no scent born on the
slight breeze that would signal the presence of another animal, so he fed
quietly on some vegetation he’d found. Little did he know that his friend’s
were having visitor’s, and the cross breeze had kept those same intruders
from knowing where he was. Had they known his location, they would
have preferred him over the feared and hated presence of man. However,
an extreme scarcity of game had driven them far from their normal haunts
territory in search of food.
Tela looked down at Trace’s sleeping face. Perspiration beaded his brow
and the muscles of his face moved involuntarily as his body fought to heal
itself. He was in a very vulnerable state. Tela resolved to keep him safe no
matter what. She pulled his gun from the holster and placed it close by.
She looked about one last time and then settled down beside him with eyes
wide open determined to stand vigil all night if necessary.
The pup had fled the campsite scurrying back in the general direction
he had left his mother. She’d been searching for her wayward youngster,
trailing him by way of his scent. The frightened pup came charging around
a boulder and ran smack into his mother’s leg. She soundly chastised him
for leaving the pack and his brothers and sisters at the den she’d found for
them in rocks below an overhang. Even during her dressing down of him she
continued licking him all over assuring herself that he was okay. She also
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noted the strange scent on him that reminded her of previous unpleasant
contacts she’d had with humans. Ordinarily that scent would have her
hustling her small brood to safety away from the man scent. However,
she also remembered that where there was man, there was usually food.
She lifted her head and began to sniff the wind. What little breeze there
was carried the message of potential food coming from the direction just
acquitted by her offspring.
Presently the she-wolf is joined by another female and two other males
they returning from an unsuccessful hunting foray and all of them caught
the scent of man on the pup and initial reactions were low menacing growls,
and furtive looks about to see if any man thing was in sight. They also caught
wind of the odors coming from the direction of the campsite. Apprehension
ran through the small band because fresh in their recollection were past
experiences with man that had ended in pain and death for some of their
pack. Hunger had driven them too close to the lands and animals of men
and the cost had been high.
The wolf female had begun to move in the direction of the food scent
when suddenly he appeared on a huge boulder, a large splendid male black
from head to tail, and a magnificent specimen of Canus Lupus. He stood
tall and erect with his broad chest bespeaking the power that surged in his
massive frame. Even the with loss of weight for lack of food couldn’t hide
the imposing figure he made silhouetted against the backdrop of the moonlit
sky. His large paws spread evenly perfectly balancing the body that stood
like a dark Phoenix in the night. His bearing was proud and powerfully
defiant even though his great frame showed the effects of his scarce diet.
His large chest and shoulders gave him an almost regal carriage. There
could be no doubt he was the leader of this small gathering of his clan, and
the reaction of the other wolves left no question who was boss.
The big male’s warm breath formed smoke like puffs as it came in
contact with the cooling night air. He too had caught the smell of man, and
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food, the latter of which had drawn him toward it. He jumped down off the
boulder and began to lead the small procession toward the campsite. There
was resolve in each step he took which said he was determined to get food
for his clan and himself, no matter the cost. He intended nothing less than
taking food or dying in the attempt.
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CHAPTER 7
(A Fight to the Death)
Tela’s sleep was again worried by an unconscious sense of uneasiness.
Something was amiss, but her mind and body were exhausted and her
normally sharp senses and instincts were thwarted by the need for sleep.
Soon that need convinced that her inklings were unfounded, and not worth
disturbing what little rest she was getting. However, this time the war in
her mind was brief as the fresh recollection of an earlier frightening event
that night flashed into her consciousness. It startled her awake and she sat
straight up and searched the night for any sign of trouble. The moonlight
outlined a hairy something moving toward her about 30 yards away. It
stopped suddenly when it noted her sudden movement. It held its ground
for a few seconds, but seeing no immediate threat it came on. Its’ pace
quickening as the distance between them closed. Yellow eyes pierced
the night as it drew closer and they carried a message of desperation and
hunger.
Telas’ hand searched for and found Traces gun. She looked back in the
direction of the creature that she now recognized as a wolf. Its mouth was
open somewhat, and his upper lips curled back to reveal large dangerous
fangs and a drooling red tongue. Tela’s heart pounded against her rib cage
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as her hands gripped the gun in front of her. She peered down at Trace and
a look of determination took over her countenance. She looked back in the
direction of the wolf and her heart sank as she realized he had been joined
by several more slinking figures. She couldn’t count them all, but she knew
there were more of them than she had shot’s in the gun. Even if she were a
perfect shot and hit a wolf with each bullet, the rest of them would overrun
there little shelter before she could reload if they were that determined.
She suspected by some of their gaunt frames they were near starving. This
driving force would make them overcome the fear of man.
The other wolves kept their distance while the big male kept coming
on until he was only 10 yards from her then began to circle the campfire.
Tela saw the fire was burning a bit low. She picked up a piece of firewood
and through it on the fire. She hoped the sparks and sudden flash of the
flame would frighten the big male. The fear of fire and its ability to kill is
deeply rooted in all living things. It might be the one deterrent to dissuade
the animal from attacking. If he turned and fled the others would follow. If
nothing else maybe she could get him to reconsider his immediate plan and
move off to assess the situation. She knew how swiftly these animals could
move and how quickly they could cover ground. The small space between
them would offer no challenge were it not for the fire. Her time to react to a
sudden deadly charge would be a matter of a split second. She reached for
another piece of wood and threw it on the fire. Spark’s flew and the flames
flickered a little higher as new food was given them to consume, but her
tactic had minimal success. The big male was only mildly startled jumping
back a couple of paces then stood his ground looking at her hungrily.
Tela pointed the gun in the direction of the skulking specter staring
boldly back at her. Her thumb moved to the hammer of the gun and she
tried to cock it back but it was too strong for her. All the while she kept her
eyes on the animal until finally she realized she had to look down and use
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two hands to cock the gun. It was then the wolf attacked. Rushing forward
the big male launches himself into the air.
Tela felt the gun snatched from her grasp and suddenly there was a
deafening roar that shattered the night’s silence. The deadly projectile flew
from the barrel of the gun striking the wolf in the chest while he was still
in mid-flight. The impact tears a huge hole in the animal’s chest and flips
his body 180 degrees in a backward arch. The male wolf let out a single
yelp then died before its body landed heavily on the ground only a few
inches from Tela.
The other wolves had pressed forward spurred by the attack of their
leader, but the abrupt loud report of Trace’s .45 brought their advance to a
screeching halt. Confusion reigned immediately and all of them scattered
but one. It was the mother wolf. She continued to move forward following
her mate’s example and attacked. She was a blur of motion almost too
quick to follow, and much faster than Tela reflex’s. Fortunately for her she
wasn’t holding the gun. As the animal leaped for her the weapon spoke
again sending another deadly messenger into the body of the on coming
she wolf. The bullet her upper left shoulder knocking her sideways and
to the ground, but instantly she was up again and coming on. The pistol
roared again and this time she fell a few feet from her mate pierced through
the heart. Still her body struggled forward displaying the tenacity of her
kind until she lay almost at the side of her fallen sire, then her movement
ceased. Her breath came in short rapid frantic gulps, and her eyes began
to glaze over. She looked up at Tela her eyes seemingly conveying a thank
you. Relief that her struggle, her day-to-day endless fight to exist was
over, and there also seemed to be some regret. May be it was because she
was leaving behind her lone offspring. She whimpered one time, may be a
last second plea one female to another asking Tela to take care of her now
orphaned baby. A fair exchange for the life she’d just taken.
