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IN THE BEGINNING:

Bonanza fans the world over know that Ben
reached th®onderosasol @& ¢hosen to begin his stamylittle previous to where it began on our
black and white TVs in glorious color in 1998cause this particularthology features his
eldestsodfs evolution, from the ti mehelefthomafore ho me
good. But those who favor the other Cartwrights have nothing to fear here, because my favorite
stories always feature the four of them, as a family.

Adam Cartwright was an enigmatic, often mysterious figure. AssaMs hi m i n A A R
for Lotta, 0 hheleadghaeder; beccoutd tove bskoot, reason, threatei, ride
Adam Cartwright was the quintessential cowbayle was the only one who narrated a complete
episode afewweeks lafeiT he Saga of Amdthé nean Wodplayed Hinecould be
just as mysterious. Pernell Roberts wasy socially conscious at the time, as now, and he
wanted to see Bonanza reflect the injustices in the world, both in that time periodizad
current worldof filming the series. Oneeason for his need to mown from the seriesould
stemfrom Kennedy's assassinatibmecause of Pernell's intelligence, ego and talent, Bonanza
became a confining world to him, in a world where life suddenly seemed so vulnerable.

Regardless of the reasoa left the series, he did leave and the series became about just
three Cartwrights, spoiling, some say, the chemidttgrel pay tribute to that chemistry asry
to expand the world of Bonanza irdainiverse that even Pernell might find acceptaBlat
whetheryou favorAdam or Hos®r Joe or Ben, you shouéhjoy this exploration of the
chemistryoftheCcar t wr i ght s as seen from the time Adam

than the one Ben had seen leave from home three years preAimmligis saga will end in a

! http://www.greenmanreview.com/film/film_vseern.htm| accessed 10/24/05.
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rightful placeéd with a final farewell to tht cowboy, Adam Cartwrighthe farewellhe never had
on the series.
A few words about some very personal short stories in this collection. The last story in
this anthology is actually tHest Cartwright story | ever wrotdack in 1992 when | started
trying my hand at Bonanza fiction. Story seven, Silver Cunseote entirely while visiting
Lake Tahoe and the Ponderosa Ranch Park for a week in 1993. Afftstoey | et 6s j ust s
| wrote thiswhen | was a kid, and it lm@mme so vivid in my mind | felt surewas an actual
episode. | learned when the Adam years finally came into syndication in my area in 1991 that it
was not, and so | had to write it dodwiit is, | now realize, thetery | wrote as a kid after seeing
and being devastated by AThe Crucible. o | co
and so | rewrote it, until over the years it became so very differantl so very real to me
You might also note thatskipped the year 1862. My second noystic Fire covers
the second half of this year, and | believe the Crucible would be set in late spring of this year, so
| felt comfortable avoiding that year altogether so as not to conflict with those events.
In this saga we will see Adam grow and change, as he did in the series, but through
stories never seen on TV explore here, as | did iRelling of the Songhe psychological
makeup of the family, aswell&ase e pi ng t r ue traditiomod evirothmeDtalr t or t 0 s
protection cultural justice, pacifism and the devotion of family to principles of honor and
integrity. While hese stories remain true to the series, | have taken the liberty adlsdweén
fiction, andhaveadded elements that | feel exiplaome of the aspects of each of these four
characters that we didnét see explored on TYV.

Enough said! Enjoy the four Cantights inThe Cartwright Saga.

My heartfelt thanks to Gwynne Logaor time spentediting
In an effort to improvehis reading exerience.
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Part One:

THE LONG ROAD TO TOMORROW

Adam, gone so |l ong, was daily in Ben Cartw
ages 9 and 15vere a handful without hisetle st 6 s a b i | octupiedral inkne.ep t hem
Hoss and Adam had beaoe ratural buddies as Hoss grewd therwhen Joe came along, his
playfulnessvon his brothers over easiywell, that and the fact that they all shared a common
sorrow; each of them lost their mother at a very early age.

As Ben readied the boys for their @y journey to Mormon Station, he continued his
prayer that today hedd get a | ett eleknewolllyet t er s
whatAdam said months a@othathe needed talecide whether to stay in Bostoncome back
home. Not comingpome Ben knew, would be an agonizing choice for his son who loved these
mountains everpit as much as the rest of thérand who missed his family every bit as much
as they missed him.

Hossdi dndt r eal | ybyhiepaexceptthat hechadgetarsbugle fdod in
him so he wouldndét complain on the |l ong journ
another natter.Benchallengel himselft o come wup with ways keep amuse
his horse at the slow pace behind the wagomandun off on any of the varied Indian trails
they sav along the way.Theyplanned to spend the nightBir i ms o e®ferafesq af g e
course The Mormons were good people whieew the worth of their small trading
establishment.

Benagonized ovethetime it took to get the lumber loaded for the tras usual
impatience to get on with thingjtitheyneeded enough to make the trip worthwhile. Lumber

was their equivalent of gold pieces, all he had to offer in exchange for ggeddonged for the
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day h e o dxtraghand to &elp in the house vitlle boys. Evesince Adam left, there was
never enough time in the day to get everything gdand often the food they ate seemed less
than adequate. They should all be used to his cooking by nowuanthey were growing fine,
but it seemed every day he got more impatient
As his ownpersonal ambitions grew, his land acquisitions beaa@agly more than he
could manage. He needed Adam home agditease, God, don't let him decide to stay in
Boson.Donot ever | et him want to become an Easte
Adam ran trembling fingers throughelthi s alr
since the last time he saw Hfgsnily. Gained eduation, but lost even more. Would they take
him back or think him a stranger now
Maybe not a stranger, bueltd6 d changed, t Roaliettemforavorsehe kne w.
Family meant a lot to him, more now than ever. He leaned lumikst a bale of hay that
cushionedhe wagon ride Hdfound after the boat deed. How much longer?ed coul dn ot

stand the wait.

*kk
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Mormon Station, Nevada

Ben Cartwright stepped out of the Mormon Stasapply posafter placing his order.
Hi's | umber br ou gditfewnenwsagivals to pay hishpecést mdreovquld
come, they reassured hintle felt grateful to have thiecond trading post, since Eagle Station
trading sometimes failed to meet their neefisstout man in higl0s, hair partially grayhe cut a
respectable figureven to those just passing througk area, butthat i d n 6 thesendoammon
traders gave him any more than they felt his goods were worth.

In late summer 01851, most everyone with a dollar inshjeans and a dream in his heart
passed through Utah Territory to the boognirew state of CalifornaBe n 6 s r oot s had g
solidand deepn the nearly ten years since moving to Nevauh soon his family would be
complete agaims soon as Adam camerhe. At leastas complete as any fearan family
could be.But Ben was well aware dfow quickly the seasons passadl soon the snows would

close allthe passes.f Adam di dndét make it home soon, hebod

2 Genoa became a trading post in 1851. Photo and information availéaktie: Atvww.nevadaweb.com/cnt/r
t/genoa.htmlaccessed 10/14/05.
% Eagle Station, which became Carson City, was also established in 1851.
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Eight years edier his third wife Marie died. Msing her had only begun to fade when
Adam suddenlygreed to go to school back eaBen had to force himself to get throuegch
day missing his eldest satong withthree wives. Eachwomanhad brought him not onlyson,
but unique charm and beautyhis life. Hed ou bt ed he & d ddhviesr Imafrer yh eabgda i
chosernwas too hard on a woman.

He refused to further consider the idea that Adam might not come home. It plagued his
nightmares, true, but when he thoughtabt hi s sondés | ove of the | an
disintegrated in the bright mountain sun.

Ben checked off the two bags of flour, thr
one, some of the lumber had too many knots) and the sugar (no coffeeé)iand sent the
boys to packing the wagon, using the ice and sawdust as they were instructtdod-es he
always didoutside the post studying the trails that spread out in three directionsytte fo
direction a wall of mountain going straigiph to heaven.Ben thought theight of those
unmoving heightshould make him feelcontenBut i nst ead he felt a rest
what like life lingeredin the wings, waiting to happerde knew life was what he made it, but
anitching said somethig bounded behind hinto catch him off guard, somethihge coul dndt
control. Like the day Marie came riding up to the house in breathless excitement and in the next
instant was deadTo this day he wondered what she had been so excited about. He tefused
believe whatemainedan empty hole in his gétthat she hurried to tell hishe was pregnt
Kept pouring sand into that hole because the loss felt so much greater. If that was even possible.

He h a d alétter fromaAdam in so longHe d i mbwwhen tkexpect him, or
evenif he was coming at all. Qvhich directio® from the exstby stage and themagon or

west following a long clipper ship voyagdf thelast letter Ben received Adasaid he would
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finish up in early sprin@nd then make hidecisiorto come homer not. That letter was six
months back!
Since sending hikoy off to collegeBen hadso little contache worriedat times that
Adam no longer existed, that he only imagined the life he and Elizabeth had begun together.
But educatiorfor Adam was the right thing, as had a fierce appetite for learninghe
restlessness he showed when he turned 18 dissipated wh&rsBeentioned sending him east
to study, even though hi s agedtagoatfiist st ubbornnes
ANo, Pa, vy ou &rangto mmeethis landsandahgpse twg-Honouth brothers
of minewithout me 0
While Benagreed Adam was indispensable hbakpmanaged even with half a heart to
convincehim of how much more thegould accomp8h on the ranch with his architecture
degre® if he managd to schooling and experience along thoselifieb ey 6d bui |l d a ne
house, maybe even a sawmilind Ben fad promised to get s@rhelp with the cookind) a
promi se he hadnoét been able to keep.
Benwondered with a rush in his veins he recognized as passionatelfeavafuld
recognize Adam straight offSurelyhis dark hair and eyes and his steady, sobering camten
would not have changeduch in only three yearsBut what if his sorseemed atranger to
him?Experience, education, the trauma of | ife a
Hoss and little Joeanout of the posagain this time, chores doneach with a small bag
of candy. Neither bore resemblance to their oldestheror to each othethough they were
half-brothers.Hoss, a very large 16, took after hiseklish mother Inger, and at tdoseph
looked like his delicate Southern mother almost exactly.
"Will we know him, Pa?"Little Joed question added swe drool to his chin as he sucked

on homespun taffy, but he wiped it away with the back of his hand, producing another infectious
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grin.

"Of course we will, ya little naffin,"” Hossgave Joe a shovéHe ain't been gone that
long."

"It's been a lag time, ain't it, Pa?'Little Joe shovedHossright back. "A long long time.
I dondt remember what he | ooks 1|1 ke, Pa! o

~

il know, Joe. But I think youol | Know him
A lone rider stopped in front of them, his horse biting itdbtiveen its teeth as its
nostrils flared, anxious to continoa the trail it had a hard start on alreadwell, Ben, as | live
and breatheWhat brings you to this sy excuse for a settleménit
"Roy! Roy Coffee! Good to see you!'Ben stroddo the rider and shook his hand
vigorously.iBut | think itds you whodos the stranger
"Wel |, 1tds true | do rhoaenYpu takingyourtime getdiggl e St a
suppliestodayDi dndét t hink you nldekreods as toafy i yRoguaosf ff otrh alt
stout, sturdy looking len a little older than Ben, hadgregarious smile under a graying
mustache.Nothing much passed his shrewd eyes, but themfgetehimself a bit of a spectacle,
staring off down the road as thdube had no futre, norpast.
"I guess | have been a bit of a fixture around here latly.tell me, is it true you put in
a bid for constable, now that there'sgnsof life springing up in this godforsaken territary?
"That's right, Ben.Y ou know the Mormons here are real sticklers for law and order.
Don't know if they'll accept me, being gentile, but I've been on posses, and covering for that no
good Tanner who rides around thinking he's the territory's God given gift to law and order and
helping out every which a way and running my own homestead at the samétich&ary
says itbés f'ine with her, too.

"Well, I'll tell you, they couldtt do better, having you hetut,” Ben slapped Roy's



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhardi0

saddle and leaned amiabl§And I'll rest e&ier with you in the title, RoyBut do you think this
is a growing part of the countryPmean,with everyone headed out to San Francisco like they
are? They could use you out there."

"You know, Ben, that's the last thing | wam.big city like that. | almost hope Utah
Territoryst ays this way, d o € sAnd you kmpw aswvellasinye thiati g g e r
trouble can travel anywhere, even here."

"Roy, you'll make a great lawmadam used to say that."

"Say, that's it, innit?You're expecting your boy to be coming hometamg. Been three
years already, has it?"

"Averylongthreeyearss can't tell you how hard it

even...." Ben let théhbught that shook his sleepless nighad off, unsaid.

"Oh, don't you worry none about Adarhie 6 s got a sound head on

"I'll tell you what worries me lt's not every day a son comes back to this kind of life
after being out east getting an educatiod€ paused.'l hope hewon't be disappointed living
this kind of life now."

"Oh, I wouldn't worry about that, BerSay, I'm gonna be moseying now, | gotta go over
to Salt Lake Cityto see about filing some papei@on't be such a stranger, now, you hear?"

"l hear, Roy. Nice to see you."

Roy waved to the boys and rode off.

Joe tugged on Ben's codPa, when's Adam gonna be here?"

Ben squatted down to look Joe in the ey#svish | could answer that, Little Joddard

“ Became Newda Territory in 1861 and a state in 186#tp://wwwz2.thingstodo.com/states/NV/history.htm

accessed 10/24/05. The land still belonged to Mexico when the Cartwrights moved to the area, | think back in 1839.
Others may have different timelines. AftaetMexican War ended in 1848, this became Utah Territory.

® Salt Lake City was founded on July 24, 1847, by a group of Mormon pioneers.
http://www.utah.com/cities/slc_history.htm, accessed 10/24/05

F
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as the thought might be to accepe may never see Adam agaiie may have hooked a ride

with some settlers coming outthiswayéndle ci ded to stay Wwhé6h gaemthb

words out that whoever he might catcharidewitbul d have suffered an 1In
shiphet o o k may h aV ééthe saddered expression on the usually lively Little
Joe's face, Ben pulled the boy close and hugged him kiravould be sure to hold on to these
two boys exra hard.n I 6 m s o rharshly,ltoygbuttwa hake to prepe ourselvesAdam
may have decided not to come back. o

"Naw, he woul dHos$ datalejattedly en the lyraurtde pulled a weed out
of its stalk and stuck it in his mouth, making him look like a little boy again instead of an overly
large 16.

Ben smiled slightly at HossoO6s | azier way o
gave up correcting him about it when he realized that what made his boys different was what he
most | oved about each of them. Al think youo

"Pa,canwe keep hoping he'll come back?" Joe said, his small face wrinkled in a frown
against his Pa's jacket.

"Yes, son, wewwre can."He ruffled Joe's haeind stood."But even hope doesn't last
forever.”" Each day they waited for Adam to retbrought them anothéay closer to never.

Hope only lives so long in a broken heart.

Joeran to sit next to HossHe pulled out a weed stalk and stuck it in his mouth, imitating
his big brother. Ben smiled sadly.Two sons.How strange a feelgto have only two sonsHe
squinted with renewed hope at another wagon coming down thedraiktie south, the main
route to this area from the Santa Fe Traibss got up and stood beside Ben as they watched
intently. Joe spotted a rabbit and daslé&dafter the hopping animal, unnoticed.

Ben walked a little bit down the trailHe could see the driver but no one sat next to him,
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although with the dust from the trail swirlin
Unwarranted, bier disappointment choked in his throat. Ben realized with a sinking desperation
thateven strong hope could fall into that growing crack in his heart.

Hoss slippedahandonshi Pa 6 s ®SMawh e atr heertetbéesr , Pa. 0

Al know, |wdddsbe satisied, bét o

The wagon driver shouted sharply to the horse and jerked the 8ansone jumped out
of the back of the wagon and ran off up into the woodéd File figure darte@nd disappeared
so quicklythat Benc o u | d n 0 tseers amything s dil.d

"Pa!" Hoss pullecon Ben's arm."Where's Little Joe?"

Ben wheeled around, but his youndeatl disappeared as wellGo check thdort!" He
reminded these boys over and over again not to wander off on thewlevamountain lions
bears and wolvesame down from the hills"Joe!"

Ben had no idea which way Joe went, but that fellow who jumped offagerwmay
have seen something. Henrinto the woods and up the hill in the direction the stranger headed,
cursing hs stupidity. How foolish tobe lax with theséoyswhere life was npredictable.Hed d
endured enougpain losing his wives he couldnot lose his songod He could only hope, day
by day, to get these two boys to their beds again until they were aldleaad smart enough to
handle the wild on their ownAnd now, worry about one son might have led to the loss of
another. Adam could live anywhere he chooses, as long as he lives well, Ben décidede ! 0
He quickened his step up the loose rocky ididsunconcerned about his own safetjoe!
Little Joe!" Not surprisingly, his hair had begun to whiten shortly after the boy began to walk.

"He's all right, Pa!"

BenstoppedT hat v oi ceéhe s wadddndrynesdinisahrodt at t he

AHelWhd?0 s é?0
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Adam, sporting a large grumder a shaggy beaahd wearing clothes Ben didn't
recognize, came slowly down through the pines with a giggly Little Joe on his shoulders.

"Pa!" Joe shouted!l found him! We were just lookingn the wrong place!"

Ben laughed heatrtily, holding back his urge to run for a long needed embiadet his
sons have their hellos firstloss ran like an overgrown buffalo calf to his brothers, and Adam
gave him a long overdue hellafter droppg Joe back to the grad carefully but awkwardly,
notused to his brother's growtiBen couldn't help but laugipatly in relief, partly knowinghat
was likely the last time Joe would ev&@ton Adam's shoulders.

"Well, son," Ben said as the ltédddd no, man, his sohad grown and so well, tdocame
up to him. "That was an unusual entrance."

"You know me, Pa, why do anything the easy waifter a pausdie put a hand out to
his Pa. Both blinked back tearsBeangrabbed his arrand pullechim into a warm embrace.

"Good to be home, Pa."

"l had nightmares not knowing how you were for thyears, if you were still alive-."

"You got my Il etters, Pa, pdamlookaed dpwmistfullyn e e d t
at the tall trees ainbing the foothills and back at the roughlgwn fort that served as a lodging
aswellassupplypost. | t 6s really di ff elLandafahousandchanceg t han
they call thisfar side of the Mississipjiackin Boston Wide, open, fre....wild. Life was easy
and settled in Boston, but people from the east kept leaving, coming out here andls#dasg
for the first time....a couple times | nearly told them to be smarst@ydwvhere life was
c i v i | HeZoeced.hie wistful expesion into ahugesmilgi But now t hat | 6m he
| didndt gi ve tosaythe same thing totmgselipt at i on

Ben sensed a pain in his sonds voice that

excitement and relief overwhelmed hirfi!m so glad you're home!Ben grabbed Adam again
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and hugged him!'I'd about convinced myself we'd never see you agate"wiped his eyes,
laughing. "Come on, we'll take you home and you can tell us all about this education of yours.
You can tell us &labout your entire three years, a day at a-timeo

"Hold on, Pa.Let me get my gear first."

The ride homéhe next morningvas slow and lazy, conversation dictated mostly by
Little Joe who rode his horse alongside the wagon on Adamargideuldn't be made to quiet
down. Though Adam seemed to enjoy thigention,Ben noticed him drifoff every now and
againinto a private corner of his mind.

Three yearbiadmade his son older in every respethough still slender in frame, his
dark eyes heldraunfamiliar painand his squared shouldgrsrtrayel the way he felt about
himsel® immeasirably wiser Something happened to him in Bostaut related to book
learning something thadlmostmade him decide not to come honiée dressed nre
meticulously and every dark hair on his head sat neatly in pBee found himself anxious to
have Hoss and Joe in bt the night so he and Adacould talk. Right now the only siries he
shared were funny onés make his brothers laugh.

Finally Adamt ur n e d 1l loet yBusrenglad youididn't decide to settle at that ranch
out by Mr. Sutter in California, right, PaRave you been out that way since this gold craze got
people stirred up?”

Ben studied his eyes a moment but whatever pdemfAmasked didn't come from the
memory of why they left the Sacramento ValléiNo, Adam,and | feel bad for John, | do, but
we're lucky to be here and not thetggttisafactl 6 m gt at e f wk éhadlzeeénaldeo h n
to stop it from happening evesarlier. Say, | picked up another 1@@res while you were gone,

sor® some up north and some dowearMormon Station.We've been traveling the Ponderosa
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now for the last two hours.

"Another hundred, PalAdamsmiled briefly. "What about the Paies?"

"Washoe this time, anduo negotiations were friendlyThey were getting ready to head
south for the winter| promisedthem, like we did thd?aiuteswe'd never force them off if they
wanted to come back for the summ@nd you know our sectionfd.ake Bigleris never off
limits to them.....| mean, Lake Tahoe."

fMAdam, you s houlTheywasmaedersttareanpeetee mattler, | thought Pa
was going to get scalpedDoe madea slicing motion with his hanand his lips smacked wetly.
"But | grabbed Pa's rifle and Hoss had his gur-arid

"Hush, boy." Ben scoldedis youngesbut Adam seemed not to hear.

Hoss and Joe peppered their ride home byakl&arning to cowpoke, and the
misadventures of Hoss teaching Joe to résdhmkept up with the corersationbut Ben sensed
apart of him stillmissing the part that absorbed the scenery and smiled in anticipation of the
adventure aheaden feared that a large parttom remained in Boston, and before too long

one part must wiout over the other.

That night Ben waited in front of the small log fire in his makeshift fireplace as Adam
tucked Hoss and Joetabed in the next roomHe thought about his dream to have a ranch
house large enough for his grimg sons Nowwould be a good time to move ahead on it.