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Tela looked down at the she-wolf and pity touched her heart. She and
her tribe had much respect for the wolf clan. They were powerful spirit
brothers, noble of character and strength. A soft smile came to her face as
she saw the females eyes close for the last time and made a silent promise
to honor the wolf’s request.
Tela heard a tiny yapping sound and looked up. All the other wolves
had scattered except one. It was the she-wolfs pup. He stood suddenly
abandoned, confused and frightened. The noise of the gun and the
scrambling for safety caught him off guard and he didn’t flee with his
fellow’s. He could see the still form of both his parents lying on the ground.
Though they were near the man things, they offered the best haven for safety
is young mind knew, so with another yelp of fear he cautiously made his
way toward them, and the man things. As he approached them his cries
became more urgent, but neither of them moved to give him the comfort
and re-assurance he needed. He moved forward shakily all the while he
kept a wary eye on the two man things.
Tela saw there was no more threat from any of the other wolves and
noted the approach of the pup. It was at this point she also recalled that
Trace had taken the gun from her and saved their lives. She turned to him
and saw that he had passed out again, gun still in hand but lying on the
ground.
Tela marveled at the man’s sheer force of will, and his extinct for
survival. He had some how sensed danger in his tormented sleep and
awakened just long enough to save their lives and then returned to the where
ever it had gone before to find refuge and time to heal. He had been like
a sudden deadly wind that had awakened, swept across the plains ridding
it of locust and then vanishing back into nothingness. Her admiration was
interrupted by the drumming sound of hooves pounding the ground, and a
horse’s battle challenge.
The Other Side of the Gun 55
Diablo arrived in a rush. Before he’d reached the camp he’d heard the
gunshot, and then the wind changed and his nostrils caught the scent of
the wolves. He screamed in anger and rushed to the aid of his friends. As
he arrived he reared high over the bodies of the two dead wolves and their
lone pup cowering close to its parents. It trembled with uncontrollable fear
at the sight of this awesome apparition towering over it. Tela seeing the
danger to the pup jumped to her feet and rushed between Diablo and the
wolf cub. She spoke to him in loud but soothing tones to get his attention
holding her hands high. Diablo’s response was quick. He stopped rearing
but snorted with defiance and stomping his feet angrily showing his intent
was to rid the world of three wolves. He’d fought them before, and though
wounded, he’d won the encounter. It left him with a memory of hatred for
the kind, and a resolve to destroy any of them that crossed his path.
However, Tela’s voice and hands calmed him and gradually the fire left
his eyes until at last he was subdued.
Tela looked down at the terrified pup and moved toward him. He backed
as close as he could to the haunches of his deceased dam and raised his
lips exposing his tiny fangs in a vicious little snarl. The action sparked a
response from Diablo who snorted and toss his head. This caused the pup
to freeze in quiet terror. Tela bent down and extended her hand palm up
and below the cub’s eye level so he wouldn’t perceive it as a threat and
possibly snap at it. All the while she spoke to him in the same quieting
tones she’d first used on Diablo in their initial encounter.
Tela could see the pup was still quite young, maybe 3 or 4 months old
at the most. He was old enough to eat meat, but not old enough to hunt
for himself. Tela realized that since the other wolves had abandoned him,
he would starve to death if left alone. In that instant she decided to take
him with them. The first step was to gain his trust, and his reaction to date
indicated this might not be easy. Her hand had just about reached under
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his muzzle when he snapped at her extended fingers. Tela reacted in time
to snatch her hand away and avoid a nasty bite, but his sharp teeth did
nip the end of one finger. Tela decided he was much too frightened to be
coaxed into trusting her at this point. She would give him time as she was
confident that once it calmed down and hunger gnawed at his belly he
would be more amenable to her attentions.
Tela walked over to the shelter and checked on Trace who was still
sleep. She took some water from the canteen and bathed his face. When
she finished there was only a small dribble of water left in the canteen.
Her first thought was to go to the stream and get more, but the thought that
the other wolves might still be lurking in the area made her decide that
her best course of action would be to wait until daylight. Again she curled
up beside Trace. She took the gun from his hand and placed it next to her
and though she struggled to stay awake it was only a short time before she
fell asleep. The last few hour’s had taken its toll. Besides, she knew Diablo
would keep watch and warn her if there were any more visitors. The sun
was well up by the time Tela awakened. She sat up and looked at the sun
clearing sleep from her eyes. She looked down at Trace and saw that he
was no longer sweating. She checked his face and neck and found he had
cooled down considerably. His fever seemed to have broken during the
night and he seemed to be resting easier. She remembered she needed to
get them some water and looked for and retrieved the canteen. She then
looked for the wolf pup and saw him lying beside his dead mother. At Tela’s
first movement toward him sat up with his ears perked in her direction.
His mouth opened wide in a pronounced yawn but he didn’t move. He just
watched Tela for any sign of a threat.
Tela stared back at her new fondling and a smile came to her face.
She noted what the cub’s strong neck and shoulders, the wide chest and
intelligent eyes and broad large paws that was usually indicative of his
size to come as he matured. If he was anything like his father, he would be
magnificent and a force to reckon with.
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Tela looked about and noted Diablo standing in the stream quenching
his thirst in its cool waters. She walked to the stream and filled the canteen,
then stood beside the big mount and patted him affectionately, then turned
and headed back toward the camp. As she turned back toward the camp she
could hear the splashing of water and knew the big stallion was following
her. As she neared the fire the little wolf backed watched with obvious
curiosity. He showed his teeth a little when she stepped in his direction,
but was re-assured by her voice that she meant him no harm.
Diablo watched the little predator with calm reserve snorting
occasionally to show his disapproval and disgust. He had seen that Tela
held the little wolf in some regard, and though for the life of him he couldn’t
understand how she could allow this little intruder, the hunter of his kind
into their mist, he decided that as long as the female human accepted him,
and the cub obviously posed no threat, he would tolerate his presence as
well. With that issue resolved he’d return to stream to further slake his
thirst keeping a wary eye pealed for any other dangers.
Tela made her way back to the water one more time. She walked a few
paces to her left where a large rock hid her from view of their camp. She
then removed her garments and began to bath herself in the refreshing
cool water. She had to fear of being subject to a surprise attack. Not as
long as her giant look out stood guard over her. Once she’d completed her
bath she dressed, picked up the canteen and refilled it. When she turned
her steps back to the camp Diablo accompanied like some giant mobile
bodyguard.
As they approached the camp Tela could see the little wolf was up and
stretching itself. She spoke gently to him and this time instead of seeking
the false refuge of its mother, this time he pricked his ears toward her as
if he expected her to say something him. Tela smiled, paid him no further
mind, and went about stirring the dying embers of the fire and adding wood
to it. In a short time she had it was going again and she began preparing
a meal from the meager stores of Traces saddlebags. There was coffee,
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beans, some stale biscuits wrapped in a cloth napkin and plenty of beef
jerky. She was very hungry, realizing she’d not eaten since noon the day
before. She found herself gnawing on the hardened biscuit and chewing on
the beef until she had enough in her to quail the hunger pangs that tore at
her stomach. After washing it all down with several swallow’s of the sweet
water, she went about preparing coffee and boiling some of the beef jerky
to make it softer for Trace. She expected him to awaken and anticipated he
would be hungry, but a little too weak to tear off sufficient portion of the
hardened meat to cure the hunger that would assail him. She also wondered
if the biscuits would pose a challenge?
Once the meal was prepared she sat quietly waiting for Trace to wake
up. It was while waiting that she noticed the young wolf cup was licking
and sniffing along the ground. A little closer inspection revealed there were
crumbs on the ground from her battle with the biscuits that the pup was
eating. She realized this was an opportunity to encourage the relationship
with the little fellow. Trace would just have to sacrifice a part of one of his
dinner for the cause but she didn’t think he would miss a biscuit.
Taking one in hand, Tela took the knife she had used the night before
on Traces wounds and hacked off a piece of the bread. Picking it up she
broke it into pieces and gathered them up in her hand. She also got a piece
of the dried jerky and now armed with the savory inducements, she sat about
winning the pup to her. It would take several tries but she was patient.
The cub would advance and then retreat, but each time his hunger would
drive him back toward her, and each he came a little closer, but never close
enough for her to touch him. Finally, she had pity on him and threw him
a tiny piece of bread. He jumped on hit devouring it in milliseconds. He
licked his lips with relish and Tela could see the appetizer had its desired
effect. It served to increase his hunger making him want more. She offered
him more but this time she held the morsel in her hand inviting him to
come to her if he wanted it. Cautiously he approached and she talked to
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him in those same soothing tones that had put Diablo at ease. The pup
approached to within a few inches of her outstretched hand. He extended
his mouth to try and take the food but Tela pulled it back toward her a few
inches. He flicked out his tongue in an effort to get the food but he only
managed a small taste. It was then he realized he was too close to her and
backed off a couple of steps. He licked his lips and moved his feet nervously
whining as his small mind struggled against his fear and his need to eat.
The internal battle was short lived as he finally gave into his hunger and
he moved forward and gingerly taking the proffered portion of biscuit from
her hand. So cautious was he that he managed to take the food without his
mouth touching her hand. He moved back a few paces and tore into the
morsel with abandoned relish making short work of the piece and was soon
back for more. This process went on until all the food she had for him was
gone. When he realized there was no more he turned and trotted back to
his dead parents side, laid down and began to groom him self.
Tela looked after the retreating pup and smiled. She knew she had
made head way with the animal, but she had to admire the fact that he
wasn’t so easily seduced by her enticement of a few morsels of food. He
showed some intelligence not letting his visceral self take over his better
judgment. Besides, there would be other times. She heard a noise to her
left and looked to see a still groggy Trace awakening and attempting to
focus his eyes on her.
She turned toward him and looked at his face. It was a handsome face
now that all the dirt had been removed by her continual bathing. Even
though unshaven and showing signs of wear from the last 24 hours, it still
displayed qualities that drew her to him. She was quite able to discern from
those dark eyes what manner of man he was. Her initial impression was
that he wasn’t an evil man, but she couldn’t be certain. She remembered
the deadly tenacity with which he fought the two men that had chased her.
She knew he was a man of raw iron will and a strong desire to survive. His
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fight with the two men was evidence of that, and his instinctive awareness
of danger that brought back to consciousness in time to save them from
the wolf attack was further testament to that fact. Just remembering how
he came alive, so to speak, dispatched the animals then fell back asleep,
was a bit strange. It was like some unseen spirit inhabited the man.
A brief moment of apprehension scurried through her mind, but only
for a moment, because rationalized that whatever the unseen force was,
it had been beneficent to both of them. She wasn’t quite sure what she’d
gotten herself into but she was determined to see it through. At least until
she knew he was well out of danger.
Tela followed the direction of Traces eyes. They were fixed on Diablo
at first and then traveled to the black wolf cub was still lying next to his
dead parents. She was going to have to remove those bodies right away as
the insects and other desert floor scavengers would soon be congregating.
It was possible the scent of dead flesh might even bring back the pack of
wolves that by now would have a new leader.
Tela checks Traces wounds. There was no fresh bleeding or signs of
heavy infection, but she knew she would have to find some new source of
bandages so these could be changed. In the mean time she would just bath
the wounds as best she could. “How do you feel?” she inquired. “Hungry
enough to eat cactus.” he replied wearily. “That is a good sign. There is
some meat, and bread on the fire.” “I hope it’s not wolf meat.” replied Trace
with a weak chuckle. “No it’s the dried meat from your bag.” she replied
with a smile. “Well it must be okay, I see your little friend liked it.” “Well
ya think I could get a bite or two?” he said with a weak smile noting her
staring at him intently. “Yes it was just that I was thinking about how close
you were to dying last night. “Thanks for what you did. I don’t remember
much because things are a little fuzzy. I do remember you bending over
me, but not much else.” “Do you remember what you did when the wolves
attacked?” “No, I just remember seeing you holdin’ a gun, and then a loud
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noise. You must be a pretty good shot to get both of ’em.” he referred to the
two dead wolves.”You shot them. I couldn’t even cock the gun to get off
a shot. I was holding the gun when you took it from me and killed them.
Then you passed out again.” she replied.
Trace looked at her with incredulity, but her face said she wasn’t lying.
He let his head descend back to the crude pillow Tela had made for him
so he could rest. His head swirled at bit and he felt dizzy. There was more
pain in his chest than before and he felt weak. “How do you feel? Your face
looks a little strange,” she inquired with concern. “Very sore like a mule
kicked a hole in my chest then spit tobacco in it.” “Do you remember what
happened.” “Kinda—I think two men tried to kill me, but I got ’em before
they could finish me.” “That’s true. You were shot and I had to take two
bullets out of you. There was much blood and I was afraid . . .” “You don’t
have to explain anything. I am just thankful you were here, not I would
have been dead.” “I will get you some food, then I must move those dead
ones before their smell draws others that eat dead flesh. Already above us
I have seen a scavenger bird.” “Take the gun and Diablo with you just in
case some of that pups friends are still around.” “Who is Diablo? Surely
you don’t want me to take the devil with me.” “He’s behind you.” he said
jokingly “Oh, you mean the horse. He is a beautiful, and is a good protector.
I will take him with me, not the gun. I can’t use it, and he would do a better
job of guarding me. You keep it in case.” “What are you going to do with
the pup?” asked Trace. “He is alone and not old enough to hunt for himself.
I have decided he will travel with us.” “He is wild and has been traveling
with a pack,” countered Trace “He is like most males who are guided by
his stomach. He will follow because I have fed him, and he will wish to eat
again.” she replied with a knowing smile.
That seemed to end the conversation. All the while they were talking
Tela was getting some food for Trace. She placed it before him just as they
finished speaking. She then called to Diablo who walked obediently to her.
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This was a bit of a surprise to Trace. He had never seen Diablo respond
to anyone but himself before, and he’d never taken to any stranger. There
must be something remarkable about to win the horses trust so quickly. But
then he had to admit he felt enamored with her the moment he laid eyes on
her running from those two men. Now that he was awake he had to admit
to himself that he felt a since of peace and security come from her.
Tela removed a rope from the saddle loop and went over to the dead
wolves. She tied the rope around their necks, then walked back to the
horse and tied the other end to the saddle horn. She spoke to Diablo and
they walked away from the camp toward the spot were Charlie and Jed had
died. She came upon a gruesome sight. Apparently the scavengers had
been there. Close examination of the ground revealed the paw prints of
wolves. Tela looked about apprehensively but saw no sign of them. Besides,
had there been any of the wolf clan in the vicinity the horse would have
given a warning. Tela pressed on passed the man’s mangled and mutilated
remains to the ravine she had passed in her flight from the two dead men.
She removed the rope from the wolves’ bodies and using her foot kicked
them over the edge down into the gully below. She immediately recovered
the rope, mounted Diablo and headed back to camp. She had decided to
play it safe, and atop the mighty stallion seemed the best place to be just
in case some of the pack was still lingering about.