Could be just the project to gadam interested in livingere again.This oneroom shack
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coul dno6t holmdnotahymord. our of t he
"So Pa's taught you both to shoot, has he?" Adam asked as the boys settled each on his
own side of the bed.
"Not Joe, boy, when Pa catches him with a gun he gets a licking but good!"
Adam noddednd tuckedhe blanket up arowhJoe's shouldersThat doesn't stop you,
does it, Joe?"
"Uh-uh, I'm grown up too!"
"How ol d were you, Hoss, 14, when you | ear
Hoss sat up, too old to be tuckétNaw, 13. Pa taught me right after you tefHe saidl
was bg enough to handle a gun.”
Adam laughed."You were too, if | remember rightyou're bigger than | am now."
"And fat too!" Little Joe giggled.
"Ah, cut it out.”
"Nothing wrong with a good appetite, brother, and you always hadBuieloe, point is,
you got to be a certain age up here,” Adam pointed to his head, "to be able to handle a gun.
Otherwise you'll like as not shoot your own foot ofir," he leanedback as Joe untucked, a
baby brother too old to be considered a badgamfelt the Sierra cold sink into his skin but
that didn't mean his brotherdtfee. " éShoot someone elseAnd that's never good, not if there's
another way.So you listen to Pa, ok?"
Joe's eyes widened at the fatherlyiad coming from a strangader brother."Ok."
"You keep being a kid as long as you can get away withAildm looked away but the
sigh escaped’Now | gottagotalktoPaDoe s né6t appear to belroom fo
think weol |l have t oHedtartedsfar thessittihgroogp. about t hat . "

"Hey, Adam?"Hoss's voice was pensive.
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"Yeah, Hoss?"Adam tensed.

"You ainét thinkindé a | eaving again, are vy
Adamkept his voice light" Na h . | 6 m h ¢ e pauwsedun,the dbora/ay,.his
mind miles away."Y e a h , | 6He hoamne . Ben studying him. APl ac
Sure thereds still room for me?o0

i N o p Ben laughed Wwen Adam cocked an eyebrow athimi Si t detwihs t al k
aboutbuilding us a bigger placeo
Adam lookel up attheceilingnd Bends eyes fthedentonthed, bot h
wooden ceiling Marie made with the iron skillet during one of their tempestuous arguiBent
missed those argumedtdut suddenly realizeddamin bed at night heard tlgumentsand
maybe everheir equally tempestuous lovexking.
Finally Adam sighedfi Mi ght be a g dHardto piauesdiving somdwherei g ht .
else though How about we justaddonPhi s coul d become the kitche
"There aren't may looking for thakind of work out this way yét but hopefully
someday we'll be eating edible food agaiBen shared a chuckle with his serho has
common memories déiled attempts at culinary feast8Y ou sound like you might have found
some buildng education backeasDi d you get to study ®8enchi tect u
opened the cabat that stood behind the table. He pulled out the brandy he saved for special
occasions, and twemall glasses.
"Well, not officially, Harvard didn't dér it. But | studied anything close | could get my
hands on and then | apprenticed for a ydis.a better way to learn, anywayAdam opened the
smaller casde'dtaken out of the bigger oraand pulled out a sketchbook.
"Don't sketch yet, sonSit down." Ben held a small glass of golden liquid out to him.

"Homecoming celebrationGo ahead, you're old enough.”
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Adam took the glassHe sniffed as the liquid swirled in the glass, made a slight face and
took a swallow.As Ben watched heealized his boy grew up without hiamd not for the first
time Ben felt his chest aché&dam hadhad liquor before, and not just oncifter a minute
Adam sat in the chair across from hifs he closed his eyes a brief wince of pain dgsdace.

"Tell me about it."

Adam looked at his father, eyes narrow&d/hat's to tell? Three years of intense study,
in a woltd so different from heke 0 He shook his heaals if some thougtexploded into a
million pieces inside him, like so much unfegdrgunpowderi Bt suspect | donodt
you aboufprogress.”

"Who was she?"

"How do you know there was a sheRtlamstood and finished his brandyYou haven't
changed.What makes you so all fired sure you're right all the tinté&'turned away.

"Adam, maybd haven't changed but you haaed it's not the schoolingrou've been
taken and twisted aroundt not a woman, then what”en could seéat even his breathing
causechim distresdut Ben knew bettahan to go to him Adam preferred working things out
himself. In that one respect he wouldn't have changed.

"She...she wouldn't come back with me, Padam sat down, clutching the empty glass.
"God help me, | love her more now than | thought possilite"gripped the glass so tightly Ben
could imagine the glass explodihige his thoughts@and ripping his hand apasith his heart "I
felt good with her...damn it, Pa, why did it have to be all wroBg®'s far away and | love her
more than ever."

"Go backfor her. Convince her to comeOr," Ben leaned back, physically forcing the
words out, "stay with her, if that's where your heart is."

Al belong here. "
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Ben wasn't about to arguWhy won't she come?"

"She didn't...." l¢ looked at his hats. "She doesn't love me."

Ben got up and went to Adanie put his hands on the boy's shoulders and let him weep
quietly. Out here, and even in Sacramento Valley years earlier, they were so isolated that Adam
never had a relationship with a girlfoee going to collegeEducation was more than just books,
as Adam discovered the hard way.

"Young girls don't always know their own minds."

Adam stiffened under his grip.

"What is i, sor? What more can you tell mé?

Adam walked to the émt door." I n e e d Hepaused and glanaed back over his
shoulderi Dondt wait wup."

Ben thought this new worry would lead to another sleepless night, but at least his son was
home. Whatever Adam needed help handling, he was back whefanhiy could help him.

Adam stopped at the hitching rail aleéned against the wobbly wood. He stared down
at the rocky granite sg@igasping for breathHe felt lower than disthis mouth gritty wittdeceit.

He should not be ashamed of the Ibreehad with ColleenBut the relationship thateithought
was open and honestas anything butHe had been fooled, and came to fully understand the
term Apride goeth before a fall .o

Colleen was not young. h8 was 10 years oldeShe knew her minddl right, and she
had loved hid she convinced hinof that But she had a choice to makedmadethe right one
for her. " Wo u |."dThedwiordsbeehoed in gisningtie cookhiswery soubnd
gave nothing in retugrcertainly not the paof him he remembered before he met had

seeing all that he used to baried inside hedeceitmade trying to get her back too painfide
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felt torn apart wben he got on that boat heading for the Gulfeiico but staying meant dying
both inside ad out.

Because she went back to the arms of a husband he never knew him shedad.
becauseeé

No, he could never tell Pa.

Because she was carrying a chifshe ripped his heart out by telling him this child was
not his, thathis child kelonged tcher husbandHer husband!lAdam st i I I coul dnodt
to utter the words aloudde was only the prize fool, nothing mothe breeding stock to give
her what .he coul dnot

No, s h ll hdanitrchtrpérttBut he knew it, just the same.

He coul dndt see clear and in his pain he se
things that only made both of them feel worgendthen he ran because there was nothing left.
She used himShe never loved hirat all. At least he didn't knowhe truth util his schooling
was done, at which time he told hergianned to stay withherShe di dndét expect t
didndot want to hear it.

Now he had to make himself understand thaesy as she was to love, he was going to
have to find a &y to hate herHe thought he did. But eveffter all that pain and alhat anger,
halfway back home hmissed her like a man going insane.

As much as he had anticipated the joy of seeing Adam at the breakfast talflgdf Ben
overwhelmed the next nmoing atthe sight ofall three of his sons at the table again. For a
momenthe saw théove of three wives surrourfdm and the feeling made him staggeiefly
before taking the seat they had ready for him at the t&#uam, his beard carefully remodeout

skin still red,made finishing touches dms sketchat the tablevhile Joe and Hoss, still clad in
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their sleeping garb, watched wholly fascinated.

Joe ran to Ben'Pa! Come see my new bedroorMine, all by myself! I helped him
make it!"

"Adam, you're done with the design already®in't you sleep, boy?"

"Oh sure, Pa, | got a littleSee what you think."

Benstood next to him, amazékat his eldest was really here, and gro\#en knew he
mightalways regret losing those #& years of his o rifé, dut when he looked at the desigyn
knew thatsending Adam to school had be&e right decision’Adam, it's a..." he fingered the
paper."It's a real monstrosity, isn't it."

Adam frowned."It's too big?"

"I'm not wire. | just didn't expect...six bedrooms on the top floor?"

"But this is what you've talked about for yeafsreal home. Two stories with a stone
fireplace and dining room large enough to serve an elegant meal for 10 friebdekhouse
over herea spare room here on the ground floor, and here on this wall, a rack for that rifle
colecti on youdve started

"Wher ebs © Hosspkkedhis hosendBwn to the paper as though finding the
kitchen meant finding food.

"Youlbre sittan@i ng in

Hoss jumped aside and looked downA hHaha.Very funny. 0

"No, seriously, this house is just the

"Sure, i f we got servants. o

Adam grinned.

APa! 0 Hoss tiuYmedgomsma cdhomak.ser vants to

righ

c

AWe already got servants, we got Barney. o
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sucked on it.

"We dondét neecdooskerovant s, Il kin

Adam laughed."I'm sure you can, Hos3Who's Barney?"

"Joseph, I've told you a dozen times, kgepr finger out of that sugar dish!"

Joe grinned sheepishly at his Pa's admonishment and Hoss laughed. Joe's bad habits were
hard ones for him to break.

"He's the cowhands' cook, older hiret. Geez, di d you?™ forget ever ¢

Adam tossed hipencil to the table and turnedttee front door.Ben thought Adam
mightbolt again, like last night. When Adam looked back, the light in his eyes was gone.

"Guess | did, HossYou just keep reminding me, all right?"

"Sure will!"

"l see yar haven't built a second story ovkekitchen,” Ben said, more to distract his
own thoughts thn hisson'si L i t t d et Jmfe , tBeregrabbedgtee dish@nd held it.

"Better ventilation. That's one room that'll get a lot of use, with fQartwright men to
feed.”

"Yeah, men!" Joe yelled.

"If you can get some help together to start cutting the timber that we'll need, I'll take off
for San Francisco to round up supplies like mortar and nails, some precut wood for the' stair

"San Francisco?"

"Maybe not so far, maybe | won't have to go any farther than Sacramento."

"Wait, Adam--."

"Don't you want to get started on it?"

"Yes, but theres-."

"No time like right now.I'll be ready to leave by the endlthe week."



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard23

"But you only just got here."

"What do we get to do, Adam?" Joe asked,

"Well, now, I've got just the perfecthdor you and Hoss.'Adam leanedver him. "The
two of you keep track of how many treea cuts and #n each of you plant another twoits
place.”

" Two f one, Aean?'Hoss asked.

"That's right." Adam straightened up'Every time | saw logging wagorm®ming into
town back east, I'd think about another bare acre of lanHeve."

"Even with the timber webdve been selling
growing." Ben stared at theketch, not sure he had all timsmind,andwonderedf Adam went
overboardon the new housier adifferentreason. "l1turn down any new sales for awhig@nce
we'll needthe lumber ourselves."

"Do you get many sales out h&fe

"Not really.” And they both laughed, but only briefly.

Adam rubbed his hands together with a slap that made Ben jikipight, boys, what
do you say we go see if my special eastern grits and honeyjam stew is finished cooking for Pa's
breakfast!"

Ben watched Adam herd the bdgsthe stove.Adam had more on his mind bonight
nevershare it. One thing Ben was sure oft Adam couldh't sharevhat was eating on him
worse pain would catch up to him somewhere down the road.

Adam got whatever supplies he could find in Sacramento for the mere sif@ndOU
when his cash ran low. u8er's influence still held stock in the Cartgitt name Adam thought

to ask his Pa about Sutymetime, maybe when his mind wasn't occupied elsewSengplies
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were scarce enough and costlye Wished he had bughta wagonload from the edsait at the

time wanted only fast and easy passage,vaay he could get itThe scarcity of specially

crafted building items like stairwells magdheyhad tohand craft these special pieces, but there

was no sense fretting over that now, except torégut how to go about iSigning an IOU
meanthewoud 6t need to make a tr i p\dambadé&nlyaegrai n f or
eight or so when they moved to California and not quite 12hwiney left againtoo bwsy with

the task of growingip to notice Pa'siendsor evenhow Pa came to malenough moay to

stake out his land among the Ponderosa pine.

He felt the gun by his sidelhat he even needed to pick up a gun agage the ship
docked athe Mexican harbodemonstrated the difference between East and Welkstm nearly
fought the urgéo get onebut outside El Paso a couple of drunken Mexicans tried to take the
trader's wagon. Forturey the trader had an extra gand Adam remembered how to use it.

"Providence, my by," Jake said to him after they ran the banditos 6fhat's what
delivered you to me, Providence. Where'd you learn to shoot like that?"

Adam knew enough about the disturbing history between these American states and the
Mexi can government to understand Mexican ange
only lightly injure and not kill. Still, the trader moved the wagon at a much quicker pace to the
border, before leaning back and expressing his admiration. Adam only shrugged and returned
some of his own to this American trader still willing to enter Mexicoardvaited for the
Mexican war to end before heading east, but rightly figured in his developing political savvy,
that the warodés end had something to do with t

for Sutter while in Sacramento, but figuredrthe Ie a better time down the road.
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Still, when he had that gun in hand, for a split second he felt sure he would gun both
those men down. Heantedit. Something good still existed in him, at least, for drawing to the
side at the last second.

"Protecton, son" Pa told him when he gave Adam his first gun. "Not to be strong or
brave or smart.'Pa taught him how to shoot wh he was 12 by his 14" yearAdamwas an
adept shot by any standards.

He had no use for a gun back east, though there were atheidid. Now even after
weeks of wear, Jakelgeapon still felwrong on him but he would have been more uneasy
without it on the lonely ride back with this wagonload of valuable suppiestection, that's all
Just protection.

For no expectedeason he thought of ColleeOh no, Adam, don't worryl love you
and that's what mattersThat night making love to her had felt so good, so ridite yers
caught up to him that nighdnd he was no longer a chil8ut the euphoria he felt beingth her
didn't last long enoughNot near long enough.

Shehad seemed so innocent, so carefsegjoung eventdner age.But after she told
him the truth he could see how blind to her lies he had béiérere were certain times of the
day they ould not or did not meetThere were certain parts of towmhereshe would not let
him takeher. And the way she dress@&de saw nownore as in disguise @m youthful
eccentricity. How could heéhavebeenso blinced?

He allowed himself the reastimat he had been yourmgnd she had been persisterHe
had been blinded by attentiveness in a city of strang¢es. di dndét want to use
connection with her anymore, but if he needed to remember what love fehidikeould think
of her. He hated himself for knowinige mightnever be able to let her go.

Every time his mind wandered the horses slowed the pade clicked at the again to
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get them movingalthough he knew in thesdls they could only go so fastde longed for
home more than he thoughossibleon this short trip.He belonged on the Ponderosa.

Adampulled out thegun and hefted it in his han€ool, not too heavy, fitting his hand
nicely. Dawn and dusk would be good times for a little shooting prac@etthe rust out of the
fingers. He h dilkeditliose few insecure moments against those Mexicans when he thought
they might win either in killing him or getting killed They were drunk!

Briefly he wished for another live target challenge him Ther was a real power here,
holding a gun.For protection.

But he replaced the gumith Colleen in his headHewondered ither husband was
happy with their new babyCouldhe believe her when she said the baby was her husband's
Should he?

She gotwhat she wantedAll he got was a bitter ahgritty taste in his mind.

Adam pulled the wagon umder a tree alongside the Truckee Riveor his route home
he took the lestraveled trajlwhich slowed his pace even more.the dag since he left
Sacramento he'd seen nary a soul, exioe few wagons heading wdsbking worn from
adventure.Those folks had given him barely a nod without a falter in their horse's step.

But there were a couple of folks ahead of him that seemed a littlenbdssigto be
moving on. Theynoved slow, pointed at scenérgeemed about to setibad axe a tree. He
hyahed his wagon on in their direction, in no secretive maandrwhen they heard him they
pulled up short. A Chinaman poked his head up from in batie wagon and then ducked
down again, so quickly Adamvo n d e r e deern ahyorte at@ld

Adam pulled his horse up behind their wagon and got down, discreetly feeling for his

gun. The few chancdg'd had to practice paid éffhewas still fasterian most.Some things
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earned are never |ost.

"Thank goodness, Sam, maybe he can helé pale and petite woman sighed, turning
back to Adam."We seem to be hopelessly lost."

"Not really, Margaret, just a little ofeirget.” The man saidsmiling, a little too robustly
fat for the time and place.

"Where you headed?Adam jumped down and walked to their wagon, his hand
discretely slipping to his gun.

"Well, we were headed for San Francisco but we got to liking the scenery aerend h
and thought we could find us some land but we don't know where to go to ask on it."

AYou f olb&veel adwsedo dtick to your original planSan Francisco.'He
leaned against #ir wagon breaking open the snap that held the gun irtister.

The young couple, startled, drew close to each otleettenman straightened his
shoulders."Now see here-."

"Anyone with a grain of sense can see this land is taBerget moving."

The man seemed about to expledtéh angerbut bit his lipwhen his wife put a hand on
his arm. "Look, mister, we dontwantafight but i f you dondt mind my
fencing anywhere arournd He put his hands up quickly when
butt. iBut | d o nhb tSoifwau'l just point Lis taya plot of land that isn't yours

"l don't think you understand meAdam pulled out his gun, liking the fe€lYou're not
welcome here."

"Now wait, there's no need of that!"

"Oh, Sam!"

Adam cocked thbammer, his finger steady on the triggé&dave | made myself clear,

Sam?"
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The man pulled away from his wife and picked up the rélRgah!" They didn't glance
back as they turned their wagon westward and rode alag.Chinaman, this time, pield up
his head and watched Adam curiously as the wagon rode off.
Adam fired his gun in the air, sending their mangy mule into a Hetclimbed back into
his wagon and gave the retreating couple a final Idtd.closed his eyes briefly and grimaced,
rubbedhis aching headand slappethe reins of his horse to head on home.
Ben stopped chopping notches in linmber Adam measurezhd wiped sweat mixed
with sawdust off hisfaceli Thi s i sndét wor ki ng,WeAdlalm, n ewee rn egeedt
house framed up before the firstsnowwv en as hard as youbve been p:
homeo
Adam leaned back from the saw and ran an already slegve across his foreheal. |
know. We need more thanehtwo men you found to help camd wé v e 0 nvo gowlpyst t
watchingthe herdl f we donmitl Igelduial ts,awt her ed s BytkRast no t
t her eds nWe haveardof oven authheads, and the new house will get done in good
time. Hoss has lost some of hisicms i nes s, whi Adam grisnedaandbéngbadke | p . 0
over the saw.
AYou know you never should have taken that
Once you sketched it out for me, you made me realize how much bigger we have to start
thinking. Pi cki ng up an acre here, an acre there, r
AY e a Mdam stopped sawingnd put a foot on the wodd lean forward and lower his
voice, as though someone close by could overhiégd?.a, maybe you coul d gi v
huh?o

NGive some backVhat in thundet-.0
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Adamheldupahandi Just | i¥%duwdv d og ate . mocaneevefnaaked t h an
proper use of Now that tribe ofUtes up north that arfeeling pretty put out right now-.0

Ben grunted. "Those Indiaryou ran into on the way backdam, you know as well as |
that all this beautiful land is going to be up for grabs with more whites coming west all the time.
Betteritendsupinourhdns t han t o s o eppreca®vhatthedanddffers Me 6 t
will never turn off any Indan tribe who needs to use the larglt there are settlers who want to
fence in every parcel, and every animal that the Indians want to hunt.”

"They don't understand, that is the truiWhen an Indian gives up the land, b&ams the
right to its resources

"That'sright,sonl ndi ans dondt under st an'dBertbbné concer
back over his loganxious to get a wall up.

ABut Pa, a thouwhmd ?acr es?

Ben looked up at the sky, a vivid blue, befarming back.n F or myortern s .
future d@en grinned. "And that of my grandchildren." Ben missed the sudden grimace on his
son's face as he heard horses off in the distance. He leaned back, waiting.

Two men looking about ready to drop off tindiorses and out of their ragged clothes
rode slowly toward the foundation and timber pile Adam and Ben struggled on. Hoss and Joe
had ridden back to the house for some food and more WwateBen briefly hoped they were alll
right. Strangers made himmeus, so far in the middle of nowhere. He felt Adam tense
alongside him and decided to play this one easy. Adam seemed to get upset easily since he go
backand he didn't need to see Jakgia out any more than necessary

AAfter noon Bengaledud tetheafiCareto step down and rest awhile?"

fWe'd appreciate it."
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Ben put a hand on Adam's arm to still him and they watels#éte two men, ehing from
a long trail, slowlydismounéd One, tall and lanky, had a nervaustch tohim. He looked
behind himevery few secondass thoughhinking they had been followed 'he other, a little
heftier, had a wid open grin as he approachibdt made Ben take a liking to him, even though
he generally did not judge anyone from a first meeting.

The friendly looking fellowalso talked the mosti We wer e sent here by
Mormon Station whaaid you mightbeineed of our services. 0

"And what services might those beBén asked.

He heldout his hand."I'm Burt Conroy, ad this here's Marv RobertsoBack east, our
folks not being able to afford us no better schooling;te

Marv leaned over and whispered to Buboubtful suspicion filledhisleanone 6 s f ac e
like he was whippedne too many timefor onetoo matry years.

"Marv is worried that telling you we're headed for California would make us look like
scoundrels of some sorBut | believe in being straight and forward with peopfau don't
mind, do you, Mr.?"

"Ben Cartwrightthis is my son, AdamThere's nothing to be ashamed of in heading that
way. A man's gotta make a living. As long as it's legal.”