They stayed camped by the small stream for 3 more days. Trace got
stronger even though full recovery was still a ways off. This rapid initial
healing was due to the knowledgeable ministrations of Tela. She was able
to gather certain roots and herb’s to concoct a tea which she made Trace
drink. It was a bitter brew, but Tela’s beautiful face and gentle coaxing
made ingesting the liquid bearable.
On the fifth day Tela announced they had to move on. Game was scarce
and their meager supplies were almost exhausted. There were also signs
the wolf pack was back hunting in the area. She had gathered long pieces
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of wood and bound them together. Using the blankets she constructed a
travois, and using the rope she is able to attach it to the saddle. She broke
camp and helped Trace to his make shift mobile bed. She then turned to
get the young wolf that had finally gotten over his fear of them. She found
he was in one of the playful moods that characterize the young. He bounced
around skirting just out of her reach, or charging swiftly toward her only to
make a sharp cut away from her at the last second. When he tired of that
he would stand just out of reach tongue hanging, with what would pass for
a dogs smile on his face.
Finally Tela ran out of patience and left the small one to him self. She
was confident that once he saw them leaving he would follow. She mounted
Diablo and headed in the direction of her village. She was right. They hadn’t
traveled 25 yards when she heard a whimper behind and look to see Lobo
scrambling after them.
During all this time Trace had watched Tela with admiration. She was
beautiful and moved with an easy natural stride that could be likened to the
feline grace of a cat, and envied by the female royalty of any king’s court.
She was unpretentious, honest and full of kindness. He felt very much at
ease with her, and the longer he was with her, the more he could feel his
guard coming down. Her skin was a deepened honey brown. She had clear
dark eyes, a lovely face with clear flawless features. Her long raven black
hair shined with a healthy glow that reminded him of finely spun silk.
Her character reflected a fastidiously clean person who transferred that
characteristic to her care for him. Each of the last 3 days by the stream she
washed his upper body until he was able to it for himself. She even shaved
the ragged beard that had formed. She wasn’t remiss in reminding him of
the ritual expanded to a bath when he was able to accompany her to the
stream. While he bathed she would wash his clothes and spread them out
on rocks to dry. He had only one spare shirt but no extra pants. Sensitive to
his embarrassment at being nude in front of her, she would turn her back
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and walk backwards toward him with one of the blankets held behind her
for him to wrap around himself. She did have to admit to herself that the
reddish brown color of Traces skin, though a bit darker than hers, had much
the same hue. She had caught glimpses of his broad chiseled chest, strong
shoulders, the hard sinewy muscle of his arms and flat eight pack stomach
as he exited the water. He had powerfully defined thighs and rounded butt
that caused an inhalation of breath as she silently commended his assets
and concluding that he was indeed a fine looking man.
Tela decided to bathe herself while he was asleep under the watchful
eyes of Diablo, and the curious gaze of Lobo. That was the name they had
decided on for him. It was Spanish for wolf. They formed a peculiar pair, the
horse and wolf standing guard over their self appointed charge. Diablo had
gotten over his hatred of at least this wolf. He was part of the family Diablo
now called his own. He would protect them all with his life if necessary,
especially the man and the woman.
Their journey was hot and dry, but most of all monotonous. They made
slow progress having to take detours because of the travois. Trace had tried
on several occasions to convince Tela that he could ride astride the horse,
but she wouldn’t hear of it. She was afraid the jostling on the horse might
aggravate or even tear open his wounds. Out of an abundance of caution
she felt it better that he recline as often as possible.
During their trek Trace learned Tela had acquired the English language
while at the San Remo Mission just a few miles east of Colter Junction.
It was hard for Trace to imagine the people of that town being tolerant
enough to allow any religion that close to them. Not to mention allowing
an Indian to pass unmolested. The bitter taste of the town was still in his
mouth. He could still see the ugly mask of the towns face staring at him
as he fled for his life.
At any rate Tela said she’d been half living there and at her village off
and on since she was a small child. Father Enrico Valdez Montoya had
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taught her to speak Spanish, English, to read, write and memorize much
of the bible. He’d also loaned her other books to read, given her a bible
that she’d taken back to her village. The new knowledge was met with
much resistance at first, but gradually some of the tribe accepted it. Tela
had even started teaching some of the children of the tribe. Sometimes she
would even interest an adult or two.
As the trip progressed learned more. Trace guessed she could only be
in her late teens or early twenties. It was strange to him that she hadn’t
been taken as a bride by now as it is the custom to marry early among many
Indian tribes he’d encountered. He asked why she was still alone. After a
short pause and a sigh, Tela cleared up that mystery by telling Trace what
had happened to her to make her a marital outcast in her own village.
When she about 16 years old she’d been on her way back to the village
from the mission riding the pony given her by her father. There never been
any problems before. In fact she become a common site to the people along
the road, and even in Colter. However, on one of those occasions she was
attacked, beaten and raped by 4 white men who were passing through the
area. After they’d finished, they left her for dead. It was her mother and
older brother Tall Hawk who’d found her nearly dead and got her to the
village where her mother could care for her.
Tall Hawk was enraged. He couldn’t get the tribe to go to war to avenge
his sister’s dishonor, so he set out with a couple of friend’s to seek revenge.
They tracked down the men finding them camped about 80 miles from the
scene of the attack on his sister. In a brief but vicious battle his companions
were killed, and he was wounded. Tall Hawk slew 2 and 2 escaped. They
fled for their lives before the raging demon that had invaded their camp.
They too would have succumbed to his wrath had it not been for the wound
he’d sustained. He slowly fell behind in the pursuit until finally he had
to give up the chase. He tended the gunshot wound as best he could, and
then started the 150-mile trek home. He carried an undeserved shame
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because he’d not been able to exact complete revenge on the two remaining
despoiler’s of his sisters innocence.
Tela’s mother had become worried and went to the Chief Twin Bears to
ask him to send men to search for her only son. Twin Bears was lazy and
cared not for Tall Hawk son of War Claw, a once hated rival for the hand of
Tall Hawks mother. Tall Hawk should have been his son, but that wasn’t
the case. In it were not for the fact that had he not hated the boy’s father
so much, he and Tall Hawk might have become friends. Twin Bears knew
this could never be for he had a secret that would have set Tall Hawk at
his throat.
War Claw was a powerful sub-chief among the tribes, and his influence
overshadowed that of Twin Bears. He’d also caught the eye of White Dove,
an Indian maiden Twin Bear had set his feather toward. White Dove had
looked at War Claw with favor and her father had accepted the gifts he’d
presented. A string of ten horses with blankets and a hand carved war club
and shield. These were gift’s Twin Bears couldn’t match. His anger and
jealously fumed behind a mask of calm. He wouldn’t let the matter go. He
plotted the death of War Claw by stealth and ambush for he knew he was
no match for him in a fair fight. All his plans had gone wrong until the day
scouts brought news of a band of white men moving through the valley to
the west. There was 15 to 20 of them traveling north to Fort Taos. The brave
who had reported the party of men was a loyal follower of Twin Bears. He
was told to keep his mouth shut until Twin Bears could decide what to do
with the information. There was no hostility between the white man and his
people. Life had been good and he was not anxious to do something that
would start a war. However he did hit upon a plan. A way he could use the
white men to get rid of his rival and avoid a bloody war.