"Oh, we know all about being legal, sirMarv gave Burta scared and anxious grin that
made him lod too like a scarecrow that attracted crows

"Anyhow," Burt continued."You was asking what we can dwVell, sir, we've done just
about everything growing ugMy father was a blacksmith and carpenter, and Marv here, well,
he's done a lot of trapping and fishing, and though he don't |beksimighty strongHe can lift
twice his weight without even breaking a sweat."”

Ben looked at Adam but Adam refused to gy kind of silent response. Bparsed



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard31

his lips in thoughtind looked up® Then consi der Hglookedgvehisves hired.
shoulder at Adamfi We ' r e ggtdhatsayvmitl [wuilt, Adam."
APa, wai tAdamwalkedta theen. Burt held out a halmdt Adam ignored the
gesture.i You canéte jsustangers | ike that. o
"Why not? You alreadyshowed me how mincwork we have ahead of.u®
AAnd | told you .Wevddyonmkbiowghavcant 6 rugss ht hem?
Ben pulled Adam asideut of voice range of the strangefd d am, what 6 s gott e
you? Has being out east made you suspicious ofyeve you meet?
Adamjerked away from Ben's grigilJ u s € & little more particularAsk them for
references 0
Burt ard Marv had moved in close to listei.Mr . , |l canfn assure you
Marv, holding the reins of two horses, interrupted Béxt/e got credentials, but we
di dndédt bring 6em!o
Burt held up a hand to quiet his friend.We wer e tol d that out her
and all, that any strong back and arms were welcdme.6 s 0 k alyh,e rbaiddsto er .
another homestead heeds o me wher e down the road. o
Al already said you were hired. o

We donot want to cause no trouble. o

St

Ben folded his arms across his chd@stMy  sneedls more time to get used to things,
that's all dle heard the saw slam against thg behind him and smiled solemnlf.Y o u  wi | |
report to me each morning for the dGogddday, assi ¢
gentl|l emen. O

Marv mounted butiBxucrus edinden,6tb ubtu.d.g.e..wher e sh

ASan EowamwciAsiam said with a grunt.
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A Ada Bendurned backfiffT youbve brwevegbtthe fod dowrooh this ,
sawmil.1 6 m sorry but my |l and holdings are a | ot
it. Which is why we need thsawmill finished Now, if you haveno where else to gpitch in
here and help build a place where yon bad tonight

Adam cleared histhroafil 6 m goi ng t o c h elegkabbedhiskkets s and
from off the log stack, mounted and raaféwithout another word.

AYou sur e t hi sdrdpmedowdr than a BidvinterdreezefiiadHdeeed s g oi ng
to give us trouble. 0

AOnly if you deserve iftl, ¢prBem sseaiod with a

Adam found Hossind Joe taking care of théorses about a mile from the house, and,
after giving Adam the food and water, he sent thetmeip the two cowhands move the cows.

Once Adam made sur e t heAndstaydd awanfortiwodaysght , he |

Maybe Pa woul,tutRatwould dodveat It pleased anywdye anger
i nsi de hi mEvehijodhadinoticed something wrong that Adam had to deteg/ spent
two nights out in the open under the stars on the shore of Lake aatidkeought back to that
first night home,ucking his brothers into bed

AAre you really glad to be home, Adam?0o0

He hadndt t olAdbedutfdl as this place was, et wanted to be back in
Col | e e n Afeertveoronygs sleepless nights he decided to ride back and tbl Ras
moving back eastHe'd win her back somehd@wand find out if that baby was his.

Adamrode up to the squat little log house shortly before ndtmme never looked so

quiet, so lonely.An unbidden image of his angeraking him teathe placeapart froze him in
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the saddle Perhaps he had already stayed too lddg.haln't meant to take anger along as a
part of him. Was it too late to find the person he used toe?r haps t hi s wasnodt

"Pa? Anyone home?Adamjumped dowroff the horse he didnthuch like He fully
expected, and hoped, that no one would answer.

Inside the house Burt and Marv froze, the strongbox locked between them.

"Who's that?"Marv whispered.

"Must be that son who run off, thatoneavh di dné6t | i ke us. "

"Holy cow, we gotta get out of here!"

"We gotta put this back!'Burt pulled the strongbox away from Marv and whirled
around, half knocking thehair over.

Adam paused outside the door when he heard the noise andquilled gun.He
gripped the door handle and steeled himself before throwing the door open.

Burt and Marv were at the dining table, frozen in the act of sharing a biscuit, staring at
the gun leveled at them.

"Hello." Burt said, trying to grin.

"What are you doing in hereP a ? ! 0

"Mr. Cartwright sent us here for supplies.é¥aw these biscuits on ttadblke--."

"He let you come inhera|l one ? 0

"That's...that'sight,” Marvc o u | take histeyes from the gufiWe're helping builca
sawmill, and he-."

"I know what he hiredyoutoddl hat doesndét mean you two bel

What supplies he send you to get?o0
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"Don't...you believe us, misterMarv's biscuit dropped from his hand.

"No, | Addro oodké the' hammerHe took a quick look outside and shut the
door." Why dondét you t eHelsteppdd eowardrthemm, ithe guh mesmacihgp me ? "

"All right, all right!" Burt paused."Mr. Cartwright's been so good to us, we thought
we'd come backere and put together a dinner for hind d&as boys.Why, back east-."

Adam squeezed the trigger and the bullet zinged through the arm of Burt's shirt, grazing
his skin.

"Hey, are you crazy?"

"I don't miss by mistakeThe next time tatch either of you in here without a Cartwright
you'll feel it."

"Come on, Burt."Marv grabbed Burt's arm and pulled him to the door.

Adam backed further into the room, using the gun to guide them to the Toey.were
startled as the doopened in front of them and Ben walked in, followed by Hoss and Joe.

"Marv, Burt, what are you....Adam, I'm glad you're homBEn stopped short when he
saw the gun.

"Pal" Joe yelled."Adam's gonna shoot somebody!"

"Hoss!" Ben barked ovehis shoutler. "Take Joe and get some firewood

"Sure, Pa."

"What's goingon, Adam?Ben pl aced a gentl e hand on his

Adam replaced the gun and crossed his arms over his ¢Reaight these two rifling
around in the housesave me a story about needing supplies.”

Ben looked over at thenil thought I told you two to knock off for lunch.”

"We did, Mr. Cartwright, but...but then we'

"We stopped over here to seavié could do anything for youl. told youmy ma taught
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me to make a pretty good stew."

"That's right, you did.Adam, relax. These boys have proven to be good workers in the
pastcoupledaysBut we sure are gl aldéwe ugwdblenistak t o he
over with you. le & lgave these fellowsrove they can make stewvhile we talk."

Adam shrugged off Ben's handl. have totend my horse."He walked out and slammed
the door behind him.

Ben paused before turningto Burtand Matvl ' m sorry, i tanger taking
than I thought! 61 | . . . Fa foday, wedbettbrikeap our meals sepatte.6 | | try t he
stew some other time.

With respectful nods Burt and Marv left the house.

sk

In the weeks that followed Adam kept everyone too busy to getmytéuather trouble.

He postponed hignvoiceddecision to leave for Boston until the house was built and their two

helpers were long gone. As the scope of the project took shape he reluctantly admitteddViarv a

Burt were handy to have around, but thand@t mak e hi m. Adanupsishedthéne m mor
hard, too, overseeing everything from the quality of the wood to the placement of every stake

hole and every nail, and as he lost track of the time, his suspicions against them dissipated.

Adam even began tall Burt and Marv by their names, only occasionally frowning at some

distant thought.Ben tried asking him once where he haéibfor the two daylsut Adam

answered vaguely, leaving the impression the time would come later foAtadkthen the

snowsbegan to fall, and all of them became too impassionately busy to give anything else much
further thought.

Adam pushed harder on the house than the sawmill but both were going up, estout

a daytaken off for rest. Adam finally acknowledged that &v and Burt could do more than
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even he expected of them, and he left them alone for days on end working on the sawmill.

Ben protected his knowledge for as long a time, since checking on the strovgiox.
the framing of the house almost completaeeldecided to share the truth with Adam.

"Hoss fell out of the treeee!" Joe shouted, giggling.

Ben smiled from his chair beside the fireplaéelam had developed quite a habit, since
he didn't see his brothers much during the day, to bertbevho teked them in at nightBut
even Little Joe refused to call it Atucking. o
brother to brother.

"Huh!" Hoss snortedb Little Joe's giggles” |  was jdownfastget t i no

"You shouldaseen, Adam, we were trying to get a big pinecone down, you know, for
planting, and | threw my stick at it, the one | whittled, only my stick got caught too, and then
Hoss, he said he could get it only he couldAind then | stood on him only I still codh't--."

"Y eah, you wanna see a wiggly worm, Adam, try standingdnmgour shoulders.
Sheez."

"So | starts to climb up the tree, Adam, only Hoss jerks me down and then he goes up,
ok? I didn't ask him to, honest, he thought of it himself, and tleegot my stick and then he
fell!™

"Jumped!"

Adam patted Hoss's shouldeDid you get hurt?"

"Naw, shucks, I just-."

"He just rolled and rolled.'Joe laughed:You shoulda seen him."

"l sorta cut my hands a little."

Adam took Hoss's big hands in hi$hey were cut and scratched but nothing deep.



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhardd7

"You wash 'em?"

"Sure!"

Ben lookedup as Adam came out of theomhe'd bensharing withthem "Hoss get
into trouble again?"

"You think he'd know better #n to listen to Joe."

"Joe's got a charm about hirhike his ma had."Ben smiled and went on writing.

"Who's that to?"Adam nodded at the paper.

"Lawyer friend in Sacramentalust some odds and endsié put the paper downYou
werent wrong about Mrv and Burt."

Adam poured himself a brandy and offered Ben one but Ben shook his"kad did
you find out?"

"The strongbox.| could tell it had been moved."

"You checked that same ddyh? Why take so long to tell mé?

"To give you a chance to simmer dowAnd to keep an eye on the fellows myselhey
seem genuinely sorry, Adanind scared of youl don't think they'll try anything again.
They're basically good but young and away from home for the first fithey'll learn.”

"Learn what?"He swallowed the liquor hard and fast.

"That even without the law there are still rules to follow."

Adam nodded. "Rules made by the people who own the land.”

"Right."

Adam put his glass down and sa the floor getting close to the fire to let it singe his
thoughts.

"What's bothering you, sonBen waited but Adam didn't answefThe girl?"

"Pa, | think about her...His voice trembled” Once t he framing

S

doi
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back. o
"Back?" Ben went to the cabinet for his pipe, anything to keep his mind off what he
fearedmost. "Foravisit? Th at 6 s 0 @arnd theremametsuppliaslyqauld get--.0

"Not for a visit, Pa.To fight for her." Adam held a hand to the flaraad picked up the

poker.
Al see. O
Al f | st ay,He po&ddthe fgepgetting arew flae to catch hold.
AWell , 0 Ben st a'lcdtsaytmghadfer yaurdécision. lpknop & .

wasn't easy for you to make, and ¢ a n 6 t Justrem@mber,dAdam,” haysed until Adam

looked at himand was startled by the sadness in his facéis'Will always be your homeAnd

when youodre ready for it, one Thatwll nederachénget he Po
You might deci de. . . . loakeddawn at lys pipenableliosbeli@veihr er e . . .
own words.

APa, | Wishall goul . andquicklywalkedodtside. st oo d

He coul dndot ever tell &da danbbotu abattdesingbi agohyt.

again, he thought oktaying with this torrup anguish that plagued hma s n6t r i ght ei t
A few days later, as every Friday, Ben went to Mormon Station for supplieen

midday came, haind heavy for early winten the valley, Adam looked up to wherée and

Hossworkedon theflooring of the second level of theuse. Time to take a break, he figured,

and yet he didn't stop his pounding. Since he told Pa his decisionpthisrbrseemedistant

too quiet, een with each otherAdam glanced up the stairs, wondering if he should check on

them. He didn't think Pa would have said anything, but somehow, his brothers knew something

was wrong.
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Outside the pounding came to a halthen the hammering didn't resuidam put
down his pencil.Marv might need more nails.

Marv poked his head in the dodiMr. Cartwright? Sir? Could | see you outside for a
minute?"

Adam glanced at the stair8All right."

Still holding his hammer, Marv led Adam awawpiin the house before he turned and
pointed at the area lweorkedon. "See, | don't think I'm getting the window frame straight, but it
could be my eyes, they act up sometimes."

Adam studied the window!Everything looks straight!'ll get a leveles--."

Marv grabbed his arm’You know, me and Burt really appreciate how you give us
another chanceAfter catching us in the house."

Adam rubbed the back of his neckfou can thank Pa, not meHMe looked down at
Marv's hand on his arm'l got work to do."

"l just...want you to understand that we're not accustomed to walking in people's houses

like wedoneWe t hought hedd | i ke t o hkaowsoubeeme al

cCool

trying to cut wus a bruesak ,usbutt hlatcasn whel Il é6ymo u e

"Look, I told Pa I'd give you another chance but I'm not playing any gawesoth
know you were after our strongbox that day."

Marv took a step backwardOh, yeah?"

ANow excuse emne,backhav.e & o ¢

Adam turned.Behind him Marv brought gnhammer upAdamfelt his knees collapse
and he fell forwardn the dirt His world blackened in waves but he foragmhsciousnes®
remainas he lay still, playing dead.

Burt came arounthe corner to see Marv standing over Adam.
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=]

Hey Ma¥f-0, what

=]

Go getngthloex satnrdo | etods get out of here

Burt ran back inside thieouse. Marv stared at Adam on the ground before backing away
and dropping the hammer.

"Hurry up" Marv yelled.

Burt came running out with the strongbdid you get him good?"

"He's out. Maybe | killed him."

ASo iwowadid Come oNn-," | et ds

"What did you do to my brother?"

Adam had to force himself to remain still,cdlner minute yet, just another...if they hurt
Joe...

Joe ran headlong into the two men, kicking and punchiiYgu hurt my brother, you
hurt my brother!"

Burt grabbed Joe and pinnkd small arms against his bodylarv took the strong box
andwent for he horsesBurt shook Joe with no more carethan adirtyigr ou want t o be
next, huh?!20

"Burt, ignore him, he's just a kidlCome on!"

Burt slapped Little Joe acse the face, sending hibpackwardnto the dirt. As soon as he
turned Adam grabbed Burtlsg, tripping him. Adam lunged and landexh Burt's chestHe
leanedboth hands on Burt's shoulders to pim to the ground.

"l ought to beat you senseleskell Marv to put the strongbox back and get the hell away
fromhere or youdre not going to |ive very | ong. "

Marv shoved one of Pa's guns into Adam's face.

"Get off him. Easy. Now."
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Adam blinked hardi Been pl anni ng Hisheadurtaoiwadihéoeld huh? 0
bardy think straight. He sat baclslow with the gun in his face.
Burt stood and dusted off.
Joe sprang up off the@und and ran back into ti®use.
AHey, kid!o Burt turned to follow him.
"Don't worry about the kid, mount up and let's get out of hekédtv yelled.
Adam dragged himself to his fedi. Wh at now?0
Burt took the gunfromMarvammdoc k ed t he ,mlismnglsisa hmmeer Ada mo s
head.
"You're gonna let us ride out of here, no more troulleyour blood's gonna be oozing
all over thisprecious land of yours."
"That gun will blowupinyourhandl t doesndét work proper, it6¢
"Hah! Like hel. BACK OFF! o
Burt held the gun steady on Adam as he mountedre.front door of the new house
slammed open.
"Hold it right there!"
Hoss stood aiming a rifle at the two men now mounted.
"Hoss, no!" Adam shoutedAs Burt took aim at Hos®\dam leaped.He grabbed hold of
Burtés shirt just as Burt fired, sending the
Burt drew back his leg as Adam struggled to pull him off the horse and kicked out,
catching Adam in the shoulder.
"Adam, get back!"Hoss thundered, more man than béylam staggered backwh
from the kickas Hoss fired the rifleThe bullet went clean o Burt's gut.

Burt uttered a simple 'ugh' and fell backward off the horse.
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Adam grabbed Marv and pulled him to the groundwh er e Mar v di dnodot se
moving Joe ran up to Adam and threw his arms around him, and Hoss, trembling adkh sh
stood next to them, the rifle at half mast.

Marv scrambled on the ground to ButBurt, buddy, come on, let's get out of here."

"Don't bother with him."Adam said."He's dead."

"Dead! Dead? You killed him?"

"He had it coming.Now you carrun out of herebutthelaw will have youmame, so the
second time you wondédt be so lucky. o

ASure you want t Hosdtightened hisngripgoo the rifed a m? 0

AHe coul ddéve kill élé¢ whé dwidbt h 0t he hammer .

Marv looked up at the three bhatrs standing in front of hiénthe oldest, who couldn't
be fooled, the oversized boy with the deadly rifle, the young one with the very old and mean
faced ran for his horse and rode off into oblivion.

"You okay, Adam?" Hoss shias Adam leaned against him.

Adamtried to fight the dizziness by pushing on the lump on the back of his haast.a
headacheWe gotta bury him."

"You go on in the houseJoe and me can handle it."

Adam looked at his brother§Yes, I'm sure you canYou two did good todayReal
good. That's a lot of growing up in just three years."

Hoss nudged Joe. "We was gonna say the same about you, older brother.”

Joe staredat the dead man.

Hoss and Adam exchanged glances.

"Joe,help me inside, will yaa'm not sure | can make it without your help."
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Hoss followed Joeand Adamut hesi tant, | ike he wasndot w
shoulder.

AHoss, you coming? Y ou gometimes dding thaght me e x p |
thing could feel awful bad.

Hoss nodded. AYeah, | reckonél could 1ist

Joe fetched Adam a cold wet cloth for his head.

"See, |littl e br ot hemoneyiwthatstrongboxdoneyjsust fi ght
replaceable. But the more things people get away witie more things theytiy to get away
with. They have to be stopped in the beginning or you may not be able to stop thernAadatl.
they had gotten that strongbox, they would havethamhselves athe deeds tthe Ponderosa.
They find ongudge who could be boughhd Pa could have lost it all.”

“"Not al IHpss pllddaloe.closeinabearhigYou know wHehas Pa s a
all he needs, because of us."

Adam smiled."As long as ve stick together, he won'atie to worry about that

"Right!" Joe shouted.

AAdam, 06 Hoss put & Arend own ghoinsnas theul.derl. me
but are you....from when you came home, will you be all Zigbihoot, | know what 6 m tor yi n o
say but--. 0

Adam put a cold handidonkHowsWwbabi gosd@weat ga
When | came back, I  didd r 6 tw ol rkil koaw thetla$,a farity,sme a |
if one of wus doa&lsin 0lt oHeeut wsurims aoura bath,his kvess,
surprised to discovédosstrembling.i 1  pr omi s e y oThatisidyodthinkgou k on it

can stand having me back here to stay?o
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AYou know Hdssgrinmedad Joedaugha | t 6 s al |l wetbhee been
a whole family again.o
The nextday, after Burt's buriglthe weatheturned seriously winter, giving them six
inches of snow in an houBen knew the boys were too fidgety to work because their minds
needed somclkaring out after the shootinggen had been gone for days because of all the
stocking up they needed before the passes were closed in the mountains for thandritery
all figured thatods why. VBherrhe hearchtde whtdtarwhetold de t he
the boys thathey'd have to tell Roy evehihg and he might want to see that bodut Ben was
proud of them for protecting each other so well.
Since he house was almost framedBen told them they hado need for any further
hands bades the eight of theirdut first,they deserved break They rode through the pines in
back of the house on the trail that led to the top of a cliff overlooking Lake Tdisdelast
chance before a foot of snow stopped all travel
There the fouof them watchethe sun cast rays of yellow and galcross the sparkling
blue water othevibrantly glimmeringLakeTahoetowered by the pillars ajreatgreen
Ponderosa pine.
"This is what life is all about, 1t it, Pa?"Hoss asked
"This is what our life is all about.”
"And even the lake is ours, Pa3te talked as though his breath had been caught up in
the wind
"No, son, not the lakeThe lake can never be owned by anyone.”
Adam remembered what two people said notltmg ago.n We wer e headed f o

Francisco but we liked the scenery here mu &ldénhad allowed his anger at Colleervemt
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against innocent peopléde pulled himself up straight as the other three looked at him.

"Pa, what you said beforé2eople that see the beauty in this land should be allowed to
hold on to it. Can you...do you think you and the boys can work for a little while without me?"

"l expect so, sonWhy?"

"There's something | have to do over in San Franci¥¢ben! get back I'll explain
everything."

Adam rode back down the trail to the houst didn't know if he'd ever find Sam and
Margaret. But he wanted to tryBecause in the trying he would learn to forget Colleen.
Preserving the Ponderosa mattamexst now He was a Cartwright, and he was finally home,
where he belonged.

sk

Adam stayed on the main trail to San Franclsebwonderedhalfway to Sacramento if
this wasn't a fool's errand after.alAnother storm system built up over him and he mmgltget
home at all. That, he realized, would be the worst of all worldisthe edge of another small
pond he pulled upral let his horse drink, artippedhis handor some cool refreshmenfime
to go home to stay.

His horse whinnied and he lookad. Someoneavatched him, buinot threatening. Still,
Adam's hand went to his gun. He stood.

There was a Chinaman, leaning against a rock. He'd been beaten by the looks of it,
tossed aside by someone with no more brains than God gave a turkey.

Adamtook off his bandana and wet it in the cool water. He reached out to the Chinaman,
talking low and easy. The Chinaman turned away at first but allowed Adam to wipe the blood

off his face.
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"Can you speak English?" Adam asked softly, hesitant. He didnttthe man to think
he meant any kind of threat. He knew how poorly they were treated, not only in California, but
anywhere. They were devoted to their htand, but that didn't make them any less human. If
anything, this devotion made them more hama

"Youéangry man. "

Adam laughed. "You've seen me before?"

"Chase others off land?"

"l guess that would be me. Do you know

"Where they go | not care. | die here, be happy. Fail in new country, no moreéagood
be."

Adam felt the tearselling not only for this man but for himself. He chased them back
down. "That's nonsense. Come on. I'll take you home with me."

As he helped the Chinaman to his feet, he thought, one last time, about Colleen. About
how dhe and her husband were happy with their childb#i®y they'd wanted for so long.

"I'm Adam Cartwright,” he said as he helped the Chinaman onto the back of his horse.

"I have velly long name in China, but you just call me Hop Sing."

Adam mounted thedrse, careful not to knock the frail man out of the saddle. "I like it.
If you don't mind, I'd likeo offer you the hospitality of our ranch. The Ponderosa. For as long
as you want it.o

"l don't know home. But if you show me, maybe | believe thahéwere, | find some
peace."

"Peace? Hop Sing, you're about to meet the Cartwrights. Hyah."

*k%k

w h
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Adam learned, in the weeks to come, whycbeld forget Colleeandbelieve that her
child was heh u s b acimld] after all. Because there was siillrauch to do out here, in the
West, and he wanted to be part of it.

And his family counted on him to keep his sanity intact in the process.

Hit#

Ben and the boys workexh the additions to the small cabin all winter, and found the
winter months passing aukly as the room they ade for themselves grew in six¢op Sing
experimented with some indoor gardeniwgile the house, at least on the inside, became
finished work of art On better days Ben would let Adam take one of the boys hunting.

Every oncen a while Bercaught Adam looking wistfully out the window toward the
east. But unless he said something more,déend n ofor trdullleo Rdam always had an
introspective wayf living, ever since learning how his mother didgen knew that somewhere
down that long road to tomorrow one of the haysall of them, would itcho leave. Hesould
only hopeto put that day i, a day at a time, angope that each of them coutthke a

permanent and satisfied home right here on the Posaer

In the nat three yearshe Cartwrights found that peopteved through in greater

numbers, it seemed every ddyat some attempted to settle on their land, and that the Indians
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were geting upsetby the whites taking all the game and often wasting much @riseveral

occasions Ben had to run out and round up the

home because of the ahmger Hedad |l wisbutr@eesve d eon ot
blamed them.Still, he would take no chances on setting lboys in the middle of a cultural war.

That kind of protection in the West could only last so long.
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Part Two:

RIVER OF BLOOD

Hop Sing gave the second helping of scrambled eggs an extra pinch of geghper
scrapedhem onto the platter. These would ge®r. Hoss just fine. He carefully juggled the
eggs and coffemto the dining room where the bofesd their early morning hunger, his neat
Asian braid bouncing in time to his step.
"What time did Pa leave?" Adam pushed egg into a pile on his platedp spmn his
fork.
"He gone two hours aleady." Hop Sing poured stremgelling coffee into Adam's cup.
"You boys sleep late again."
"Oh, Hop Sing, don't get yer britches in a bind, you sound like somebody's mama." Hoss
grabbed the plate of eggs beforeligthers could moveHoss, at 19, was big and kept
growing.
"Someone got to mother three not responsible boys. Your Pa, he want new bunkhouse
finish before he come home."
"When's that?" Adam sat back and picked up his coffee cgpnfberexpressioron the
el dest 6s dar k f e a tmaskeehsw he telf abaitnwvorkThis reoxnmg, e s s i v e,
however, the snap in his eyes indicateat he found the prospect of being out in the pleasant
spring air less than unpleasaiith e f i r st b un lafew yeareback had seénted dou i | t
sturdy until a brisk wind knocked in a wall, nearly killing their timber forebnamo then quit.
"Probably right before you fing" Joe said, laughing. Arightand attractive 1-year

old, Joe appeared especially cHilkkk whenteasing his brothersyhich was every chance ket.
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"You hush wup, lygumnwg 'yvwru, adtoldo,Whgslsaid,e a vy
chewing his biscuit with his words.

"Your Pa, he be home beforewyknow!" Hop Sing warned. "du chew mouf shut!'He
poked Hoss on the shoulder before disappearing into the kitchen.

Hoss | ooked chastised until he noticed
that biscuit?"

"No, Hoss, you go ahead." Adam watched Joe pusledy around. élhadn't developed
a taste for the soft way Hop Sing cooked them. The cook they had before the Chmaman
cattlemaractually,believed in making sure everything was not only dead but already gone to
heaven before he served it. "So Joe, think you can help out today inSbesangoa pest?” Adam
felt more like a second Pa to Joe than a brother, which tended to make their relationship a bit
strained. At times he thought Jsleouldact more grown up dt3. He and Hoss had both
matured into ranch work quite youngut he suppeed the three haibe spoiled.

"l can @ just about anything you caAdam. You wanna bet?"

"l know you think so, Joe, but we got some heavy beams to lay éodaam thought of
theonepace Pa woul dndét mind hinmeupgddrtimegay theyl f t
could make some real progress, for onidi¢ you'd rather visit the Hendersons"

"Heck, | cando that angime. I'd rather help you fellas. You know how Hoss needs help
from someone quick on his feet."

"You know, Adam," Hossstill chewing, got to his fet. "I think Little Brotheris trying to
tellme s o m&up,hthimk&e wants to show ntfew quick on his feet he is.”

Hoss lunged for Joe but Joe sprang out of his chair, knocking it to the floor. Hoss fell
over the chair and landea ¢he floor.

Adam laughed. "Guess he showed you, Hoss."

i ft

hey
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Hop Sing came out of the kitchen in a fret over the noise, saw Joe dancing around the
fallen Hoss, shook his head, ad@eféw choice Chinese expressian® mi ngl e wi t h J o«
laughterand went back ito the kitchen.

"All right, little brother, since you've plum riled me, I'm gonna really try now." Hoss
leaped to his feet bube ran into the study and flewross the desk. As Hoss came around the
desk Joe threw Hoss's ther's picture at him and jumpesger the deslkgain.

Hoss juggled the picture and put it back down. "Confound it, Litié¢ Now you done
it!" He ran around the degiut Joegrabbedhe sword from the fireplace and held it out, laughing
as Hoss backed up.

"Come on, Hoss, come on. Whatu scared of?"

Adam got to his feet and cleared his throat. "All right, Joe, none of that in the house. You
know what Pa says."

"Yeah, but Pa's not here."

Adam wrestled the sword aw&ym the boyand put it back. "Nowif we're all done
eating | suggeswe put our high spirits to good use on that bunkhouse."

Little Joe grinned at HosHoss couldn't help but grin back.

Adam reached down for another beam fiosprecarious perabn top of the partially
finished roofof the bunkhouseé'Come on, Hosdift it a little higher."

"Here, I'll help!" Joe leaped up and gave the beam in slloasds a shove and the beam
knockedAdam over backward as he tried to get a hold on it. "Oh, sorry, Adam."

Adam hung on to the beam and scooted sideways to get b&k kimees. "Yeah, just be
more careful next time." With a grunt he pulled the beam into place. "All right, Hoss, put Joe on

your shoulders with that bucket of nails."”
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"Right. Got the bucket? Up you go, young 'un."” With the ease of an ox pulling an empty
cat, Hoss hefted Joe and the bucket of nails up on his shoulders. "Try not to squirm so much."

"But Hoss-!"

"Hush up, Joe and pay attention to Adam. When he asks for-a.hail

"Hoss, there's-a."

"Joe, confound it, for the last time... Yeoooowwwww!"d4gerked his arm down. Joe
wobbled forano me nt o n H o andthen hesahdahe budketrofsnails went flying.

Joe landed harah the dirt with nails flying around him, and rolléeéfore laying stll

"Hoss, whatod you dnghtp Joe for? See i f he'

"Joe, Joe!" Hoss bent down and shook Joe's shoulder. "Dadburnit, if you're hurt I'll never
forgive myself, not ever, ever..." Gently he rolled Joe over on his back.

Joe's eyes were shut but his face held back a busting laugh.

"Confound it, Joe!"

"Is he all right?" Adam yelled dowand sat back with a relieved frown as Little Joe's
laugh finally busted out loud.

"Yeah, but he's lucky | don't tarnish his behind for worrying me like that."

"Well, what'd you drop him for?"

"Oh, | got stung by somethina bee, maybe."

"A bee?" Adam looked around as though expecting to see the culprit. "There's no bees
around here this time of year."

Still laughing so hard he might split his insides, Joe held up a nail. Hoss looked at him
puzzled, thenvhen he realizedhat Joe had donhis face screwed up in a frown as tight as

hands into fists:Doggoneyour ornery hide!Now youare going to dijust what | wanted to
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give you allyour dadgum life." Hoss lunged at Jmat Joe took off into the bunkhouse, hiding
behinda haltfinished wall.

Adam slidto the edge of the roof and jumped down. "All right, that's enough, or we'll
never get done. Hoss, you got to realize Joe's just a kid, he hasn't learned any better, but you,
boy, you are full grown..." he slapped Hs$BY chest, "at least | hope so, and you got to
maintain your dignity even when dealing with children.” Joe crept up behind them. "Now Joe,
he's got a lot of growing up to do. Wiygu and me, when we weid® we were practically
running this ranch by ourselsiebut not everyone is born to it like we were, and Joe-hére

"Wait a minute, Adam," Joe protested, his vageeaking. "It was justjake."

"Joe, there's a time for joking and a time for being serious. Until you learn thewitiée
between the twoy o ujdstbéa kid." Adam grabbed hold of the roof to pull himself up again.

"I can do it, | promise!"Joe scrambled to the ground and started gathering nails.

Adam winked at Hoss and climbed back up on the roof. "Joe, throw me a couple of those
nails would you?"

"Sure, Adam!" With a deadye aim Joe tossed a couple up, making an easy catch for his
brother balancing on the roof.

"Hey," Hoss said, looking offovédri s s houl der . .Re&onitePaf’e' s com

"l hope not." Adam squatted on the besdput didn't move to come back down. He
recognized the smalkean fellow riding toward the yard as Jim Baker from thgpbupost over
at Genoa A feeling of alarm rose in his throdtlim! What brings you this far north?"

"Adam!" Jim looked around Ibere he tracedhe voice to the roof. "l have a letter here
for your Pa! Where is he?"

"He's out with the new drovers readying the herd in the east section to move to new

pasture. | can take the letter."
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"No, sir! I'm sorry, Adam, but this here letter isth Attorney Appleby in Sacramento
and it says confidential and urgent, addresse
before but none that says confidential and urgent.”
Adam sighed. Jim was a good man totild beas cantankerous as aldmule. He 0 s
been digang for that imaginary El Doradaof his for too long." Al | right then, webod
has a letter waiting, just take it back with you."
"Well, 106l1 do that then, but | wouldnodot w
month old."
Adam watched Jim ride offOver a month old By 1854the Westshould be more caught
up to the E&st. He wondered what it would take to getlprogres out this way. Probably an
end to slavery, for one thing. The way the North and South fawghtthe West, Adam
woul dndét be surprised todferea.r war breaking ou
Hoss came up to stand by the roof where Adam squadtedn thought over something
on the horizon "What do you make of it, Adam?"
"Oh, you know Jim, any little thg can set him off. I've never heard of Appleby, though.
Don't think he's Pategularlawyer."
"Reckon Pa's in trouble?"
"Possible." Adam frowned, and jumped from the roof to the ground. "Well, you want to
ride to Pa, or should I?"
"Let me!" Joe said, Eping up off the ground into the air.
"Now, Joe...."
"Ah, let the young 'un go," Hoss said. "We'll get more done anyhow." He rubbed his arm
and leaned over to pick up another beam. "Or we could just tell Pa about it when he gets back.

| t 6 s k e pready woud andther wadk hurt much?”
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"Come on, Adam, let me golJoe pullel himself up to a taller stane@d squared his
shoul der s. AWhat do you want me to do to pro
is and | know how to get there.o
"Joe, you're toe-."
"No, I'm not! Adam, you said yourself | can outride anybody. And Hoss says | just get in
the way around here."
Adam put a hand on Joe's shouldde knew how much the boy wanted to be as old as
his older brothers but he just wasn'tthnly that, but Joe tended to find more trouble to get into
than he and Hoss togethek.natural talent, like Pa says. "I just can't let you go out there alone,
you see? Doesn't matter how fast you camire . You can r i dokedvemwst but
hisshoulder firi de faster. o
"Oh now, Adam, Joe will just be on the Ponderosa, an hour's ride."
"Yeah, Adam, just an hour. And Adam, you said yourself, haven't begians on the
Ponderosa in quite a whife
"Haven't been anyl could be wrond.Adam squinted at Hoss. "Yau favor of thi®"
Hoss looked up at the sky as though judging the weather. No sign of rain. "Yeah. After
all, he'll be with Pa on the way back. Two hours, Adam, and we'll have this thing darn near
finished."
"Is this bunkhousellayou can think about?"
"l just don't wanHop Singtogetmad. ¢4 bur ns f ood when heds ma
Adam looked around for Joe but the boy was gone. "Joe? Joe!" Adam turned to the barn
when Joe came tearing aut his horse.

"See you when | get back, AdamBelyelled as he rode out of the yard.
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"Joe, get back here! Joe!" Adam ran to the edge of the yard but there was no catching the
boy. "Joe! Be careful!" He watched for several minutes until he could no longer see or hear his
brother. The nagging inside hitmld him to drop everything and run off aftam. He looked
back at the unfinished bunkhouse and convinced himself that Joe was more grownup than he
seemed Wi t h Ho s s 0 s thremhinself bazlgireonthe wdrks listbnehgr sounds
of troubleheknewh e 6d never be able to hear.
"Hey, Adam," Hoss squinted up at the early afternoorfisum his precarious perch on
the roof where he workedwithd am on t he | ast Aftérlgethhesé broar d shi
nailed in place, what say we holleriHop Sing to cook us a couple thick roast pork sarugic
wi t h a haofffiedtates! pi no6
"Doggone if it ain't past your lunchtime, boklow are you managing?"
"Oh, | ain't dead yet. But I'm close. And we're pret near done with this any@oess
Hop Sing didnét want to bother us with no | un
"We made good progress with Joe gone." Adam squinted into tre sag if he saw the
same time as Hos%¥Do you suppose they'll be coming along soon?"
"Well," Hoss saback, calculating. "The herd should be up in the northeast corner of our
land by now, north of Washoe Lake. The way Joe rides it didn't take him the full hour. All
dependson f 6 n Pa knows this Appleby and wthet her he
herd needs more time yet.

"So if he did leave and come back with Joe right off..."
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"Then they'd be here. Unless they went righBanoa® And you know Pa can never get
out of there without a debate with that Reese feNge mi ght noatyseeAdam. bor
Adam and Hoss sat in quiet contemplatdrtheir work on theroof.
"You don't reckon nothing could e happened to him, AdathHoss asked
"Nah."
Hosstookaleep breath. "You think Ilodketliathie s coul d
hands clenchietogether on his lap, hunger forgotten.
"Well," Adam cleared his throat. "Except for the Paiutes and Washoe who we've always
been on good terms with, the only ones who would cause us trouble would be the Bannocks, and
| don't see why they'd come doftom the mountains, do yoti?Adam put a hand on his
suddenly gsheul deot hefi@Wse al ways think theyodore
you know that. o
Hoss didn't answerAdam knew thaall the atempts to sootheloss's ill feelings ovehnis
mother's tragic death by Cheyensw@ow he and Pa had magleded up soundingyetty feeble.
They had waited until Hoss was nine years old to telld»wut how she died, the whole story
but timing on something like that never felt righita said Hoss woulget over it eventuallyBut
to AdamHoss seemed even more morose than the last timéaikeg about it Adam had been
careful not to bring her up agédmaybe too careful
"Let's not borrow trouble and get this roof done so we can eat!" Adam jumpedaown
the ground to pass more roofing up to Hadess rubbed his eyes with his big sweaty hand
before taking up his hammering again.

*k%k

"Mr. Hoss! Mr. Adam! Take look outside!"

® No date could be found for the name change from MorStation to Genoa, but in 1854 Genoa became the seat
of Carson County, Utah Territory. Carson City became the county seat after the Comstodistodery
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Hoss and Adam sprangtipr om t he dining table, tlemeds whe
mind. Adam beat his oversized brother hetloor. Outside he stopped shodbe's horsetood
by the barn, without saddle or bridledam could barely feel his feet as he walked to the brown
and white Appaloosa mare. He stroked her nose asddass up behind him.
"Where's Joe?'Hoss went to the barn whémam didn't answer. "Joe? Hey, Joe!" He
came back out and stood with histla® o n hi s hi p sow, bbylGoradon!Noe?"f unni
"He's not here, Hoss." Adam said, barely a whisper. "Haya#akes perfect care of this
horse. He wouldn't leave hestanding out here like this."
"Something's wrong then."
"And we better get out there and find out what." Adam strode toattme Over his
shoulder he yelledTell Hop Sing what's going on, bdbn't stop for gear. Hurry!"
Hoss had to gallop to catch.up d a m h a d nfdr Hosswaasaddle up. "Are we
going to get Pa first?"
"No."
"What?"
"l said no."
"But, Adam--."
"Look, I know what Pa would say! | know how he'd feel!" Adam chokexk lharther
emotion from his voice’'We'll try to find Joe ourselves first, save Pa from grief, if possible."
"If possble. dloss shudderedi Yeah. " They rode on through
their way carefully over the rocky ground, following as close ag tould the direction Joe

must have taken. "Bet it was Indians."
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"Oh, come on, HossMWhenAdam turned Hoss cringed lais "'l feel ready to smack you,
brother" expressiarfNot every danger comes from Indians. It could have been...a cougar.”
Adam coverd his face with a trembling hand.
ACougars woul dn 6Hosswipes altbavy aam aross leigess palled
his horse ughort and got down'Hey, Ad am, | et ' s ma kherigstwaye we' re g:¢
Adam eyed Hoss with a clenched jaw. "Hdhkss is the only trail that goes out to Pé/e
justkeep going, we'll run into signs showihge got of the trail for wha
to | augh. AFoll owing."some mule deer trail, p
"Oh, right." Hoss got bzk on his horse, glaat having banged the tone of conversation
"Anything you say."
They rode on for a time, concentratioig nothing more than to keieg dust out of their
lungs aghey watched the traib pick up any signs. At times the trail took them on shortcuts
through the hillsvhere the horses would complauith snorts and grun@uring the climb. The
Cartwrights all knewvthat their land was a wondrous havkatcould turn into hell in an instant
on a shortcut of rocks around unexpected cliffs and fallen trees.
"You know, Acam, you wasight before when you said not to borrow trouble.”
"l know."
"You know Joe. He gets distractearabbit runs by and he gits down to chase it, or he
decides the horse is tired and he wants a bath in the river. So he takes off his clothes and th
horse's saddle and bridle and tries to get the horse to take a bath with him only the horse has a
better idea and rups.”
"Hoss?"
"What?"

"Tell me what you remember about Joe's ma."
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"Joe's ma?"Hoss reached up to keep his hat from being whacked atfitwy pine
branch.

"Yeah. Ive been trying to remember hard for some reason | can't get her clear in my
head. What do you remember?"

"Well, Adam, you were older than me"

"Still am." They exchanged sick grins.

Hoss waited but Adam didn't say anyipifurther. He thought to himselfrfa minute "I
reckon | was neaeverwhen Joe was born and Pa said it was only a year after thathehen
horse threw helWe already livedn that small house Pa builtfber. But we wer enot
enough to help Pa asuch as he needed.”" Adam nod@ed motioned for Hoss to contindé
remember o0 n ePalookeddappien tham Kdievelbseen him. Mostly whatnember
isthe way she smellédli k e as i f inlafieddud of Botvexsnaddil codldn'tdure out

which flower had the best smell but they wedtegaod. And she liked to laugh. dDyou

ol

remember that, Adam? She had a great laugh and found everything funny. Whenever | heard her

laugh, I would think to myself, yeah, that's why Pa married e nitarried her myself.”

"Every time Joe laughs | catch myself remembeheadg’ They pulled the horses up short
at the edge of a shallow stream and let them drink a minute. "Do you remember the day she
died?"

Hoss could telAdam hurt trying to remembdice 6 s  m demeddetklking or he
woul dndét be doing it. "You go ahead, Adam,

Adam took a deep breath. "You and Joe vagfdishing. Pa sent me to get ydde

t h

woul dnot move her éfrom t h eforeleuven $aw hegdnm the before

ground, | fArdwkndwahatst hgf ppecreed again. Just as |

"Knew what, Adam?"

k ne
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Adam shook his he. "Pa laid her dowryying, | could see it, but | could only stand
there staring. He told me to get you bubultin't move. He took off her bonnet and held her
close again and | didn't feel anything. That cousin of hers from back in New Orleans, that
Lucinda something, came out holding little Joe, whwled and | didn't...feel...anything."

"But Adam, you were mbably in shock or something."

"No, Hoss, that wasn't it."

They rounded a corner and Hoss pulled his horse up short. "Adam, look!"

Pinned to a treby an arrow was Joe's hat.

"Indians," Hossnuttered.

Adam jumped down from his horse and ran to the tieegrabbed hold of the arrow and
pulled hard, jerking the wooden shaft loose from the stone tip still stuck in the tree. Adam threw
the shaft down and jerked the hat from the tree, the brim ripping where it had been pierced.
Adam turned the hat back armatth in his hands. He looked up in the direction eftiountains

Hoss nodded at the hat. "Any blood on it?"

"No."

"So we don't have to..." Hoss swall owed ha

Adam looked at his brother sipdy. "They didn't kill him. Theymeant us to find thj$ he
held the hatip. "We keep riding. | think | know where they are.”" He glanced back over his
shoul der. "That stream back there widens a wa

Ben rode into the yard as the dgot onnear dusk. Een in the fading ght he could see
the great job the boys did ¢ime bunkhouse. He leaned against a new wall and walked inside.