When War Claw returned from a hunt, Twin Bears told him that White
Dove had gone off riding. He directed him in the direction of the party
of men. He knew she and some of the woman had gone off on a visit to a
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neighboring tribe. War Claw did as expected and went off after his wife. His
pursuit led him right into the path of the white men. They were a nomadic
group of scavenging buffalo hunters who’d had poor luck finding enough
quarry to justify their existence. They’d turned to other methods of making
a buck including scalp hunting. They would sell the scalps for a $50.00
bounty across the Mexican border, or to anyone willing to pay.
War Claw was caught off guard and ambushed. He tried to turn his mount
to flee but his horse was shot out from under him and he was smashed to
the ground stunned. Before he could recover the men were on him like a
pack of hyenas. He was beaten to death with whips and gun butts amongst
the jeer’s and laughter of the vicious men. After completing their grisly
work they fled. They knew they were in Apache territory, and where there
was one, there could be more. As brave as they were with one lone warrior,
like most bullies and cowards they weren’t foolish enough to chance an
encounter with a more sizable force.
Two days later Tall Hawk and 30 warriors searched for and found his
father’s body slumped to his knees broken, battered and half buried. Tall
Hawks rage erupted in a roar seeing that his father’s scalp had been taken.
The rage he felt was replaced momentarily by anguished sobs, but this
lasted only a short time as one of the other warriors reported he’d located
the trail of the shod horses of white men.
Tall Hawk would have raced after them to kill them all but was stopped
by the chief and his fellow warriors. He was only 12 years old! He fought
hard to get free and pursue the men that killed his father. It was finally
necessary to knock him out and one of the braves carried him back to the
village. The rest of the men set off in pursuit of the buffalo hunter’s. Six
day’s later the warrior’s returned, and more than one of them carried the
scalp of one of the men they pursued. They had caught them in a canyon
and made short work of the 10 men. They them leaving no trace they had
ever been there.
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There were many songs of sorrow, and the death chant was song by
White Dove over the fallen body of her husband. There was much sadness
in the camp for War Claw was much loved by all, all but one. No one noticed
the subtle smile of satisfaction that played across the lips of Twin Bears as
he watched the funeral of his dead rival. He thought he’d won, but he was
wrong. White Dove declared there would be no other warrior in her teepee.
Her cold blankets would only be warmed by the memories she shared with
her husband, and there would be no new ones with another.
There was another problem. The warrior, Spotted Elk, who had first
reported the proximity of the white men to Twin Bears, had a great deal of
respect for War Claw. Even though there was no love loss between them
he honored him a warrior. He was able to piece together the treachery of
Twin Bears after hearing that War Claw had gone to his death searching for
White Dove in exactly the same direction he’d told Twin Bears the white
men were. He confronted Twin Bears and told him that he must confess
his deed to the council of elders. If not, he would and turned to leave Twin
Bears teepee. Before he could reach the opening the rough stone edged
blade of a tomahawk split his skull and he dropped dead to the ground.
There had been no sound, and it was late at night so the camp was sleep
for the night. Twin Bears checked around outside then carried the body far
out into the night and left it for the night scavenger’s. Thus had died the
secret of his loathsome act.
The death of War Claw had one more consequence. Twin Bears was next
in line to be chief. He assumed his new position with feigned regret that
the mantle of this office should pass to him by way of his friend’s death.
None of the tribe bought the act, but nevertheless he was the sub-chief
next in line to lead the people.
There was an immediate call for war by one young voice. Though he
had gained favor in the eyes of the tribe Tall Hawk was still a youth, and
the fate of a tribe could not be left to the blinded vengeance of a child.
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There were others that championed Tall Hawks cause. The white man had
broken the treaty, and had drawn first blood. There must be payment for
their crime. However, Twin Bears had no intention of going to war. He had
achieved his most important goal. He wasn’t about to let the prosperity of
his village escape him in a war over a dead man. A man he had hated in
life and still in death. He listened patiently to all the cries for war and then
raising his hand called for silence. He recalled for the people the peace
that had existed for 5 summers since the signing of the peace treaty. How
well the village had prospered and life had been good. He told them that
war would only bring death and poverty to them because the white eyes
would send soldiers to exact revenge for all the white people they killed.
The fighting would force them to move back up into the hills where in
the winter they would starve and freeze when the winter came. His final
argument was the most logical of all. Why did they take the time to bury
the white men, and erase all trace of their existence to keep the white from
retaliating, and then declare war on them. Many of the tribe agreed and
after a final vote the decision was made. There would be no war.
There were yells of anger even curses thrown his way, but they were
a disciplined people proud of their culture and traditions. Part of that
included following leadership as long it was sound. As long as Twin Bears
didn’t throw their lives away on a whim or defy the laws and customs of
their ancestors, he was to be obeyed. There was only one among them that
spoke openly of defying his orders, young Tall Hawk. The flame of revenge
still burned strong in his young breast, and he vowed that one day the white
man would pay for the death of his father.
Tela was 10 at the time and had witnessed it all. She had been crushed
by the death of her father. Her heart also burned with the flame of hatred for
the white man, but she was a woman child. She could do nothing. That was
work for a warrior, and it had been decided they would not go on the warpath.
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This is how it came to pass that Twin Bears became chief, and was the
person White Dove had come to pleading for him to help bring back her
son from his trek of vengeance chasing after his sister’s rapist’s. Twin Bears
had no intention of going after the young fool. In fact, his death would put
one less voice of opposition in the village. Over the years following his
father’s death Tall Hawk had grown into a strong, intelligent young brave.
He’d gained a reputation as a mighty warrior in battles against other tribes.
Their many raids and hunts had thrust him to the forefront, and like his
father he was a natural leader. His adventure’s gained him the respect of
the whole village. His voice no longer carried the hollow inexperienced
ring of youth. It was now strong, full, and many there were in camp that
felt he should be placed on the council of chiefs.
However, there was another consideration that outweighed his need to
get rid of Tall Hawk. It was the need to stay chief, something to which he’d
become accustomed. He’d grown fat and lazy with no stomach for war. As
chief he may have to lead them into battle and he had no intentions of doing
that. Thus he had to consider that if he didn’t send men after Tall Hawk, his
leadership might be questioned. His devious mind also thought he spotted
another advantage. If he brought Tall Hawk back alive, he might find favor
with White Dove. If he were already dead that wouldn’t be his fault, but he
would have done something for her. Maybe he would still find favor in her
eyes and she would relent on her vow never to take another husband. Unlike
in his youth, he was now chief with much to offer. With feigned enthusiasm
he consented to her request and sent warriors after Tall Hawk.
It was the evening of the next day when the party of 10 warriors found
Tall Hawk half dead lying on the ground next to his pony. He was suffering
from loss of blood, exposure and dehydration. They removed the bullet
from his side and treated him for two days until he was able to travel, and
then they took him back to the village. News of his exploits quickly swept
the camp and there was much howling and laughter by all but one, Twin
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Bears. He now regretted not having left the young fool to die. He knew the
Tall Hawk was even more of a threat than before. His only respite was the
kindly look and words of thanks he’d received from White Dove. He hoped
he could build on that small beginning.
Tela had recovered from almost all the initial physical aspects of her
ordeal by the time Tall Hawk returned and regained his strength. When she
was able she ran to her big brother and hugged him thankfully for defending
her honor. Tall Hawk told them how he had found the men, but that he’d only
been able to kill two of them, and that two had escaped. Tela hugged her
brother one more time and thanked him. He apologized profusely saying he
had not been strong enough to reclaim the honor of his sister. “I knew he’d
done all he could. He nearly lost his life. I was just grateful he returned to
us,” Tela said finishing her narration with tears in her eyes.