Still needed some finishing on the inside ibkiept rain out. e looked up, at first wondegnf
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the vague light left in # night sky playedtricks with his eyes. It appeared there were two roof
slats not covered.

He put his hands on his hips as he stared. It wanillgltake them maybe another fifteen
minutes, no more, to finish this. Why on earth had they stopped? Itikentitd boys, especially
Adam, to be this irrespeible.i We Il | , we b6l | just get them right

Ben wondered, as he led his horse into the barn, if Hop Sing might have talkém ill.
tended to keep his eyes on the boys quiteetyparegular mother hen theh@haman had
become He seemedneant to be part of their family

Adam generally di dmMaybe Adanehad tocriledosGenoavfart ¢ hi ng.
medi cine or é

Inside the barn he saiwe's horse in the stall, but Adam's and Hogste gone.

"Joseph!" he yelled when he threw open the front door of the house. "Hop Sitlgdse two
boystook a holiday before finishing.

Hop Singran out of the kitcherbut he looked like he wanted to be anywhere else at the
moment."Hop Sing, where's Joe, in his room? Josephy haven't those other two sons of
mine finished that roof before taking off on a ride? Did you even check their work before you let
them run scallywagging out of here?!"

"Mr. Cartlight,” Hop Sing saido softly he got Be&s attention immediately. "Mr. Joe
missing. Mr. Hoss and Mr. Adam, they go find him. Not even pack supper."

"Missing?" Puzzled, Ben looked around, then slapped his hat against his thigh. "Con
found it, Hop Sing, nlke senseHow can he be missing?id-hase is in the barn.”

"Him sent to you with message, but horse come back alone, no saddle.”

"Oh no." Ben sat with shaky knees at the dining taldlest yesterdaypsne of the hads

had mentioned howsettlers hunting for food were attacked by the Bannaoks$oo far off
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Ponderosa landHe knew when hbadgotten the Bannocks to leave back whAldam was still
at college that he hadrheard the last of thenF-rom the sounds of it, they were hungry now,
and that made them dangeroi@@Vhy in tarnation dicAdamé o No time for that now.fiHop
Sing, you ride along and give me a hand rounding up some men for a search party.

As they ran to the barn, a single thought played over and over in his head. All three of his
sons were in danger now. Adam, with his Nengland common sense, must have expected he
coud handle it. But what if he wergrong?

-

"Adam, how can we be sure we're going the right way?"

"We can't. They ordinarily don't leave any signs to follow. Except for that arrow in the
tree, there's no sighat there's been a hunting party around. We have to play our hunches."

"You said they meant for us to find Joe's hat?" Hoss glanced over his shoulder, fearing
they were being followed.

"A warning, | suspect.”

"A warning? That means Joe is still alive?

“' think so. Yes. O

Hoss waitedut getting words out of Adam these last few hours was like pulling tics off
a wild dog.

"We still have to get him out of there."™
hedd do it or die trying.

"But Adam, you're good ith Indians, ain't ya? They'll listen to you because you know
how to talk with O6em."

Adam pulled his horse up short, listening, smelling the air, feeling his surroundings with

every muscle and nerve. Hoss imitated him, breathing in air past the piregerehsl sweat of
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the horses to pick up a scent that they hoped Joe had left behind. Hoss had seen Adam like this
maybe only once before, a sense like an animal coming over him when he felt such a deep sense
of loss and guilt and knew he had to do somethimoutitHoss supposed thatds
respected the Indians, the way they lived themselves.

He coul dnodot feel the same,i Adeacrg u sde dt hyeoyw heav
|l ndi ans?0

At first Adam di dndot an soppedbreathing.tFindlly r st Hos
Adam | ooked at Hoss. ANot that | remember.

AYou was there when my Ma-was kill ed. I ]

"Shhh," Adam alighted. Hoss did the same and crept over to him. Adam led them off the
path, through a rocky growover pass that was no longer used because the rocks had loosened.
They kept their heads low to avoid the sticky pine and watched their feet on loose rock, while the
horses behind them tugged at their reins, anxious to get back on the road where traaslexas

"Adam, before, when you asked about Joe's ma, how come you don't remember much?"

"l wouldn't let myself get close to her because | knew she was going to die."

"Aawww, how could you knowv-."

Adam shushed him but too late. They were stopped sugdamozen Bannock
warriors. They seemed to appear from under the ground, six of them with bowd paltk,
arrows quiveringlances ready to throw. They were dressed simply, only the most painted
wearing breastplates with their leggings, the otherstagsted in well treated animal skins.

Adam glanced at Hoss, who had squeezed himself into a tight mass of pounding flesh.

He put a hand on Hossdés arm to keep him from
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Adamlooked back at this one who seemed to be a dnieéadman. Thewaitedfor his
first reactionso heheld up a hand and took a step forward. Theatosest to Adam sprang
forward and pulled outrst Adam's gun and then his brother's. thlesed them sideways at
another who picked them up and tuckieem in his leather bag.
"We mean no harm," Adam said.
The chief stepped forward and held up both hands. "If no harm, why bring weapons?" he
asked in his own tonguégi We know what those are, though hayv
Adam glanced at Hoss He nowndich®hoshond ut he di dndot want
that . He only hoped Hoss woul d keéesafpasimoch| owi n
asAdamd i d . They cfoolishahanées. t ake any
"We mean only to keep ourselves from harm, not to hah@rs. We look for our
brother.”" He spoke Paiutehich he hopedhey couldunderstand, at least more than he could
understand them.
Without responding, the headmgrabled their horses' reirend shoved them both
forward. This the brothers understoo@ihey walked sidéy side not touching, not talking. The
Bannocls pushed their twprisonersswiftly through thick underbrush amaow hanging pinion
pine. While they lost sight of most of their captors, three of the fiercest, quivers filled heavy
with arrows, stuck close behind them. Not that either Cartwright had any inkling of causing
trouble, not with so much at stake. When they came to the edge of a cliff, they both nearly fell
but the Bannocks held on to them. The headman held them back while thBasthecks went
down ahead of them. Finally the headman pushed Adam forward, and he, and then, Hoss did
their best to follow their footsteps, clinging at ésprecariously before moving dowagain.

Theyod beooudghclichiong i these cliffsut these Indians moved liked mountain goats.
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Once safely on the bottgrAdamglanced at Hoss. His big brother, not yet 2ight to
keep fromcrying. Pa should have made him see the truth about his mother's death, should have
tried harder.Adam realized athat moment and with startling clarity that his pa, with as much
wisdom as he possessed, could still be wiatrtgne He vowed silently to try hard to be the son
his father meded, someone who helgad think about tings from different angles.

Adam reognizel where they were headebeit in a shorter route. They weretbe
northwestern edge of the Ponderosa along the running stream. There wasn't a lot of clear land
here, pretty rough country yet, but the Bannocks made the best use of it. Orpatteof ¢evel
land, leantos were thrown up bigending smalletreesand covering themwith stretches of hide.
Adam had named this rocky stream himgéi Elizabeth River, back when he first got home
from college. He thought it appropriate because lsad given himife but had such a small
part inthe rest of ® theway he felt about this stream bordering off this 'handle’ of the
Ponderosa &m the rest of Pa's land.

After he acquiredhislast piece of northerna, Paexplained to the Bannocksatthey
could stay as long as they like@hey mighthave misunderstood becaugght awaythey
disgppeared up into the mountains. The way Joe told it, some weeks after he got back from
college,Pa stood his ground against real arigdrrefrained from khwing his gun. Ben admitted
laterit may have saved his life. Joe must be terrified. Adam wanted to caib @eg if Joe
would answed butfeared any wrong move would be disastrous.

Their shefers were meant to be temporamet the camp looked comfable, as though
they had settled in for a stay. Adam and Hoss looked around the camp but could see no sign of

Joe, except that his saddiad beertiossed into a pile of brush, as though worthless.
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The headman pushed them totvéhe largest leato, with lranches and leaves stretched
between trees and large leathielels thrown across for roofinghdam wondered quite suddenly
if Pa had been home to see they hagimtiefinished the bunkhouse.

Both Hoss and Adam were grabbed around the neck before #herkethe leato and
turned to face thechiemhdam di dndét care about his own fate
go back.He figured Hoss felt the same way.

"Where's my brother?" he askedPaiute

The chief looked sternly from one to the other. $ideew himself up and ¢éed the
fierce one in the eyeend Adam felt a pride welling up for his brother's courage. When the chief
gestued behind Adanthe brothers turned.

Frombeneath the leato they dragged Littldoe He had his hands bounded beHhana
and his eyes closed by a leather strap. But his mouth quivered between a smile and a cry.

A Ad aAr@youther@ o

Adam fought the urge to run and pull his brotteehim and from what he could tell,

Hoss fought the same urgA. Bannock removed thieather from Joe's face.

"Adam! Hoss! Oh boy, I's3-." but his guide clamped both hands around Joe's face and
pushed him forward to sit beside the fire.

Adam felt Hoss at his side stiflecauckle. Joe had probably chattedir earsoff i | t 6 s

not over et, Hoss. We still have to get out of here.

St

Wh dotthey want in exchange for him
AWebre going to find out. o They took thei
Two Bannocks got behinfidam and Hosand tied their hands behind them as well.

Jo&® s s midWwhenhé sawl tbey were now all in the same mess. The time to talk, to bargain

for their lives, had begun.



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhards8

*kk

All Ben could find at the lateness of the hour, besides Roy Coffee whalwagshappy
to ride along, wer&red Hendersqrwhose little spreatladfinally startedto produce some
crops, Alvie, his top cattle man, and Bill Haskins, retired Cavalry officer who wanted to start a
horse ranch with a couple of pumyld Mustangs. The other settlers were too scared and he
couldn't force them.Travel atnight was hazardous at besth the potential of running into
| ndi ans, orbutvBencodu | adnniénta Iwsaéi t wuntil morning.

Hop Singexplained what he codiland Ben figured out the restoe took dfto bring him
a messagand disappeared before getting thetee knew where to find him, they all did, so at
least Berknew which direction to head.

The men got on their trail amdoved as quickly as they dared in the dark of a half moon
over the hills. At times the slopestgso rocky that Bill insisted they get off and walk, making
BenimpatientBut since the horses werendét fond of
number of darker points along the trail.

"You don't worry now, Ben, we'll find your sons and thHdye just fine," Roy said as
they worked up the edge ahother slope. The silenbeightened by tall dark pines made Roy a
touch uncomfortable. He preferred light chatter over silence anytime.

"Yeah,ttey 61 | be fi ne, " B eedontknow iviearkmdiof mobdBhec e p t
Indians are in."

"We haven't lost anyone yet to Indians in these parts. Sure, that one bunch was attacked,
but a couple fellas were wounded, that's all.”

"Roy, I've lost three wiveand one was killed with an arrow during an brdraid.”

"Don't you worry, Ben," Bill said, his shoulders eredf your sons are still alive, we'll

get them from those savages. And if not, those savages won't know what hit them."

He

t
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"That's enough of that kinof talk, Bill," Roy said
"But---."
"Ben dbesn't take to callingnyonesavage.Indiansare people, same as you and me
They just happen to think different, that's all." Roy spoke more to remind Ben than to scold Bill.
"He wouludsnéthilnikkikeng we aindét gonna find O60em al
Ben gd down off his horse, ignoring the argument behind him. He caught the slight
gleam of a shiny, sapoated stick that was smooth and appeared to be laid on the trail
deliberatéy. An arrow shaft, and the tip hdeen pulled off. He ldeed around at the tregbut
darkness obliterated most signs of anythikig indicated the shaft to the others and they all
joined him in checking the tree trunkBinally Ben saw the tip still stuck in the tree. He tried to
pull it out but it wouldn't budge. He took his Iudt and pressed his cheek against the rough bark,
there seemed to be a small piece of material stuck under the tip. He couldn't place the color, and
wasnoét sure what the boys were wearing. | f he
found the arrow ithe tree and pulled out whatever was stuck in it.
He joined the otherders and they followed whatever direction he cha@sethis point
his sons had taken a new direction, and left him a trail to folldevcould only hope to get there
on time.
In front of a great fire they all sat, as the canopy of night opened abovewitardark
rolling cloudsthatoccasionallyobscuredhe bright twinkling lightsand half moon hunip the
heavensThe men, warriors and hunters, Adam knsuryoundedhe Cartwight brothers for
council. Most cultures, Adam had heard, felt bonfire council meant bad news. Perhaps that
depended on who started the fifée chief spoke in Shoshorathough the few times Adam

used English over Paiute he felt the Indian could wtded him. From what he dolu
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understand they were unhappyhel wanted to go back to the free ways of their people before
the whites came, instead of being told where to go, what to hunt, how to survive. The Bannock
chief said he did not wish to kill, drhis words sounded like an apology in advance for having to
kill them to get their land back. He explaindée ways of his people havidgand Adam got lost
in his words It soundedrery philosophical though and Adamshed he knew more of their
languaye b converse on this levélhaving to do with being connected to the land, the land was
everything to them and worthdyingfoAd am knew t h ey wrkdtdedaddbutf eel t h
insteadthe land owned themndcontrolledtheir ability to surviveon it.

Everyone was given a small piece of drimeat to eat and a sip of waterd Adand s t ur n
came tospeak. With his limited Paiute and signimg explained how tlyemust all share the land
without killing. Adamcould not agree with the Bannocks vath also agraag that the
Cartwrights did not belong ahe Ponderosa. Even if Pa was wroidamcould not be
disloyal So he tried to explain what Pa told him awhile back, about how they would strive to
preserve the beauty of the land against the destruction whikes, many more whites who
werecominpbut they, the Cart wr icbamde ® keefiedanccandnbte Bann
see it overrun by white settler§hey could not stop the whites, but could protect the thad
they ownedand the Indiangverewelcomethereas long as Cartwrights owned the land.

ThenAdam ran out of words. He coul dndt speak
he would have likedde signified finished by taking anoth&p of the watethey offeredThey
had communicatedell with only a few flaws, he hopednd now the Bannocks would decide
either to kill them or let them go. The chief turned to the one on his righinthe/ho had taken
their guns.Agnea, if Adam heard his name rightade a few quick hand gestures] &un

takernodded, turning emotionless eyes on Adam. Adam tried to stare him down but finally
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looked away.The reality of what they wanted hit him with the relentless pain of a bullet wound.
They were being held in exchange for the land.

Adam didn't wat Pa involved He di dnoét wlhketnahdh®workédo si gn a
hard for This was his meéshe let Joe ride owtnd he wanted to come up with a way out of this
himself.

They were taken to the largest Igarno sleepandtheir feet were also boundddam
explainedto Joe and HosBow wnhappy the Bannocks were because the Cartwrights now
believed all this land belonged to them.

"Are they going to kill us, Adam?" Joekesl. Throughout the evenifglam watched as
Joeds yout hful s geamed, even itlasdittenight, to hadei maturedigreatly
beyond his years.

Adam wished more than ever that he could hold his brother, tlosthey were all
trussed up fothe night. T don't think they want to, or they would have without even dsngs
it I dondt Kk nowguesswadjustwaitl e x t |l 6m sorry.

"Yeah, liked dressed chickens ready for the kill," Hoss muttered.

"Well, | think they'll let us goThey weren't really mean to mdoss. Although | didn't
like having my eyes covered loeé they took me to you. Is that another superstition of theirs,
Adam?"

"Could be." Adam glanced at Hoss, lost in his own world. "Let's try and sleep, and be
glad at least they've given us shelter.”

The three of them, each with their own thoughts, lookedaithunder rolled through the

skies above them.

*k%k
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Lightning setthe night afireover the desperate search pasythey took a break to eat
Royglanced up every now and then, his eyes wishing away the impending #tbiad.the feel
of a gully washeand he wasn't as young as he liked to think. He looked at the other three.
Come to think of it, none of them were.

"If everyone's done eating, let's get moving." Ben stood.

"Easy, Ben," Roy said. "Why don't we come up with some ideas rather than\séigreh
nilly and going in circles, since we lost the trail aways back."”

"All right, Roy, go ahead. You tell us what to do." Ben turned away, fists clapchin

Roy wished he knew words that would console Ben. But there weren't any, because his
old friend stod to lose so much. Rdyrned to the other two. "Bill, you used to track Indians in
the Cavalry. What do you think we should do here?"

"Well, uh," Bill looked down, rubbing his chin. "I'm retired now, you know, | was just in
on the beginning of the Indidgrouble back east, | didn't see a whole lot of aetich

"Roy---." Ben started.

"But! | do seem to remember something a tracker told me not too long ago. Indians never
stray farther from their encampment than the closest food source."

"So..." Alvie scrathed his head. "Are you suggesting we follow a deer?"

Bill rolled his eyes. "Noooo, what I'm suggesting is they aren't far from where they live."

"The mountains?"

"Yes, and that's where they've taken the boys." Bill folded his arms over his chest.

"l guessit's worth a try," Roy said. "Ben, what do you think?"

Benjumped on his horse,andh e hor se pranced against Beno
"That's fine. But for awhile we're going to keep in this direction, so | can check a route | have in

mind." Evenf it wasn't the way the Indians went, he might be able to catch up to Hoss and
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Adam, if they managed to avoid capture. The other three got mritnrses as thunder shook the
sky abovehem. "I think the Bannocks as#ill on my land and they want sometgifrom me.
And they can get it, because they have my son. Maybe all ofdlfain started falling in large
intermittent dropsfildl understand if any of you wants to quit. This could get pretty misetable.
No one movedfAll right, letés go. This rain@uld be the curtain that saves our liges.
Hokk

Hoss wasn't sure if he fell asleep but a good esrétking crack of thunder jarred him
back alert. He looked over at Adam whg still. "Adam? You asleep?" No answer. He crooked
his elbow and nudge Adam'srar"You awake?"

fiDoesndt seem "Adam pickédlhis headaip. bld ceutdgust about make
out Hoss's head hovering over him.

"Menei t her. Why doutbfhere®e try gettingo

"Because we wouldn't get very far trussed up like this and they kriow

"But Adam, we gaot to try somethinbo

"Oh, pipe down, you'll wake Joe up."” A sudden fear washed through him. He rolled on
his other side. "Joe? Joe!" He rolled again, until he felt himself at the other edge of {tzg lean
the rain pounding on his feand lower legs as it poured down. "Joe!" he yelled into the night.

"Adam?" Hoss's voice quivered.

"He's gone." Adam looked up and saw an outline of a person standing over them. He
could tell it wasn't Joe, even in the dark.

The Bannoclspoke a few quickarshwordsand left again. Adam rolled back toward
Hoss. Hoss could feel him shaking.

"Adam! What is it, what'd he say?"
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Adam didn't answer right away. Hoss listened as Adam fought tasgletdathing
calmed "Adam? They tell you where Joe is?"

"He said..he said they killed him."

"What?" Hoss struggled to get to his feet but fell over again. "Adam, you mean they
plucked him righup from under us just like.."

"Said if we don't give up the land you'll be next."

"But, but Adam, that's...that's..."

Adamstayedclose to his brother as Hoss fillemloverflowingwith great racking sobs.
AThey couldndéta kil © Adiatnt,l d Jaden.6t Hedrserj uwsete na

Adamclosed his eyes, fighting remain calm and rational. "Hoss...Hosshink it's a
trick. 1 don't think they did it."

"Oh, they did, they did, Adam. Theyso t tbut aniinals. Well, go ahead!" Hoss
screamed into the darkness. "Go ahead and kill me too! Kill all of us! It's no good anymore,
anyhow." He quieted. "Ah, dadburnit.”

"What?"

"l didn't get to tell him I love him."

"He knows, Hoss."

"No, he's dead! They killed him, just like they did my ma."

"Listen Hoss, | want to tell you something, something | never shared before, even with
Pa. | never could get close to Joe's maneh o u g h  llé pretendedd reever ould come
to think of her as mand you know why?"Adam laid back and wiped his eyas his shirt.

"l always thought you seeméahny around her."Hoss laid back next to him, but every

few minutes his breathing gall staggered thinking about Joe.
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"Because my ma died, and then your ma died, and | said to myself, no, | don't want to go
through that again. So | wouldn't, | didn't accept her as my ma. So when she died, it didn't hurt as
much."Get t i ng Ho frmethsg etse, gettingdim todbelieve Joe was okay, was all
that matterednowfil| t ol d mysel féit didnét hurt as much

"But Adam, you couldn't know she was gornd

"No, there's no way | could know she'd die for sure, she could've lived another 30 years
but it wouldn't have mattered. Not once | made my mind up. Somehow | just kneauRBlose
her too. But vmen it happenedAdamleanedortHos s 6s arm f or sufport an
first | € it felt like | put the snake under her horse myselfibaterer got her thrown."

irfThat 6s just pure foolishness!™

“lknowit But wh e n3ygudbavedfooksh thoughtthoughts that stick with you
His voicerose loud in the nightPa hasn't lost Joe, and he's not going to."

Hoss took a shaky breath. "AdamRehn you felt bad too, when my ma was killed?"

"| felt worse than you ever could because she Wwa®hly ma | remembered. | was six
when Pa told me how my ma diedgdarfelt like | had killed hemyself, sure as we're sitting
here now, | did it. She diel because of birthing md2a tried to make me understand it wasn't
my fault, but your mavas able to get through to m8he became my méloss, no one could
have bee more loving to mé

"But you don't hate Indians for killing her."