Trace had been listening intently to her story and watching her face as
she recounted the whole episode. In the end he saw the same pain in her
face he had seen when she had first described the attack by the four men.
He knew she had breached her own walls of shame taking him into her
confidence. He knew it had cost her a lot to reveal what she thought was
unforgivable soiling. She had been sitting next to him and he saw the tears
in her eyes. He painfully raised his arm putting it around her shoulders
and drew her to him. He gave her a warm hug for as long as he could stand
the pains from his wounds.
Trace looked deep into her eyes and saw in them her need for comfort,
which he gladly gave. She need not feel he would reject her because of
her past. It wasn’t pity he felt, in fact far from it. He couldn’t tell her, or
even admit it to himself, but he thought he was feeling something for her.
Something stronger than he’d ever experienced before. He pulled her even
closer to him in a tender embrace of assurance and caring.
Tela gazed back intently searching Traces eyes. She felt his reassuring
arms about her and she let herself sink deeper into the comfort of his
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sanctuary. It had been a long time since she had been able to relax, be
vulnerable. A long time since she’d been able to entrust herself to a man.
She hugged him back and then closed her eyes to rest.
Trace awakened to the inviting aroma of grilling rabbit. The first thing
his eyes spotted was Lobo chewing contentedly on a piece of meat. Trace’s
nose directed him toward the fire over which he could see several rabbit
steaks grilling. The strips of meat where skewered on sharp pieces of wood
stuck in the ground and angled so they hung over the fire. Trace also saw
his small cook pot hanging over the flames and the odor of beans floated
to his nose. He wondered why his cooking never smelled this good.
He continued to look around but didn’t see Tela anywhere. His first
thought was that she had gone down to the little pool they had camped by
the night before. After several minutes she hadn’t returned he became
worried him. He located his gun, and gets to his feet a bit unsteadily. He
makes his way through the small opening in the rocks that led to the pool.
As he rounded a large rock formation his eyes fall on the form of Tela.
Her eyes were cast down but he could see they were filled with fright. She
seemed to barely be breathing.
The air was slightly cool, but he could see perspiration beading up
on her brow. Trace followed the angle of her stare to the ground but the
shrubbery obscures his view of whatever she was looking at. He moves
forward, stumbling slightly. This caught Tela’s attention and she slowly
turned her head toward him. There was no mistaking the petrifying fear
he saw on her face. Her eyes pleaded as she slowly shook her head from
side to side indicating he should stop his advance.
Trace took one last step that allowed him to lean and see over the bush.
He lost his balance a bit and had to step forward to catch himself to prevent
his falling. The step landed a heavily and the reptile on the ground before
Tela reacted. Its rattle hummed an ominous warning and its body rose up
and backward in the deadly S-shaped posture that was the prelude to its
strike if provoked.
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Trace used every muscle in his body to bring it to complete immobility.
His head seemed to spin and he was little off balance as he battled himself
for control of his still weak muscles. Sweat popped out on his forehead as
he brought all his will to bear on the muscles of his body commanding it to
be still. Next his right hand moved to his holster and cautiously removes
the gun without so much as a whisper of sound. He trains the barrel in the
direction of the large rattlesnake coiled to strike not 3 feet from Tela’s left
leg. Trace tries to aim but his hand is shaky. With a ponderous slowness he
brings his left hand up to support the right to steady the weapon. Still he
can’t gain enough control to draw a bead on the small target of the snake’s
head 10 feet away. He knew he couldn’t afford to miss because at the report
of the gun the snake would strike at the nearest target—Tela. A hit from
this big snake could be lethal.
Trace blinked to clear his vision and slowly wiped away the sweat that
was running down his forehead into his eyes. He was scared. In all his
life he hadn’t been more frightened. He knew he would have to shoot soon
because the snake was getting more agitated for some reason, as evidenced
by the increasing volume of his rattle. At that moment an ill-fated breeze
kicked up a bit causing a small tumble weed to move toward the snake.
It caught the snakes attention and in that split second Tela moved and
simultaneously Trace fired. The snake’s head popped off neat and clean,
landing on the ground a few feet away. Its body twitched, writhing and
flopping about in its final death throes.
Tela let out a cry of relief rushing into Traces arms. Her weight crashes
against him and in his weakened state Tela’s force causes them both to
tumble to the ground in each other’s arms. As they roll their momentum ends
with Trace on top. Tela buried her head against his shoulder and hugged
him closely until her body stopped shaking. She let her head move back
until it rested against the ground. She found herself staring into Traces
eyes. His left hand brushed some dirt from her cheek, and he moved some
of her hair to the side off her face. He looked down at her lovely face and
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saw her fear had been replaced by a softness and appeal he could no longer
resist. He drew her to him and their lips met in a sweet tender kiss. Her
arms encircled and pulled him closer as they kissing him deeply.
Trace began to feel stirrings in him that he had long ago suppressed.
His life to date had not made it possible for him to stay in one place long
enough to form a real attachment to anything, let alone anyone except
maybe Diablo, especially not a woman. He pulled back from Tela and
saw her looking longingly back at him. He felt his pulse quicken and his
breath was a little short. He became a bit light headed and couldn’t decide
whether it was due to the exertion, or the passion that now coursed through
his veins. The one thing he knew for sure, he couldn’t allow himself to be
caught up with this beautiful girl. He’d long since accepted the fact that
he could never find a normal life of peace and someone to share it with. He
had learned to be content with his only true companions being Diablo, and
the .45 Caliber strapped to his hip. The only piece of heaven he believed
he would ever possess would be the sky above a 6 foot long by 6 foot deep
grave . . . if he was lucky.
Tela noted the change, the hopeless look on his face. She put her hands
about his head and cradled it to her breasts. It was not a prelude to love
making. She instinctively knew his need for love and a sense of belonging.
She knew he was a troubled man tormented by demons of his past that
haunted him. She had experienced similar torments. She also knew he was
a good man if just given a chance.
Trace allowed himself those few precious moments of forgetfulness and
solace. Seconds of freedom and contentment that rarely came his way. He
felt vulnerable for the first time in a long time, and the stirrings of love
tugged at his heart. It was both exhilarating and frightening, and he wanted
to revel in it forever, but that was only a fantasy. He couldn’t let himself get
caught up in a dream that could never be. With reluctant effort he pushed
his emotions back in the dark were they belonged. He couldn’t afford to let
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them surface because a moment’s pause may some day cost him his life, and
he must survive. That’s all he had, and he was determined to live as long
as possible. He just couldn’t figure out why. What sane man would want
to live the life he had? Maybe the absence of an answer to that question
is what drove him on. Maybe one day he would find the answer and then
he could die in peace.
Gently he extricated himself from her embrace and looked one more
time into her deep dark eyes. He thought only for second that just maybe
there was a chance he could find love, but the ugliness of what he was
and the live he’d led quickly shoved those hopes aside. Raising himself
shakily to his feet he reaches down and helps Tela up. “Thank you for saving
my life.” she said. “It’s no more than you have done for me. It’s for sure
I would be dead now if not for you.” “Do you smell something burning?”
she said sniffing the air and looking in the direction of their camp. “Oh no,
the rabbit.” Turning she scampers back to the camp and deftly plucks the
somewhat scorched pieces of meat from the flames. She looks up greeting
his arrival with a whimsical look of disappointment. “It is burned, but the
beans are okay.” she said with a childish pout.