Adam paused, wincing: N o , Pa taught me 1itds wrong to
protect what they believe is theirs and that we cannot condemn an entire people for what a few
have done.Do you want the sgcalled white people to be called cannibals because those

Donners gothemselves in a fix? What do you remember Pa telling you about the day she died?
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AJ us & shelmekddthe men shoot at the Indians attacking our statfére told you
to care for me anandshagotaparrorkherdacki @hegsh her if thee é
b a ¢ Hbss pounded the groumdth his trussed feetvanting Joe back so baeécause of how
longand how bad it hurt to lose two mothers.

AThey werenod6t aiming at her, Hoss. You di
butHossshdo hi s head.pedldieimgoPg us hatk®mpsaudeé ohe tol d

AAdam, dondét yell, theyo6ll come for us, to

Adam leaned on Hossdlowered his voice."One of our men, our trail guide, actually,
committed a brutal act of murdegainst one of their peoplélhey wanted him, they wanted
their vengeance, but Pa felt we owed it to him to protect him."

"But my ma--."

"Your ma..." Adam's eyes closed bhein pain. 'She died because she was helping,

Hoss, trying to keep us saf8hedied protecting usAnd because she died, that fellow gave
himself over to the IndiansThey took himand went away."

Hosswaited, shuddering, but Adam seemedsper.o you steered cl ear
because you figured skeulddiel o vus to@much?Hissighheldsome aspi ng tear s.
wer e tta yprnadt ectherheoeét dykeagpo

Adam sighed as he | aid his head Adamgdtos s 0 s
to his knees, then eased himself back to get on his feet.

Hossfelthimmis e . " Y somewgheas?'n 0

"I thought I'd try." Adam squatted back down and sat, then turned until he found Hoss'
back with his bound feet. "See if you can find an end of this leather strapping. | got it wet in the

rain and | think it's loosened up."
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Hossfelt the tips of Adam's feet with the fingers of his hands bound behind him. "Come
in a little closer." He fumbled with the strapping, feeling awkward with his hands behind him,
and he couldn't ask Adam if leasclose to finding it becaus# the dark "Oh, | think | got it,

l..." he gave an excited jerk and it pulled right out of his fingers. When he found it agaorde
carefully wriggled it and then workéds fingers to the knot, where he loosened it even more.

"Ok, Hoss, just a minute, | think 1 ca."

Hoss feltAdam shifting around behind hiamd then he heard a clunk.

"l got a boot off, Hoss. If | can get the... other..." he grunted, twisfiing. other boot
went clunk. "Now | can work the strapping off." After a quiet struggle Adam stood @mundb
and unbooted feet behind Hos$loss, I'm going to look for Joe. You stay put. Get some sleep.”

"Wait, you cgn't walk around in the dark woods in the rain without boots and your hands
tied behind you. Come here, I'll try to untie your hands too."

"No time for that."

"At least let me try to get your boots back-en 0

"I'll find Joe and be right back."

"Adam, youcgn't--- 06 But Hoss was alone, both brothe
pouring rain, strounded by Indians. He laid back down, held hiatireand prayed.

Ben pulled the party up shofUp ahead there's a stream. Like anyone else, the Bannocks
will camp by water, so we're going to approach the stream as though they're there.” The rain ha
long since sagged their hats and reduced evémefutheir ability to see straighiut Ben seemed
not to notice. "Let's separate so we're not taking the stream all in the same place. If there's
nothing we'll meet at the bank."

"And if thereis sumpten?" Alvie askedpitting the rain out of his mouth.
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"Then...we meet back at this spot.”

"Ben, that's all well and good," Roy said, "but we're never going to know this spot again,
not in this rain."

Ben paused, then reached back and pulled out the shaft of the arrow from his saddlebag.
He secured it in thiranches of the tree right over his head with the feathered tip hanging
slightly. "Now we will."

After a few minutes forging through the brush up the bank on the other side of the stream,
Ben caught sighof the encampmentt ook all the strength he hadt tobarrel right in there
after his sond the others might end up capturéte waited for an eternity back at the tree while
each of the others returned after seeing signs as well, stretched out along the stream. They tied
their horses and made their wagck dowrto the river skirting as far left as they could, tvi
Roy motioning outo stay hidden until they could plan their next move.

Once they had secured themselves in a concave behind some rocks Ben indicated behind
him. "Look around behind us, Rayake sure they aren't hiding over here as well."

He watched the camp but couldn't see anyone moving. He heard muffled voices coming
from behind one of the sheltdrat not enough to make out the language.

His boys were over on the other side somewheeecdtild make out, just barely, the
blaze on Adam's chestnut horse tied down stream. If only he knew they were still alive. He
turned to Alvie.

"Here, take my gun, I'm going over."

"Ben! Over here!" Roy's voice sounded much too loud even in the rollingehand
pouring rain, but he could do nothing about it now. He ran back to where Roy was...

...and saw Joe tied to a tree.

"Pa!" Joe squirmeds Ben took higag off, anxious to be freed.
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"Shush ad hold still," Ben untied him anplulled his trembling dd son to him, the
moment worth an eternity of wait. "You all right, boy? They didn't hurt you?"

"No, Pa, but they want your land. Adam says so."

"Where are Adam and Hoss?"

"Probably back at our leao. It's really neat how they make those things, Papwies
get home | want-."

"Show me where, can you show me, Joe?"

"Yeah, Pa, | can find them!"

But they got back to the edge of the stredamseendians linedup onthe other side
watching them, bows in position, arrows drawn. Ben squinted but he caddrttoss or Adam
in their midst.

The one in the middle said something too muffled for Ben to understand.

"l want my sons," heespondedhn their tongue as loud and clear as he could.

Behind him Bill pulled his gun and Alvie did the sarfieN 0 s h oBen hopedroy o
could keep them controllé&dthese next few minutes were criticdlll give you what you want
if you return them to me unharmed."

One who had no weapon stepped forward, both feet into thenstt&au would give up
all your land for your sor®s He said in good English.

Without hesitating, Ben answered, "yes."

AYou know you can al ways have more sons. o

Al can al ways find more | and. o

TheBannok chi ef hel d Bandabsief wayrghsof uaderstandiegn t

passed between them.



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard80

When Joeameout from behindis father several Bannocks saw him and began talking
angrily. One pulled out an arrow and loaded his bow but Bill fired, knocking him off his feet.
Another Indian goain arrow off, just missing Bithnd Alvie fired, his bullet wild.

"Stopshooting!" Ben yelled as he ahdtle Joe dropped to the ground.

"Put your guns down!" Roy yelled, cussing, but Bill and Alvie were beyond listening.

The Indian that had pouched Adam's guheglit and began firing wildly, hitting Bill in
the gut. Thatropped Alvie, too, but more out of feaks the firing continued several of the
Bannocks ran through the river to where Ben and Joe tried to remain safe. One of them grabbed
Ben and held a knife to his throat, while several others on the shore bednndlibuted, but
Ben responded simply by telling Roy and the others to stop.

When the firing ceased only moments after it had begun, he released Ben and Joe
scrambled into his arms.

Hossheard all the gunfire argtrambled to his feet. "Pa?" He hegpo the side of the
leanto, thegunfire agonizingin hisears.d8P * Hoss s houtAdamsouttBdreo p s hoc
somewhere!l Hes | foral&ei" n 0

*kk

Ben had just been released when he heard H

men were feaful and | was wrong to bring h e m. But | feared for my s
your men have been hurt. o He saw one on the
signsofdamageiiLet us keep tal king. Tell me what vyo

The Indians g&iered back on the shore in silence. The clouds weakened, allowing the
morning to break through with dtle more strengthBen told Joe to stay with Roy and started

across the river, hoping to negotiate in a position of weakriges knew the stakes wehigher
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now, justfrom a few foolish gunsHe knew, when he first moved west, that a day like this
would come.
The chief turned back from the shore to stand in the stream, facin@&ecould see
his pain etched deépinto his expressiarThis fightis only one of many. What can you give us
to stop it now?"
"Only the desire to try. We must do all we can to extend peace to each/Atiteteach
others to do the sanieBen saw further downstream one of the Indians scaring Alvie away and
grabbing holdf Bill. He closed his eyes briefly, knowing what would shortly become of Bill,
for having fired first, and injuring a Bannock.
Several Bannocksame t o the shore with Hoss, hands
"l am sorry for the foolishness of megpple" Ben said "You want land, | must first see
all my sons." Ben gestured to Joe and Hoss. "I must see three. Unharmed."
APa, Adam got away. He wanted to find Joe
One of the Bannocks gr abnteldskitesssods mout h a
Ben could feel Hoss sobbing and a brief vision of his wife flashed through his mind.
APl ease, doDonobhurtdither. Show menmy other sate is the boldest of the
three, the one most likely to be of help to your peopleade do net-. 0
"Pal"
Ben lookedupstream. Adam staggered up the rocky stream, hands still bound behind
him, face scraped and shirt torBen ran to him. "Pa, | haven't found Joe yet, but he's still alive,
| know he's still alive, I'll find him, | promse..." he tripped and fell to his knees in the rocky
streambefore Ben could reach hinBen pulled him up and Joan into the river behind Adam
anduntied his hands.

"It's okay, Adam, Joe's right here."
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Adam sawat Joe and laughed. With his hands freedouched Joe's face and thengull
his brotherto him.I' knew you were okay. Pa, |l 6m sorry.

"It's all right, Adam. You stay here with Joe. I'll get Hoss. I'll give them whatever they
want to let us ge-."

"No!" Adam got to his feet, wincing. "I will finish this." He ignored Ben's protests and
staggered over to the shore, allowing the Indians to grab him and pull him and Hoss away.

"Pa! They were so brave, coming for me. | didn't mean to get them in trouble, Pa,
honest'

"I know, son." Ben felt queasy watchidglamgo back to the IndianBut he was right,
he must finish this or never be abteface the memorggain.Ben sat with Joe on the shore, Roy
and Alvie behind them, and the sleepless night began to catchthentb except for Ben, he
stood in silent guard for return of his sondeBun finally broke the horizon and sent the clouds
flying. Ben felt that once his sons were safe, he would ask for the return of Bill, if there was
anything left of him to return.

Within the hour, with Joe asleep on his lap, Ben saw a flurry of activity he couldn't
believe. The Indians were breaking camp. They filled their canoes and packed their horses and
moved downstream, leaving Hoss and Adanmgjtin the midst ohalf bent tees and scattered
sticks over rock and nothing more.

Benhandedhe sleepingloe over to Roy and ran across the stream. He hugged first Hoss
and then Adam.

"You're both all right?"

"l had to negotiate, Pa,” Adam said wearily. He crawled to the streamaaigavhis
face, wincing where the cold water hit the scraps of tree bark on his cheek and neck when he had

fallen. He pulled off his torn socks to soak his cut up feet in the cold water.
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"What did you give them?"

When Adam didn't answer, Hoss indied tle stream. He helddam's boots, waiting for
the chance to help his brother stand.

"You gave them the Elizabeth River?"

AANndét he | an dAAdameat batkwasdfon thetsikote suddenly, sobbing. Ben
went to him and pulled him close.

"Your ma would be verproud of you right now, son." He looked over at Hoss, who
stareddown river in the direction the Bannocks went. He realized the hell Hoss must have gone
through, knowing how he felt about Indians. "Hoss, yow-ma

Hoss turned back. "It's okay, Pa. Adeade me listen| know you tried, but | just
wasnot never r diedwasthiotim®iHs riodded abteely saw the last of the
Indians disappeatThey taught me to believe. They didn't kill Joe."

"Hoss, your ma would be very proud afuy too."

Joe came over and hugged his b+06thers. "160
"Donot...." Adam said. "ltds al/l right. "
"Come on, you three vagabonds, | etds go ho

They broughihd amés horse to him, aHheastrigiedstosir ot her ¢

upright " MHe? d i cked his |l ips, his voice barely ab
ma. .. know? How hard it was for me? That I was
have--."

"We both knew, son, thgbu had a hard time lovirggain. No child should ever have
losemore than two parents. &\understood. She loved you anyway, Adam, more than you could
ever know."

Hoss looked at Adam and then at Joe. "l think he knows, Pa."
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"Come on," Ben waited until his three sons were mounted, Joeninof Hoss, before

mounting himself. "Let's go home. This is Indian country now."
Hit#

Roy and Alvie stayed behind and retrieved
and hedéd been scal ped. Ben | oo kissbnsdaamet hem ov
How many times would this sad scene need to repeat itself before men could all learn to get
along out here?

Every day, he swore silently to God, every day he would appreciate having his sons by
his side, for as long as it might last. Aexkery night, warm his bed with the memory of the
women who gave them t o shethagreabmen thesxtredecanng.l d n 6t

So much did he put his faith in themthsy grew that he often left them alone to run the
ranch as he went out olne road to handle businedBut not, unfortunately, always to the best of

consequences.
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Part Three:

LOST

San Francisco, November 1858

There were two ways to get out of a tricky sitoilat Ben Cartwright knew. &ual and
easy, ¢ catch the pursueff guard. Axdquick and sneaky, like a chess game, where the pursuer
doesn't have time to figure out the next mokie walked uphill, through leezy, poorlyit
lanterned stree, and the only people he saw besides his pursuer was a single old Chafeoman
appeared to suffer from a permanent kink in his neck. The night had long lost its luster as it
approached dawn, and Ben cursed himself for the distance he was forced to walk.

Ben always prided himself on knowitige right moveo outwit any chess omment.
This time onceherealized thasomeone followed hinBendecided on casual and easy. Mostly
because it had been such a delightful past two days visiting with an old lady friend, Anna Marie
Alcott. They had talked over old times back in St. Lotises he hadn't thought about in years.
It made him feel young again, lifting the melancholy that he fought against in the dead of winter.

Still, he6éd stayed too | ong, and the buggy
magically absconded by soome else. Thus this forced walk, in a less than pleasurable part of
town, alone.

He hadn't forgotten Anna Marie though, recognized her right off by her soft lovely smile

and the curve of her hips in the satin dressesosteel wearing. He had just finishea deal taut



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard86

lumber for a new forin Nevadaand headed for the stage to lgack to the Ponderosahe stood
there in his path on the walk, as soft and subtle as an early spring Havimmediately
accepted her offer to stay a few extra days as rest@undinstead of boarding the stagent a
quick letter home to the boys. He knew they could handle things. And what they couldn't, Hop
Sing would.
He knew the rented buggy was supposed to be returned at a certéirohour he di dn 61
expect i,f tihteywasnpatst come and confiscate it.
Why hadn't they married back in St. Louis, Anna Mas&ed following "how have you
been" and "what are you doing in town?" Ben answered with a grin that it must not have been in
the stars. Shkeadlaughed, a delightt| sound he hadnodét realized het
regrets. he man who ended up taking her off her father's vegetable ranch had done very wel
for himself He brought her to the cityamdh en he died | eft her | iving
neverbe happy out in the middle of nowkehich is what she calldds Ponderosa after he
told her about it. i A Sheslipped in@fquickl'dnre yoasrisha® s h e
they say?" and when he asked whabstieard she changed the subje8he got hinto laugh in
that way she always hachen she told him greatoriesandremindecdhim of simple timed like
the day shgot Benand young Adam to ride a pair of lanky mules her father oywugdout
telling them t hey 6.dHow shelaughedbwhenrihey botluleshaded up bretlieo r e
ground.
Theyod haduntdthagletter tatkedwhesdodr dampened thing3en scoffed
at the letter, saying no man had reason to be jealdus. But Anna Marie told him not to
scoffd this partcular old seafaring rat did not play gamé&ken she smiled and apologized,
remembering Ben had been on the sea as Wellaccepted her apologgy sayingh e 6 d known

quite afew seafaring rats himself.
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Heripped the letter into pieces and made her readsunr that neither she nor her
daughtemwerein any dangerAnna Marie and her daughter kept him until much too late in the
early a.m. telling him stories about the horr
But finally he told them he had get back and get ready for the stage taking him home in only a
few hours. She began to get on his nerves, too, the way she kept grabbing for her jacket, and he
remembered why they never worked together.

But nowsomeondollowed behind him as he walkdzbck to his hotelBenforced
himself to stay casual and easy. Theoalld come the moment when he could strike, like a
snake under deep grass coming up on pkenst he had to be sure there was threat inv@ved
this could be nothingnore tharcoincidental They were simply headed the same wHg felt
the bump of his gun against his hip, carge@nunder his dudedp dress jacket, and how
quickly he could retrieve it when necessaihe gun made him feédss duded up, more
comfortable.

"Hey."

Ben st@ped. That sounded like a boyoa like Little Joe before his voice started to
change He shook his headeeling more homesick for his boys than he realized.

"Spare some silver? Maybe a gold piece?"

Ben whirled around, the sound of the voice pathetetraot the leadiit threatening.He
saw no one'Comeout of the dark if you want to ask a favor.”

He forgotchess ruls until just the second befattee lead pipe came down on his head.

Joe walkedut on the front porch of the ranch house, yawaradi stretched, then huddled
deeper inside his coat against the cold Novemberagrimace that spoke of longing for

summer's retursettled into his boyish features. Those grimace ktelsed even deeper when
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he realized his brothers started choreheut him again. The shovel leaned against the outside
wall of the closed barn.
Joe groaned, his face twisted in disgust. Why did he always have to be the last one up?
He grabbed the shovel and walked inside where Adam and Hoss were pitching hay.
"Well, hello, younger brother,” Adam called fraire upperloft. Hetossechay down to
Hoss, who by his size could move more hay than Adam but not as quickly, which meant they had
found a good rhythm together. "l see you've found your chore for the day."
"Yeah, lut you wait, Adam. I'm gonna get me a rooster to sleep undéechgnd be up
way before either of yal
"Oh-ho, what an idea," Hoss laugd. "We'll have the only cock to sleep in til noon."
Joe mocked a sick laugh at Hoss and walked to the first stadit tWWPa gets home,
Adam, he'll make sure the chores are divided up fair."
"l know how Pa feels about late sleepers, Jo& v e b e en lailovlangemgthanvi t h  hi
you.
Hossput his pitchfork down and stepped back witha d den t hougtay. " Say,
the 15th of November®houldn't Pa have been back yesterday already?"
Adam looked up, squintings though trying to read the clously through the barn roof.
"Yeah, | seem to remember him expecting to be back yesterday at theAatest. t hat 0 s
including the delay he sent us about a few days'ago.
"Think somethirs happened to him?"
They watched Joe's face wrinkle as he scooped up a pile of horse droppings.
"l doubt it, Hoss. Pa knows what would happen if he gets caught in a snovestdis

way ba k . H e 8 Adbam forled downrarother pitE hay.
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Hoss shugged and werttack to pitching the hay into the horses' feeders. Adam kept
Hoss and Joe from wortyecause he did enough for the three of them. As the eldest Adam
inheritedthe worryingresponsibility even though Hoss with his sigeemed better able to bear
the burden.Hoss took his time to worry about somathbut when he worried, he worried with
gusto, gpassion that could be frightenindoe,at 15, waited until his brothers tdhiim to worry
and then got angry to find out theydd been
This time, Joe decidetiat he couldvorry just as well on his own, without someone
telling him that something could be wrong. He wanted Pa home yesterday already.

**k *

Becky Alcott, face flushed from running, slammed the door. "Matry!"

Anna Marie had been packing boxes of china, part of her marital legacy that brought her

W o

a good price for another weeko6és worth of food

"Now what?" She kept packing and didndot | ook

"Your friend, Ben Cartwright, heds been

"Amnesia." Anna Marie slowly stood, grimacing at the ache in her knees. "Where is he
now?"

" The do iting torsonseone @ come forward and identify him so he can be sent
home." Becky collapsed on the bed, her massivadraiembling as shgasgdfor breath. "You
gonna do it?"

"Howdéd he get hurt?"

"Someone jumped hiptobbed him, left him for deadviust have happened that night

you kept him here so late.

hu
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"Hmmmph." Anna Marie studielder precious china sotd buy hem another week of
living. If Benédés | ost his memoryé. "Becky, | donot
got a better idea."

The following eveningndstill no word from Ben Hop Sing served Hoss and Adam
theirafter s upper brandy i n silence. He had nagged a
whereabouts until finallyAdam told him to leave it aloneéBen could take care of hinm&eHoss
took Joe up on a game of checkers and Adam got out his book of sonnets, but after a few minutes
put the book backaln and starethto the fire.

A sudden angry, bitering wind whistled around the house. Hoss looked up, shivering.

"Sure don't lile the sound of thatAnything stranded out #re wouldn't have much chance
| a sthrough&the night."

Adam got up suddenly and grabbed the iron poksr.stood lost in thought a moment
and jammed the pokerto the burning log embers, sending sparkshepchimney and into the
room.

"Hey, easy Adam," Joe brushathis shirt. "You want to burn this house down?"

Adam put the poker dowriPa'sfine, you hear?Now let's notalk about it"

Hoss held up a hand. "I ai oldwmedtsezlgck 8 g a wor
steady ticknade time quicken more than any of them liked. "What dartiee mail?"

"Nothing from Peaor | would have told you alreadyAdam picked up a stack afail that
heodd Ii"fhese are abldressed to him, but maybe they shibuldit.” He opened the top
one.

"Sure Adam, go ahead and take over, just as if Pa was already dead and buried."
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Adam leaped across the room and pulled Joe out of his chair by the shirt. "Don't do it,
Joe," he said with gritted teeth into Joe's mockingngoface. "Don't rile me to the point of
losing my temper, not now. You're just a boy, but I'm more than wiltirfgrget that'

"Any time, older brother, any time," Joe said, spreading his arms wide.

Adampushed Joe back down in his chair, knocking teckers to the floor.

Joe scrambled up at him but Hoss grabbed Joe's arm and flung him back.

"l dont think either of you mean to gralb each other right now. We're all a little
unsettled so let it ggjou hear?" Hoss watchédlam whostared without rgmonse at the letters
in his hand. "Adam, I'm sorry for what | saidbef e . About s omathere”" not sur

"We can't go out and look for him tonight, Hoss. But we will first thing tomorrow."