Trace took one of the sticks from her and looked musingly at the
well-done meat which was slightly blackened on the outside and a little
pink on the inside. Normally he liked his meat well done, but in his present
hunger he was willing to forego his normal culinary preferences. Besides,
he knew he had eaten worse. Trace waited until he thought the meat was
sufficiently cooled, then brought it to his mouth and took a hearty bite. The
juices of the meat made it taste succulent and good as anything he’d ever
eaten. Tela saw the satisfaction on his face and her concerns were allayed. A
happy smile on her face, she reached into the saddlebags and pulled out the
two tin plates and dished up the beans and some more rabbit for him.
Trace watched her every move and for a period of time lapsed into a
daydream filled with hope, that quickened with happiness. He watched her
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move back toward the saddlebag and then his eyes fell on the instrument of
his unhappiness, The long barreled .45 Caliber Colt Revolver. It had been
his Satan and savior. It had spit lethal fire at his command, and the ghosts
of its victims tormented his soul and haunted his every waking hours with
macabre spectre’s of the lives he had taken. Again he stopped himself from
hoping. There was no bright suns or shining star of hope for Trace Jackson
alias Doc Shadow. No escape from this veil of doom that seemed to hang
over his path. He closed his eyes and a moan of hopelessness barely audible
escaped his lips. Hunger forgotten he lay back against his saddle and tried
to close his mind off to the mental anguish that again assailed him.
Tela had been watching and her heart broke a little as some how she
knew what he was going through. She longed to be able to help, but she
knew that only time, and maybe new surroundings would change that. She
hoped that where they were going he could find what he needed. She knew
she would be there to help.
The rest of the day and evening passed with peaceful tranquility. Even
the nights’ moon was full and clear and no clouds crossed its face. It was
as if it too had decided to share in this sanctuary the two below had found.
Only the lone voice of a coyote singing to the heavens broke the silence
of the night.
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CHAPTER 8
(My Brothers Keeper)
Mitch Colter’s face lied about his 35 years of life. It was rough hewn
and showed the lines of the hardships he’d put it through in the desperate
life of crime he’d chosen. His hard appearance was only exceeded by
the man’s vile and rancorous temperament. He was an evil man ruled by
venomous minions that might have even caused their maker to blink. He
was sitting in a saloon in Oklahoma territory when word came about the
death of his brother Aaron Colter. His anger was uncontrollable. He flew
into a murderous rage that nearly destroyed the shabby building he was in.
The other patrons sought refuge outside, or in any corner they could find.
It took several minutes for the sheriff and 6 well armed deputies to wrestle
him to the floor and subdue him. They carted him off to jail to let him sleep
off what they thought was just a mad drunken binge. The next day he paid
the $50 fine, and $150 in damages to the saloon and quietly left town.
Mitch headed for Stone Mesa where he met up with the rest of his
gang of 30 men that comprised the Colter Bunch. He arrived at camp still
agitated. Almost everyone there was familiar with his temper, and tried
to steer clear of him. Very little was said and they knew not to approach
him until he spoke to them. The buzz of the camp was suddenly broken by
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Mitch’s voice. “Everybody listen up. We’re headin’ for Colter Junction.” A
rumble echoed through the band of men seeming to go away and then come
back to the front of it. Finally one of the men spoke up. “What’s in Colter
Junction?” he inquired. “Business.” replied Colter with hard look at the
man. “What about the railroad job Friday? It’s all ready to go.” “It’ll keep,”
stated Mitch with a noticeable edge on his voice. “It won’t keep.” said the
man insistently. “It’s over $250,000 in gold. The biggest payday we ever
had. It’ll set some of us up for life. We can get out this business . . .”
Suddenly the air cracked with two sharp staccato blasts. The sound of
the two reports reverberated off the canyon walls. A wicked curl of smoke
drifted from the barrel of Mitch’s gun, and the talkative man stood frozen
for a moment with a look of shock and surprise on his face. A ragged hole
now showed where his teeth had been. Blood from the back of his head had
sprayed the fire crackling on the ground behind him, causing a sizzling
sound. Whatever held the man up gave way and his body fell heavily
backyards across the fire causing the embers to scattered in a flurry of
sparks to mark his passing. Fortunately he was already dead so the fire
that licked at his clothes and flesh caused him no more pain.
The crowd of men was stunned into silence. Death had come with
such swift deadliness that none had time to think let alone react to what
happened. They were used to seeing death, but there was usually a cause or
forewarning. Now they stood aghast at the sight of their fallen companion.
Not a sound was heard and all eyes focused on the blue black barrel of
Mitch Colter’s gun, ready to move for safety should it be trained on any
of them.
Colter looked about him slowly his eyes had become slits of fire but
he could see all that he needed. Once he was sure no one would challenge
him he straightened from the crouch he’d assume and lowered his gun.
“Anybody else have objections,” he said with a vicious tone. The crowd
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was still. Even the night’s breeze had arrested its movements as if it too
was afraid to brave the anger of Mitch Colter.
Colter surveyed his band of thieves and killers with keen eyes. All his
faculties were alert for the slightest move for which he would have a deadly
answer. Confidently he turned in a slow semi-circle aware that an attack
could come from any direction. However, he knew they were aware of his
tenacious ferocity, and the possibility that if the first bullet directed him
wasn’t fatal, he could kill the shooter. His eye caught a hand in the crowd
sliding toward a holster, but before he had to move, another hand stopped
the foolish individual. “Well. Anybody else have any problems with going
to Colter Junction? If so, see if you can state your case betterin’ Blaine
here,” motioning toward the dead man in the fire.
Suddenly to his right the crowd parted and two men stepped out into
the open. The first was in his early twenties. He had a slight build, coal
black hair that hung shoulder length. He had slanted cruel gray eyes and
a smile that was more of a sneer.
The other man was older, in his mid to late thirties with a gruff
appearance. His face wore the lines of many years and long campaigns. The
vitality had been sapped from his features, and his hair was peppered with
premature gray. He sported a scraggly beard and mustache, but the most
telling aspect of his face was the left eye. It was glass and sat motionless
next to the right eye that moved normally. He lost the eye in a fight with
Apaches a couple of years back. He had run across a traveling vendor in
some border town who was trying to make a living by plying his wares. One
of his items happened to be the glass eye that he claimed had belonged to
an army general. He was selling it for 30 cents but the one eyed man offered
him $2.00. When the man refused the offer the one-eyed man turned and
walked away replacing the black patch over the empty socket. Later that
evening when the man was packing his wagon to leave the small town he
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was attacked and killed. The $15.00 he had made was taken, as well as
the glass eye.
Colter saw the two men and he turned to face them. His gun hand
moved with snakelike celerity. He flicked his wrist and his gun twirled
backwards on his index finger then magically disappeared back to into its
home. The fire light glanced off the hammer and cylinder making it seems
as if were rocking back and forth in its lair just waiting to spring forth to
make another lethal strike. “You had no call to shoot my uncle,” hissed
the younger man. “Yea, my brother just asked about the job,” spoke the
older of the two men. Mitch Colter listened but kept his eye on Mason Teal,
the younger of the two men. He’d seen the boy in action and knew he was
quick on the draw and none of the other men in the gang could match his
speed. He might even be as fast as Mitch. Colter had known that one day
he would have face the challenge of this young pup. It seemed to be the
way of things in nature, and with man. Eventually the old would have to
give way to the push of the young. If not, then they are driven off or killed.
He wasn’t ready to give up leadership just yet, and he had never been good
at being pushed. This was as good a time as any to settle the matter, and
put the fear of the devil in the minds of any of the others who dared even
think of coming up against him.
He didn’t let his musing distract him from the two men in front of him,
that would be fatal. Two against one put the odds against him surviving the
encounter, but he was determined that if he fell, so would they. He also knew
he held this band together by their fear of him. His reputation for ferocity
and celerity with a six-gun gave him an infamy that he discouraged many
would be antagonists. They also believed he was aligned with Satan, and
had no fear of death. This was his edge because many of those who stood
before his guns had died simply because of a moment’s hesitation and their
fear of dying. Maybe in the final seconds of their lives they realized just how
final death was. If not, Mitch Colter answered the question with a bullet.
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Mitch kept his eyes on the eyes of both men. He knew Cliff Teal to be
a fair hand with an iron, but his strength was with knives and explosives.
Mitch knew he could out draw him in a one on one stand off, but now he
would have to chance that he could take him second. His first priority had
to be the kid. He couldn’t let him get off the first shot or there would be no
second shot to get Cliff. Cliff Teal was in mid sentence still talking about
his downed brother when Mitch’s hand snapped back whipping his gun
from the holster. It was a swift surprising move, smooth and practiced and
as if by magic his gun hand now held the deadly viper. It spit fire twice in
a split second as Mitch’s left hand fanned over the hammer quickly in eye
blurring succession, and then once more.
Mason Teal had reacted with uncanny cat quickness. The barrel of his
revolver had just cleared the top of his holster pointing toward Colter when
the first of the two bullets from Colter’s gun struck. It ripped through his
guts exploding his liver, then turn downward tearing through his spleen and
stomach stopping in his upper intestines. The second pellet was merciful.
It saved young Teal the agony and torment of hemorrhaging to death from
being gut shot. It’s a long slow process of dying making those afflicted
prefer the swift mercy of a quick demise. The second bullet struck him in
the heart killing him as he slumped back to the ground.
Cliff Teal was caught totally off guard by both men’s actions. He was still
talking when the duel started as he was working himself up to the draw. He
also had intended to widen the space between him and his nephew so that
Colter would have to deal with two directions, thus splitting his attention,
and giving the advantage to the Teals. It was when he took his first step to
the left that Colter had drawn and fired. His nephew was dead by the time
Cliff reached for his gun, and the third deadly missile from Colter’s pistol
was on its way toward him. It struck at the point of his chin shattering it,
avulsing the left jaw and exited through his left ear. His remaining eye
blinked once and then seemed to turn black inside as if someone had blown
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out a light. His head snapped backed around to the left and he was spun
violently to the ground not two feet from his nephew.
The cool night air stood still pregnant with tension. The crowd of men
seemed like lifeless statues as no one moved, or even dared breathed,
fearing that doing so might bring death to them. They may have thought
about the fact Mitch Colter had only one round left in his gun, but none of
them wanted to be the recipient of that last shot. Each was so engaged with
thoughts of their own survival that none of them thought about a group effort
that most certainly would have meant the end of Mitch Colter. Besides, the
Teals, particularly young Mason who had bullied many of them, had no
special place in any of their hearts. They were just part of the gang whose
sole motivation was to get rich and live to spend it. Now that they were
dead it meant that much more for the rest of them.
Mitch Colter stood quietly for a moment surveying the crowd looking
for the next attacker, but he saw none. He knew he only had one shot left
so he slowly flicked open the lock that closes over the cylinder chambers
holding the bullets. Methodically, and while keeping a malevolent stare on
the men, he began ejecting the spent shell casings from his gun. When the
five empty cartridges were on the ground he deliberately began to reload,
all the while his mind and muscles at a razor pitch that would have been
galvanized into instant action should any of the men have presented a
threat, but no one moved. They just watched as if hypnotized and under the
control of a master magician. When Colter finished re-loading he did his
trademark backward twirl of the gun and it alighted with barely a whisper
back in his holster. He scanned the crowd and the looks on their faces
told him there would be no more trouble, at least not now. Nonchalantly
he turned his back to the men and walked over to another nearby fire. He
picked up a cup and the coffee pot heating over the hot rocks and poured
himself. He took a long swallow of the black bitter brew and then looked
up at his men. “Break camp and saddle up, we leave in 10 minutes.” he
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said with unquestioned authority. “What about buryin’ em.” came a voice
from the crowd. “Coyote’s gotta eat too.” Mitch replied emotionless. There
were no further questions and minutes later the band road away from this
place where at the dawning of a new day death had reaped the lives of
three more hapless fools. Already a sentinel for the scavengers was circling
overhead waiting the departure of the live men. One of the men noted and
commented on how the circling vultures always seemed to know when death
has claimed another. He pulled his rifle and fired at one of birds. A couple
of feather kicked away from the buzzard and it plummeted to the ground.
“That’s one that won’t be pickin’ at their bones.” he said, and then road to
catch up with his fellows.
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CHAPTER 9
Beginning Again
“She comes! Tela comes!” shouted a young Apache child who spotted
Tela approaching atop Diablo. A small crowd begins to form and watch as
Tela and her charges drew near. She was on the bank that bordering the
shallow river that divided the land across from the village. The people came
from their teepees and gazed across the water with smiles and curious looks
on their faces. The smiles were for Tela and the looks were for the company
she brought with her. They watched as a black man got up from his mobile
bed and climbed unsteadily up behind Tela, and then they proceeded into
the water. They crossed the river and pulled to a halt in front of the teepee
of Tela’s mother White Dove. Tela was greeted with enthusiasm by all the
children, and most of the adults. She too was happy to be home.
The children walked around to the rear of the horse and starred in
amazement at the man sitting behind. There was no little curiosity about
him as they pointed and stared at his skin. They had never seen anyone
like him before. Some were afraid and stepped back, but one youth held his
ground and just continued to stare. Trace looked back at him and smiled.
This seemed to break the line of courage the child had drawn, and he fled
after the others behind the group of men and women that had formed.
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The crowd parted and a rotund old warrior stepped in front. “Why have
you brought this one to our village?” he demanded in their native tongue.
“He was wounded in fight saving me from two white men.” Tela replied in
English. “That means others will be looking for those men and will find
us.” stated the old man, again using his native tongue. “There will be no
trouble Twin Bear. The wolves and vultures have already eaten their flesh
and the sun and ants will do the rest. I wiped away all signs that we were
even there,” countered Tela. “And please speak the white tongue I have
taught you. You dishonor our guest by hiding your words from him.” “I care
not for your white man’s words’ they burn my tongue with the bitterness
of many lies. And you, the one who is unclean among us, who are you to
dare teach me,” spit back Twin Bear. “Your spirit remains with dark clouds
over it as long as two of the men who took you live.” “Then no more is
my spirit shadowed with darkness, or unclean, for the two men he killed
were the last of those who shamed me,” Tela said with a note of triumph
in her voice. “You lie.” replies Twin Bear with a sneer. White Dove had
been listening to the exchange between the two until now seeing no need
to intervene. Her daughter had always done well in her verbal sparring
with the pompous old coyote. But now this insult she could not let go
unaddressed. “You know my daughter is not one for false words. That is
a privilege’s that has become more and more a part of Twin Bears tongue.
You are an old fool who shames us in front of this stranger who has saved
my child’s life.” “Silence woman. You forget I am chief and you have no
place in this. I should have you beaten,” he said threateningly. “Who among
you has known my daughter to lie.” replied White Dove turning toward the
people that looked on. There was no response from the crowd at first, and
then another elderly male stepped forward and spoke. “It is true. Tela is
not one who splits her tongue. Her words have always been as straight as
the arrow,” he said corroborating White Dove. Twin Bear knew the word
of this elder was respected among his people, as well as in the council of
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