"Well, heck, | knowthat," Hoss admittedAndwe allage e d t hi thatheeauld i n 6
be back today yet without us being worried over him. So, what's it say in them letters?"

Adam had the first envelope open and pulled out a letter. "Got a woman's handwriting."
He started to read, mutieg to himself. Hossead over his shodkr and had to jump baekhen
Adam jerked uprightthrowing hisarmsug. | dondét believe this!"

Joegrabbed the letter away. He waited a second for Adam to grab it back but Adam was
too stunned to move. Jganced over it, looking fahe fun parts. "Adam, it says here that this
Becky Alcott is...Pa's daughter?"

"Hey, | didn't get to that part.” Hoss tried to grab the letter from Joddmidashed away

"And Hoss, it says how she's 5 foot 10 and weighs over 300 pounds. Sounds'tike she
your twin!" He laughed and ran behind the desk, waving the letter at Hoss.

"Dadburnit, Joe, that there nothing to laugh at.” Hoss refusidpursue his brother for
onceand held out his hand for the lett@éoe's smile gradually faded las handed #letter to

Hoss. Hoss read, finding a word now and then that he sounded out aloud. "Adam, she's on her
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way here!" Hoss read again. "It says, leaving on Bt 1h ,  dnt..dA\gam,iwe gotisa
sister!"

"Give me the letter." Adam read it over again.ddiesn't say how she's our sister.” He put
the letter down. "l think she's a charlatan."

"Huh?" Hoss scratched his chitshe's in the theater?"

"An imposter, Hoss."

"Well, maybe she is, Adam, butwhatt s he ai n't ?herelb@lafter she' s ¢
anyae should be traveling to this area because her ma told her she has a Pa she never met. If she
was an imposter wouldrshe wait to travel in the spriig

"Something i1isndét right .,whetePswehtind wegetthis s f r o
before weget anythingfromPaAnd hed6s mi ssing.

ALate, 0o Joe reminded him.

Adam nodded ALate. O
"That és it, Adam! " J osashe pomietetde leiter.t'Paeae n hi s
into this gal in San Franciscoandsener on ahead. ShveetelPhdis™be abl e t

Hoss nodded, grinning. "Yup, sounds right to me."
"But why now? Could be she's in need of money."
Hoss wasn't being swavad, f wobmt Jekeés wpi gbDb
say we find her and bring her here. o
"All right, we'll welcome her in, as a guest. But we'll watch her closely, all of us." He
folded the letter. "I hope Pa gets here before she does. He's the only one who can be sure of this."
Joe looked up as another strong burst of wind whistled around the house. t'lhavon’
tonight, not either of them. | say we go to bed." He got up from his squatted position on the desk,

but Hoss stopped him.
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"What's in that other letter, Adam?"

This time the letter was brief andsgeo read."That bull Pa wanted. It's shown up a
weekearly in Carson Valley. If Pa doesn't see it by day after tomorrow..."

"It'll be gone? Joesaid, reading his facéDoggonit Adam, he really wanted a good look
at it, too."

"Well, there'll be other bullsThis is his only daughter." Adamaved both letrs at
them. "If Pa's not home first thing in the morning, weg'h me et t hi s tetheeg e Beck
of us."

ok

In a warehouse near the pier, the smell of fish permeating the air and infesting everything
it touched, a group of Chinamen stood aroupdome figure that had been gently laid on a
timeworn and uncleaned cdaBen stirred, blinking rapidly. Th€hinameraroundhim jumped
back a step. Ben picked his head off the harddmebitried to focus on his surroundirgefore
lying backdown again. Tie roomwas simple, darksweet smelling..lbt he coul dnodot t e
familiar. An odd feeling."Where...where am 1?"

"Is okay, Mr. Ben." One tall thin fellow, a relative of Hop Sing's called No. 1 Cousin,
stepped forward. "You lucky. Sentdoctorwhere we see you and claifilo one know your
name, until we comel see you, | know.You keep rest, you heal soon for traVel.

“' rememberébeing sent from the doctords.
safe until someone claimed me. You know méfe rubbed his temples as he sat up, feeling
betterthan he remembered feeling the day before, but still not how he got here, or why. Or even
who he was.

"You know me, see me only daysoagith new recipe from Hop Sinlo 1 cousin. Yu

think now"
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"Hop Sing?" Ben pressed the heel of his hands to his eyes. "No, sorry." He touched the
back of his head gingerlyGuess | got hit, or something. | suspect | should just take your word
forit." He saqiinted up at No. 1 Cousin, whosame he learned was Ling@p . AUnl ess yo
the one who did this to me. o
i | ndyou home Then you know. 0
Oneof Ling Paob6s friends g¢odndHhaideditto®én. cl ot h
"Thanks. How londhavel beenstuck here?"
"Must think of way to getgu home. Couldake time." Lingwaved his friends téollow
him toanother corner of the room where they could talk without Ben overhedroaunt on
Mr. Ben to help us semuur grandfather back to Chindow he not even know wheosvn home
is. You find me paper amaencil and get doctor, we think of plan to get him home. First write
letter to Hop Sing." After his Chinese friends dispersed he turned back to Ben. "You think hard?
Remember something?"
Ben studied hard on this questjiomtil he winced with in pain cauddy the stressNo,
no, | 6ve been trying. Not hi ng. Maybe i f | wer
off the cover, a light tarp blanket like seafarers used, @ity get to his feet
Ling pushed him back down. "You wait til we get durcio say you travel. | send letter to
Hop Sing back where you live. We make sure you get home." He almost asked Ben to return the
favorand gi ve them money f dutredizedsthagaskemghelpdBeher 6 s b
now would be like lighting feworks with water.
"Thanks." Benayback down. "Thehtought of wandering aimlessiyvgs me a
headache..." and he fell asleep.
Ling nodded at the others. "Hop Sing get boss back, but not quite like he expect. Then

Hop Sing can do favor for No. 1 Cousiile laughed. "This work out well for all of us."”
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*kk

Hop Sing shook his head and went back to cooking breakftasta discourse dfeated
words with the brothersAdam exchanged astjuieted fravn with Hoss. They all agreddPa
was missing. And in thetart of winter yet, with the snows in the ceache®f the ranch going
up to a foot, trails to and from Sacramento and other spots hard to keep passable. But they were
going to have to look for him.

Joe bounced down the stairs, rising an hour earlierjtishthe day before. "Pa back? |
thought | hearda-."

In an instant Adam leaped to the door and threw it open--"Pa

Filip, one of the Cartwrights' loggers who'd been with them about astead at the
door. A puny and shy man when he signed ughwlitem, he had gained in size due to better
muscle tone and good food but remained-spiitken. "Mr. Cartwright, if you please." He wasn't
yet out of his 20s but lines of worry had etched his face. If anyone were to ask, he would not
remember the last tinfee laughed.

"I'm sorry, Pa's not here." Adam looked out into the yard. "Come on in."

"Must see him, sir. Problems now, with the cutting.”

"Well, you'll have to talk to me. Awful early in the mornitggbe having problems.

"Wanted to wait until sun is upate yesterday, that new lad, he throw down his ax, tells
everyone they're not paid enough for this work. Says he's cold and hungry, says he does not like
sleeping in the sawmill at nights. None of us has minded, sir, until this one, he says we all
desere better money for winter work. Now none will lift an ax, or a saw, or haul one more log
until you pay more money."

Adam threw up his arms and turned away. He stood staring at the fire, hands on hips.
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"How come al | o,fFilipp"doss askeeh thé heavy sdemae.nou know
working the winterib et t er fidlelan si ttino

"I'll tell you why," Adam turned back. "Because they think they can, that's why. | told Pa
we were pushing our luck accepting this contract. | warned him that we were totirsgpidly
and better off waiting another year. But you know how he gets this figeao So he hires a
crew after just finishing up a contract and has to hire on new peloplenter, Hoss! You don't
hire on in winter. You've no loyalty built up. Vi@ways hire on the new people for the marking
ard bleeding of timber in late summeWhen we can hire them at all.

"Why do you suppose he did it then?"

l gnori ng Hos s tuseddpuhe Butchnan. "Léol, ehamks, I'll. ahhe
waved at the aias though shooing a pesky fl{'ll look into it."

"You stop that new kid, Mr. Cartwright. He needs stopping. | only want to go back
working."

After Filip left, Adam turned bacto Hoss "This melancholy Pa gets this time of
year...he needs to keep busyall. We're not always the best of company for him."

They watched Hop Sing put grits and biscuits on the table. Joe sat and started filling his
plate.

"l seem to recollect feeling Pa getting that way sometimes myself. He's lonely and he
broods, don't heabout why our nmdied.” Hossnd Adam filled their bowls and aséanding.

Joe shoveled food in his mouth until he noticed Adam and Hoss standing. With a grin
that dropped into embarrassment he grabbed a biscuit off the plate and staddngiun

"Doesrit do any good to wonder about Pa's moods now," Adam said, taking a quick swig
of coffee. "We've got some problems to settle. And we've got to look for Pa. Although whether

he's even left San Francisco we don't know."
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"Right. Let's settle what we gottéook around these parts for him, and then set out for
San Francisco.Moss said, figuring out loud how his older brother would want to do things.

"We got three problems and can take care of them in three different directions so we can
look for Pa at the saetime."

"Then when do we get to go to San Francisco?" Joe asked.

"We'll give ourselves two days and then meet back here to pack gear if we haven't found
him or heard any word. Then we ride to San Francisco." Adam frowned, rubbing his temples.
"Withanylwwc k, the big snows wil/| hold off another
| east he 0 sSowesearch haedeszwhereghe could be in the most tfouble.

"What problem do | get, Adam?" Joe asked with a mouthful of grits.

"Joe, how many tims..." Adam shook his head. "You werardsrested in the bull as Pa
Take the route east into Carson Valley to the Jacobs' ranch. There are enough stops on the way to
warm yourself. Check with everyone on the way about Pa, someone may have heard gémethin

"Will do, Adam!" Joe grabbed a sip of coffee and ran for the door.

"And Joe," Adam stopped his yowsgibrother. "You're almost grown now, | expect you
know how to take care of yourself."

Joe winked at them. "You bet. And I'll find Pa first." He grabhes hat, winter coat and
gloves and dashed outside.

"He misses Pderceand i s an x i,"doss said as the doorrslanthriedh 0

"We all are. I'm not happy about sending him off alone but it can't be helped. He just
better stay out of trouble. Sornmaes I think he has a hankering for it."

"Ah, he'll be fine. He's older today thaast week, ain't he? What you want me to do?"



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhardd8

"l was going to have you see the bull so Joe could stay here. | wanted to meet this so
called sister myself, but now..." heahed up to slap a hand on Hoss's shoulder. "I'll have to
trust you to be the one to meet her stage."

"Hey, don't you worry, Adam, I'll check her out good."

"Yeah, well, remember, we don't trust her story until we have proof. As far as we know,
Pa only hadhree wives."

"Right. Butour first concern is finding Pa." Hoss went for his coat.

"I think | can remember that. And Hoss, take only the most traveled rézabjte
Station If you see signs that might lead you off, get back on it as soon as possildenWeeed
you getting losttoo."

"Don't you worry none about me." Hoss opened the door. "Good luck with those
loggers."

"With any luck, that's where Pa is right now."

-

Jim rodeby the Cartwright ranch later that morning with the rfrain Genoa, as
unreliable andinpredictable as everhe Cartwrights knew he only came in good weathet, an
this day had come up bright and clear and a little warmer than the day before. He rode into the
yard and hooted and Hop Sing came running out.

"Hiya, shortie! Whee's everybody?"

"All gone. Only Hop Sing here. Youimg mail, maybe news good?"

"Well, if that's what you're hoping for, then that's what I'm hoping | brung ya. Even got

one for you here." He handed them down. "Got any of those great biscuits left?"
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"Yes, wait here!" Hop Sing ran back inside. Those boys had been so worried this
morningthatthey left too much food behindde would beone very fat servant by the time
anyone got back. He ran back out withumtied clothbundle packed for Jim.

"Hey, that'smighty fine of you, Hop Sing. Gotta run now." With a biscuit in his mouth
and a congenial wave he rode off.

Hop Sing dashed back into the house, feeling the chill settle in through his canvas shirt.
He opened first the | e tntweiting, hopirgthisbne wouldendigsni z e d
worry, and sure enough, Ben wrote to say that he was staying with a friend for a few days and
not to worry abouhis return.He al so said he didndot expect to
on the sunny side of ti&ierras all winter.

With a relieved smile Hop Sing opened the letter addressed to him. 'Found Mr. Ben
Cartwright, he injured, hurt in head, does not know himself or your honorable cousin. Will send
this letter when doctor say okay to sendnlecso you wilfind him in Eagle Statioby the time
this letter come. He not be upset, doctor say, so when you find him, not upset him in any way.
He will know himself someday, doctor say, but not be forced. So whatever he say to you, you
must agre. Agree? Doctor ridg to Eagle Statiowith him, so have for him one hundred in
Ponderosa dollarNo. 1 Cousin.’

Hop Sing read the letter again. The relief he felt a Brdrbefore disappeared briefht
least No. 1 Cousin took care of Mr. Ben, and he was still coming.Hdatenot to know
himself? And now the boys were out looking for him, and Hop Sing did not knovichtsi
t hem he 6s. HapdSimg deadadndite logically that beuld not worry about the sons.

He hadto get the house all closed up for aiple das while he went to Eagle Statitmwait for

Ben's stagé come in.

*k%k
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Hoss made his ride ®agle Stationn time for his noorfeed but only because he let his
horse run a little more than usual. The horse was anfootise activity though, and Hes
di dn 6t wduldgur mire anyThe town looked smaller with the coveringleftoversnow
from the mountaincleared off the streets by being pushed drtis climbing up the flagpole in
the middle of the town square.
At least he could have a oo meal. Adam didn't give them much chance for breakfast.
Hoss 6s wo rwowdn'taldoRa mtich gbad if his soallapsed from lack of strength,
which he was likely to do if he missed a m@dde Mormon Tendeserved one of the heartiest
meals he evehad, as long as he ordered enough.
"Hello, Hoss," said Isabella, the lovely little Mexican gal a long way from home. "You
here to meet the stage today? East or west?"
"West today, Isabel. Come in yet?"
"One came in latgesterday, maybe another age n today, ye®'
"Hopefully what | want came in already.
AWhatcha | ooking for, Hoss?0
AAh, 06 Hoss scrambled for something, not wa
concern about their missing Bastart any crazy rumors about a Cartwright sister thattmigth
be ALost one of our mul es, t Ifayuyguhain'teenadPg b e i t
get off the stage of | ate, have you?o0
"No, Hoss. Say, is your Pa missitig
"No, no, just wondered why t 6 s hitn borkgerirHosspointed to the bill ofdre.
AWhy dondét you bring me some of this here ste
her back with the quadsyahappentdeea ladgettingaoifot hol d i

yesterday's stage?"
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Isabella made a face. "A very loud one. You waetto aim you to her?"
"No,notyet,lgot a power f ultodothis aftarhoondoéford | bea kn fon 6
the night." Hoss knew that if Pa was on that stage, he'd rent himself a horse to ride home on and
everything would be okay. Problem was ifveas caught out there somewhere needing help.
"She can wait til | can see her tonight.”
"You got it, big fella," she poked him in the ribs as she headed for the kitchen.
"Say, Isabel," Hoss called after her. "How's Bandito?"
"Oh, still ailing, you know himOne day he's up and the next day he's down and
complaining all over again."
"I'll take a looksoon as it's too dark to hunt the trail§, i  gobadantern.”
"That | do, Hoss, thanks." Isabella giggled and disappeared into the back.
"Ornery olemule,"Hossmunched on the corn chips she put in front of tHi®.had, to
his regret, a clear view of treomanwho walked in and cleared her throat. She ste@t her
hands on her oversized hips, makihgssf e e | he woul dndét be quite so
"Well, where is that little domestic when you need her," she mutteckef iner breath.
"Dreadful food last night and now she makes me wait." After tapping her foot, she wheeled
around and left.
After a moment | sabel | ahesgeneked out . Hos s
"Oh, lucky stars. That one's business even | do not care to have. | hope she is not the one
you wish to see, Hoss! | only wish she would go backreskbe came fropand pronto!" She
disappeared again.
Hoss looked back at the doamdfrowned Nah, coul dn't be. Joeds no

for being right on this one.

*k%k
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Joe stopped along the way, checking every track as far as he could. Once the tracks led
deeper ito thewoods and out of the wind, hewdd see that henly trackedmule deer or wdl
At the first shack he found he stopped to ask for coffee and a share of warming fire. He was
hungry as well, but he didn't impose on the miner who seemed not quite well fed himself. The
miner welcomed him heartily and had a great many stories toueknew nothing "about no
Ben Cartwright, nor any man too rith bother with mining." When the minseemed about out
of stories Joe excused himself to get back on his tracking, knowing he spent more time than he
shouldhaveand still needed to find a @a to gefed.

The more Joe rode, the more he furabdut whatooked like a merry goose chase. What
would Pa be doing out this way anyhoi@ figured hey should have just gone on to San
Francisco from the startde decided to take a quick look at thdl bask for some bisgts or
whatever they can spaaad tell Adam just what their next move should be.

Adam doesn't always know what's best, even if he thinks he does.

Adam found himself with his share of even less Iu€keloggers had huddled ingdhe
sawmill and weren't budging. éHtried promising them better winter wages than what they
could make on the drive, but then young Whittleby got to his feet and announced their demands.

"Mr. Cartwright, you speak fine words even withgour pa backig you up. But what
wewant is simply this. A new, warmer bunkhouse and our ownitivaook, along with wages
double the usual summer pay."

Adam foughtto keep his temper. The job would be finished in less than a month if they
kept working. A livein cook?He thought they enjoyed cooking their own hot meals from the
supplies that were always kept well stocked. He supposedutegpay one of them more to act

as honorary cookut.... And thigmill buildingwas insulated for the purpose of housing workers.
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If their pay was doubledlong with gettinghelterandfood t he j ob woul dndot be
finishing.

He rubbed his tempt. "You'll have to forgive mel'm a little distracted this morning.

My father is not back from San Francisco as planned. WhittlebydehYy you and | sit and talk
out these demands in private?"

The men got to their feet grumbling, except for Filip who jumped up, anxious to get back
to work.

One of the older men pulled Adam aside. "l reckon you go and find your pa to handle
this. He hirel that scalawag and only your pa can put him right again. He claims your pa made
him bull of the woods."

"Well, Jed, Pa isn't here rightwo | am." Adam ran his hand over his mouth and took a
breath to calm down. "So he's going to have to listen to mé.yAu know as well as | that Pa
wouldn't give a new matiat responsibility.”

After the merhad goneAdam turned bacto the troublemakei'What are you doing
here, huh?"

Whittleby, looking more boy than man, did not shrink under Adam's anger butgteppe
toward him. "Someone who knows his worth, is all. | come from back east where we would
never be expected to live in quarters such as this, or work for wages like you're paying, or eat the
slop we get. It's downright inhuman."

"You may think so, but whdon't you check a miner's camp sometime? Go see people
who have nothing to do all winter, and have to forage under the snow for food. We give people
work in the winter and we feed thérwithout it they'd have nothing uhspring. This is the
West, boy.You crossed the line after you left St. LouBut here you have to be strong enough

to live with what you can get and work hard for more. Boston is quite a few miles back.” Adam
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rubbed his hands together, anger letting up some as Whittleby seemeustenegl. "l sgnt
three years back eagpbing to college, and then | came home because of the clathéng
working hard to build the \&st. That's wét other men are doinfpoking for opportunities, but
every one of them wilbnly find it if they work forit." He sat on one of the bunks, gazing hard at
the boy. "I don't know why they listeo you."

"Because your pa put me in charge. He's the one | should be listening to, not you."

"Well, you will listen to me because | am in charge when Pa is not Tiegd?onderosasi
prepared to offer these man additional 10% wage, and an additional 20% in food supply. Now
you can go off to your friends and you can tell thehat a great negotiator you afend you
can get the fool notion out of your head that yontuk of the woods! dondt beli eve
appoint anyone so new at this kind of jolbbe riding along with you to appoint a foreman."

Whittleby didn't move. "I doh'care what you want to beliewe what you're trying to
offer instead of your Pa. Bmen are listening to me. And your offer is not good enough.” His
stubborn face jutted out of his fur lined coat, making him look like an arrogant cock.

Adam stood. "You set great store by yourself, don't you, boy."

"l know my worth."

"Not anymore. Youg fired."

"You can't fire me."

"l want you off Ponderosa property right now." Adam'’s fists clenched at his side.

"Only Ben Cartwright who hired me can fire me."

Adam lashed out, delivering a clean punch across Whittleby's jaw that knocked him
direct to thefloor. Whittleby writhed for a minute,dwling, before finally sitting up and rubbing
his jaw "l said off the Ponderosa. I'm going to make sure the loggers are given a proper foreman,

someone with something more than beans for brains. You better be/igené gt back."

P
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Adam made the announcement to the loggers after drawing them all together in the snow
under a natural breakfall of trees. He got no murmur of protest out of any of them that he had
returned without their negotiator. Some even seemedeelidde stuck to his intent of 10%
wage and 20% food and then named the one who had been with them the longest, Jed, as bull of
the woods, adding that it was a temporary situation until Pa got back to either confirm the move
or make his own changes. Butaither case, Adam assured them, Pa will approve the firing of
Whittleby.

Jed accompanied Adam back to the sawmill to make sure Whittleby was gone, but he was
so talkative as they went that their progress was slowedle3edibed with enthusiastine icy
track down the mountain that took the logs to the river pretty as you please, the first log of the
day busting through the night's ice and not giving the river the chance to freeze up again until
after they quit for the day, the icy river holding the lagplace until the spring thawled went
on and on about how things changed after Whittleby arrived but Adam only barely listened. His
first impression as they reached the salvwas that Whittleby must have left.

But as he opened the door to let Jetaergot a sudden terrible uneasy quivering in his
gut. When Jed stopped dead Adam had to pull up short behind himadindraund. Whittleby
lay on the floor, his blood a congealed pool beneath him.

Adam bent overtte body. "Dead all righit

"You left himself yourself a little more than an hour ago,” Jed remarked. "Enough time
for a body to chill."

"So it was done right after | left him. Odd | didn't hear a shot.” He had been so distracted

thinking about Pa that any noise might have sounded like natulagriimg.
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"Real odd," Jed pulled Adam's gun and hekteady on him. "Sorry, son, | hate to do
this, you know [ like your pa and all you boys. But it seems to onenere the last to see the kid
and so you should be the one held for his murder."
Adam lookel up at the ceiling and grimaced, his anmmsig away from his sides. If there
was one thing he didn't need today.... "All righatyé Sheriff Coffee brought heamd let's get
this done." When Jed paused, Adam kicked a chair over and sat down.
"Well, getsome rope and get moving, | don't have time for your sympathy."
Hop Sing rodento Eagle Statiomt three minutes before 3:0@aving hitched two draft
horses to the buckboard instead of his usual lmnieimitable hurryup fashion he ché&ed the
boarding house buto Mr. Cartwrighthadchecked in yetHe knew the stagapproackdabout
midaf t ernoon wwhdtittvds.®t 6 s Cabowri ght hadndét been
knew. Eagle Station residents knew all the Cartwrights well.
Hop Singsat on the buckboard and huddled down inside his coat. Perhaps someone from
one of the saloons or the restaurant would see him shivering aharasiside. But they never
dd I f Mr . Car t whestggh comimgarsewadlt have o find some lyao bed
down in for the night. He did not socializeaugh in Eagle Station himself to get to know who
might want or need son@hinese hel if he did, he could ask for a room in exchange for work.
Still, he didndt have muyhshofteholdinohewdsaartn ab o
of the family® more thanusttheir servant.But now, with his birthdayonly a few days awayo
one was around to help him mark the day with the proper somberness and ceremony. All of a
sudden too many problems. They cogtdweeks without having any problems, and then all of a
sudden they would have too many.

Hop Sing called it por planning. He wouldiever make too many cakes in one day.
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Mr. Cartwright was coming home without knowihgmself Hop Sing tried to picture a
man alwayssomucini control acting |i ke a frightened
his mind. He saw thetage coming before he heard it because the stumsred roads kephe
stage at a slogad, quiet pace. He heard the rattle of the chthas heldthe horses to the wagon
tongue but the sound of hoof beats the ground was muffled. Hop Sing hoped short
Chinese prayer to the heavens to find Mr. Ben today

A gentleman, distinguished enough but younger and dark haired, got off theHstage
turned and offered his assistance to a fineh@ded woman, perhaps his wife, as she gingerly
stepped ito the snow. They both stood a moment, hands up, to help another off the stage, a
white-haired man. He was trembling, disoriented.

"Mr. Cartlight!" Hop Sing slapped the reins and the hsisged the buckboard forward.
"l no sleep in hay!"

The man and woman looked up as Hop Sing approached. They both smiled, relieved.
"You must be Hop Sing," the man said. He shook Hop Sing's hand warmly. "lng €did
you'd meet us. I'm Dr. Walgrove and this is my wife Marianne.”

"Lin Chingd ah, No. 1 Cousin." Hop Sing hadn't used Cousin's family namelongo
"I am most gratefuyou bringhim back, take good care. Notlble? He be all light?" He handed
an erwvelope to Dr. Walgrove.

After a peek inside the envelope the doctor tucked it in his jacket. "No, he was no trouble,
except for some nasty headaches and being unhappy at not rememhéegngnother week of
rest he should be fine physically, althougluggest you have a local doctor take a look at him
after he gets settled in to make sure he's adjusting all right.”

"Him still not know self?" Hop Sing watched his boss carefully. Ben glanced at Hop Sing

and then surveyed his surralings as thougn a bdd and exciting new land.
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"Nothing's come back yet and there's no telling when it will, I'm afraid. Hopefully back
here where he lives his life will gradually start to replay itsaifim." Dr. Walgrove watched
Hop Sing accephe bagsrom the coach dvier and loadhem on the buckboard. "But for a week
or so, let himstay in the main house with yomtil he recovers his full strengtiefore you put
him backto work."

Dr. Walgrove and Marianne shook Ben's hands and wished him well, and Hop Sing
helped hin up into the wagon seat. Hearlyhoppedup into the seat wén sudden shock
stopped him. " Mrlethinda catyo ri™m Ymau nsvetk®Péu s e éunt i | he

"You know, keep him in the main house for a week before sticking him back in the
bunkhouse. Put hinotwork gradually. He's not a young man, you know. Now, if you have any
more questions, would you kindly direct them to us in the cafe yonder? We're famished."”

"But," Hop Sing whispered, "Mr. Cartlight is owner of ranch, not worker."

"Oh! Well, my good mari,Dr. Walgrove pulled Hop Sing aside for another quiet
conversation. "If that's truly the case, and | have no reason to doubt it, I'd be careful how | break
that news to him. The shock of so much responsibility could be hard on him, after being
convinced B works for you.Not sure why someone would give him that impression;{ut

"How he hurt?"

"A bad blow to the head, but no one witnessed it. In fact, there was quite a bit of
underground work getting him here. Your cousin is a brave man. And a catsidee."

Hop Sing got up in the wagon next to his bd3snsiderate? No. 1 Cousin kn&fwv.
Cartwrightwastheboss of the ranch. He did this deliberately. Hop Sing almost laughed outloud.
A birthday present! But not a very funny trickow here he sits \h his bossand yet, not his

boss. This was someone without strength in his eesurage in his carriage. Hop Sing was
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surprised a man could lose so much forggthimself He sl apped the hor seo:s
rode out of town. "Mr. Cart...Ben feelirggpod?"

At first he thought Ben wasn't going to answer.

Ben sighed and looked at Hop Sing. "I'm sorry thatsknmuch trouble. This is really
kind of you."

"You notlouble, Mr. Ben. Just glad to see you all light."

"This is fine country, isn't itTo betruthful, I'm glad to be out of San Francisco. I'm very
grateful for yur friend's help, but that city' he looked away and rubbed his temple, a gesture
Hop Sing recognized from whenever his boss waset or disturbed, but ngust looked like he
had aheadache. "Something bad happened there, | know that much. | wasn't thrown from my
horse as thdoctor said. And yet, what..." éighed. "It's a real bother, nobrembering. Buin
this clean, invigorating air, surrounded by all these tall trees...dahybu call them?"

"These trees Ponderosa pine." Hop Sing watched Ben's face

"Ponderosa. Good, strong trees. Why, fwere, if this is where |1 livd should be right as
rain in no time, once you put me B&ao work. What kind of work dddo for you, agway?"

Hop Sing stammeredpot prepared for this. No. 1 Cousin hihtat it, Dr. Walgrove stated
it and yet Hop Sing didn't know how to handleNtow it seemed Ben did not even know he has
three sos. "You cook and clean house...for me."

"Realy?" Ben fownedand Hop Sing tensed. Big trouble ahead when Ben realized the
truth. But for now Hop Sing knew nothing else to do. "That doesn't sound hard. The doctor made
it sound like I couldn't work for a week or more, but to tell you the truth I'm so hungtynogy
| could fix us a 12 course meal."

Hop Singchuckled inwardlyThat he would like to seeNot ea just see.
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"Oh, sayé" Ben hit his head and reached in
remember, | guess. A note here that the fine Chinesavf@tho knows you told me to give
you.0 He <c¢ | ut c h e dre amd bsimstomeathls naggiregihead anripyance is really
getting on my nerves."

Hop Sing nodded. Mr. Ben would be all right. Even novstiaetedto cusdike his old
self. He handed thesins to Ben so that he could read the note from No. 1 Cousin. "Hop Sing.
Must have your Hp as soon as you can. Send®D in a note to San Francisco bank in my
name. Must get Grandfather back to old country or he will be killed. Think of this as good
exchange. If not for your honorable cousin, Ben would remain in orphanage until he die." Hop
Sing folded the note baalp. Now he saw the real reason No. 1 Cousin told Ben that he only
workedon t he ranch. He didnot ren@ngbdr drMop BSnaoagod
which was wors@ having to come up with that much in gold and silver, being boss of the
Ponderosa, or having his birthday forgotten.

But he knew one thing for suyehewould never forgethis birthday.

Hossrode back intdEagle Station He hadfollowed every possible trail for miles, even
climbedpartway up the steep mountain trail that led back to their ranch as far as hisodaise c
go, and founahothing but aimal tracks. @ce leaving town and the main trail, there were no
human sigs at all.

He poked his head in the door of the Mormon Tender where Isabesdizd he table for
a fine looking new couple in town. The stage was in. Hope climbed up into his chest from his
gut. "Isabdl!" He brused at the snow that clung his reavyflannel coat as she waddleder
to him with a load of dirty platefier newest pregnancy starting to shtiid ya see that stage

that came in from the west?"
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"Sorry, no, Hoss, | was busy hiding. These folks, they were on it, and now they're waiting
for the next stage to go back."

"Is that right?" As he walked up to their table he guhis best respectfamile. "Excuse
me f or Hutryauredahe emaiing, ain't ya? Would ya mind if | ask a question?" He paused
as they stared up at him dumbfound®&dy name is Hoss Cartwright, and I'm looking for my Pa.
Was he on your stage?"

"Ah, see that, dear? There is another one of them. That Chinaman may have been telling
the truth after all. It'll come as a shock, but maybe it's just the-thihg

Hoss smiledsourly as he dropped a heavy hand on the man's shoulder. "Soiriaablu
me a very long andold day riding out there. | don't want to play no guesgames." His grip
tightened on the man's shoulder.

"Now see here, you could just drop this meagengiteat a threat, my good man."

Suddenly embarrassed, Hoss loosened his grip. "As a matter of fact, we brought a man who's
called Ben Cartwright back from San Francisco."

Hoss grabbed a chair and sat down with a thud next to Dr. Walgrove. "You brought my
Paback? Is he all right? Who are you anyhow?"

"I'm the doctor who tendegbur Pa. Seems he suffered a blow to the head, and-tiow

Hoss jumped to his feet. "But heds al/l roi

"Sure, he's fine, but he."

"Excuse mel| got to take care of soent handl gotta head on home to see Pa!" Hoss
shook the doctor's hand a little too roughly. He dropped the hand with a sheepish grin and wiped
his hand on his pants. "Thanks a heap, doctor, | really do thank you!"

Isabella stopped Hoss from dashing thé door. "What about that lady you were waiting

for?"
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"1 ' m hhatavayinowolf it ain't her, and | hope it ain't, then the boarding house can
put her up when she does get here. I'll send Pa back for her myself. Oh, and I'll check out
Bandito for youquick before | leave, too."
"Don't fret about Bandito, he'll be fine. If you need to check on your pa, then go."
"Thanks, Isabel.”
Outside the boarding house he stopped. That big lady stood as though waiting for him.
When she saw him she forced a smilesgiforcecone back. She had a face that could wither
stone fence. But then, he was hardly one to talk.
"Eveningma’am.Bi of a col d routperetallatome."be st andi nod
"Are you Mr. Cartwright? The one I'm expecting?"
Hoss gulped. This bigladywas hi s si ster? He aindt gonna
Joe rode into the yard, not as fast as his desire because of theksmted up his horse
and glanced in the barn. "Adam? Hoss?" He did
later than me, you gave yourselves the best jobs, sticking me with the 'let's get the kid out of the
way' stuff. Well, 1 0m heading out to San Fran
Bull wasndét even worth it, either.
He stomped his boots off on the front porch and brushed at the §ngingto him from
the overhang trees on the trail. He threw the door open. "Hop Sing! Pack me some food, I'm
going--."
And found himself staring into the barrel of a rifle, pointed at him by his'Pa, you're
home! What--."
"You can'tjustcome bargg in Hop Sing's house, young fella. Now | suggest you just

turntail out of here and come back in proper if you have business with the mister."
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"But Pa, it's me, it's Joe. Little Jakseph."

Ben grimacedbut the rifle never wavered.

Joe backed up agest the door."Hop Sing!"

"Don't think you can lie your way out of this, trying to butter me up with some silly
affectionate nonsense. | don't know what | was to you, but | hardly think we were close enough
for you to callme Pa. All | am is the coolAndif | had a son he'd have more manners than you."

"But Pa...."

Hop Sing came down the staidsessed up in one of Jogsod dinner jackets. "Mr. Joe,
good you back. You know rules of house. We knock when we have business. Please to take your
bunk in bukhouse. I call for you."

Joestared at this utterly nonsensical servant. "What's going on here?"

The Chinamen grabbed Joe's arm to shush him and guided him out the front door. Over
his shoulder he called back to Ben. "Please to put rifle away, this yoengeanade to listen
now." He took Joe outside and shut the door.

Joe jerked away and wheeled on Hop Sing. "All right, what's going on? Why did Pa pull
a gun on me and why are you acting so crazy!?" But Hop Sing pushed Joe further away from the
house andakknew it was useless to struggldop Singwasstronger than he looked. He
walked to the barn where Hop Sing herded him before turning back again. "Come on, Hop Sing,
cut it out and tell me! What's going on? You gone loco and holding Pa for ransom?"

Hop Sing looked up into the sky witha few quick and choice Chinese words, to the effect
that herehe was almost familyglmost his birthday and now he's being treated like it was all his
fault. At least that was a close as Joe could figure.

"In English, HopSing."
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"Mr. Cartlight suffer blow to head. Not know who he is now. Was told by No. 1 Cousin
that | owner of Ponderosa."

"No. 1 Cousin said that?"

"He joke, or give me birthday plesent,smmeting. But not upset with trythe get
memory back, everythg be normal. Does not even know about sdrsde frames.

"Doesn't know about us? Oh, that's silly, Hop Sing, that's...." Joe sank down on the bench
alongsidehe barn. He felt about ready to dmwt straightened hishoulders and cleared his
throat. 'Well, we'll just have to tell him about having sons, that's all." He got to his feet, but Hop
Sing pushed him back down.

"We tell nothing."

"Oh, right, youlike being Mr. Boss, don't you? Sitting real high and cozy in the saddle
now, right? Hop Sing, youan't keep letting my Pa be your servant, you just can't!"

Hop Sing's eyes narrowed at Joe. Muttgninder his breath, he walkbdck to the
house.

Joe jumped up after him. "Hop Sing, wait! I'm sorkysten, | know you're doing what's
right for Pa. And Bam happy to see he's all right.” He lookedtk at the house. "Physically,
anyway. But how long do we have to keep this up? Why can't we just tell him?"

"Doctor say shock of being boss, being father, and not remamghszitoo much. He
must slowly rememér or lose all. For now you pretend.”

Joe thought this over hard, but other alternativesame to him. "We'll see what Adam
and Hoss have to say about this.”

"They say no more thayou." He opened the front doand turned back to Joe standing
alone ouin the cold. "You wish to come in, you knock. The bunk house, you be warm enough in

there." The door closed with a soft thud behind him.
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Adam sat in the sawill with his hands tied behind him, the dead body on the floor over
his left shoulder. He putis head back against the post and closed his eyes. How did things get
this bad? Someone had it in for this fellow and waited for Adam to have it out with him.
Brilliant. He never sawt coming.With this many men together during a desperate time of year,
and nearly half of them strangers, bizarre things happen.
If Pa were here, Whittleby would have just taken the firing and left. He maybe still would
have ended up murdered, but not here, not where it looked like Adam was the only ddspect.
couldn't askhe loggers if anyone had been missing for that haingatied up thisvay, but
once Roy gets herthat qustionwill be the first heells Roy to ask Hardest part was not
knowingwhat happened tBa, and now being helpless to do anything about it.
Hecoul dndét end higstlhiumhg wipi ;sassway mugettriem . J
Adamcounréddon Roy knowi ng h eexcdptimseidetense.lOnce Royany on
examinedll the facts, he'll see thaf.d a m s i g h e who had tHeendobt Imotigége most
opportunityand was the last known person to see Whittleby alive. Even Roy would be no good
agains a lynching jury that findsaméans gui It i n thos.e kinds of «ci:
He didndét see himself capabl eehalepuilledan hi s
trigger and not remember?
He heard the low din of an angry group of men. The loggers were coming back, sounding
too much like a lynch mob ready to try, condemn and hang without any more proof than the dead
body on the floor. His throat fesuddenly dry and hot.

Jed had to get back in time with Roy.

*k%k
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"Why didn't you think to bring more than one blanket?" Becky huddled her large body
under Hoss's bedroll as she sat astride the horse he had rented for her. He hadn't brought the
buckboard bcause he had mistakenly believed he could rent a buggy in town. None were being
rented out now until spring.
"Sorry, Miss Becky. You got to realize, like | says, that we been so concerned about Pa
and with your letter ta i us®y surprise-."
"Yes, yes, she waved impatiently at him. "Well, hadn't we ought to move a little faster?
Looks like it could snow."
"Bel i eve mefastas!Ican,”bass looked skyward. Ever since meeting up
with this secalled 'sister’ yesterday he'd known nothing bigfgHe had to spend the night in
the boarding house with herbecassk e ref used to travel in the d:
that, of courseAlthoughhek new t he hill s and trails well enc
strange horseShe kept hn up so late that he actually fell asleep a couple times dalkbd
which didn't improve her temperament any.
Pa was one subject he and Becky had yet to broach. He wonderedeidlsted Pa was
back home. If Hoss trusted his thinkjriger seeing Behome could be enough to get some real
truthoutofher,. Tat 6s t he way dAcdbamhwbelrdbyhsokprise. Sc
tell her that i f she wasnodot his sister, Ben w
Instead he asked her about her past, and how she wa sbagBen Cartwright was her
Pa. She showed him the papers she brought along for Pa, with names and dates and such, and it
all seemed etty straightforward
Hoss didndét | inger on the thought that she
long. Even with the threat of snow hanging over them and Becky talking nonstop about her

amazingly bland childhood, the ride home was a pleasure to Hoss because he didn't have the
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worry he had when he rode out yesterday morning. He looked forward to hieaisngories
about his latest trip to the big city. Something really important must have happened to keep him
away so long. And then thehee 6 d  sthetfbdng onehé heatHoss especially looked
forward to seeing his ga make sure with his own eydsat he was all right.

The horses trotted into the yard and Hoss jumped off. "Pa!" he yelled. He helped Becky
down and tied the horses up. Joe ambled out of the bunkhouse chewing on a sandwich.

"Hi, big brother.”

"Hi, Joe. Hey, ain't it good news? Pa'sdkals Adam back yet? Hey, how come you
were in the bunkhouse?"

Joe shrugged. "Change of scenery. Got tired of my room."

"Hah! Sure you did."

"Don't know where Adam is, haven't seen him since | got back yesterday."

"Huh. Get Pa back, lose Adam. Pa okay?"

"Oh, sure. Hey, you gonna introduce me?"

Beckymoved up fronbehind Hoss with her arms folded across her chest. "I am getting a
little chilled."

"Uh, Joe, this is Becky and | gotta get her inside to introduce her to Ba. Yoo?hi n 6

Joe bowed elldgmda Itya t MieW Ponder osa, miss. 0
centered on Hoss.

Hossgui ded Becky toward t h elosstotdber Pac&8tebomdi dn ot
but she didndét say much afterward either.

Joe ambled behind, not able to remove the grimfings face."Don't think so, Hoss.

Don't think you should, either."
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" Oh, g u jJoe. Stay therd ifryadwant, but you'll miss the look on Pa's face when he
gets introduced to Becky here as his daughter.”

Joe chuckled. "Utnuh." He sat back on the l#mand watched as Hoss and Becky
walked into the house without knocking.

After a few minutes the door opened and Hoss flew backotiby his own desigrand
rolled in the snow like an oversized horseshoe way short of the peg. Joe laughed out loud,
holding his gut and whooping at Hoss as he kaelt wiped the snow off his face. Hosadired
himself off and carried hisnormous frown over to where Jaeighed

"Dadburnit! All right, little brother, 'fess up. Why did Pa toss me out like thétAy'd he
ad like I'm some sort of stranger and toss me out of my own house?"

"Because you are."

"Huh?"

"He was hit in the head. Gave him amnesia. He doesn't remember us. We can't go in our
own house unless we knock first."

Hoss frowned. Gues | missed the doctoetl [thatrpdrt of the story. And you, younger
brother, just like to get your giggles. | should know you by Bow.

Joelaughed again and finished his sandwich, nodding.

AWel | , t he. We gottagaik®osPa &na getchkn to remember.”

Joe shruggedI'm with you, but | don't think Hop Sing is gonna like it."

Hoss and Joe stood in front of the door. Hoss glanced at Joe, then forced a grin and
knocked. "Uh, hello...can we come in?"

The door opened and Ben stood blocking their entrance. "Oh, it'svgoliguess Hop

Sing can spare a little time. Come on in."
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Hoss looked at Joe. 'Hop Sing?' he mouthed and Joe nodded. "Uh, thank you," he said to
Ben.

Hop Sing looked up from where he sat in Pa's favorite chair readingkabecky sat on
the couch smihg like a true ladyf the manor.Hoss felt something @ in his gut going hot.

"Hop Sing! What in tarnatios-."

Joe poked his arm. "Pa thinks Hop Sing is boss. It's No. 1 Cousin's birthday present to
Hop Sing."

"Dadburnit, that's not..." but he notec&en leaning against the wall and rubbing his
temple. "Ah, Hop Sing, me and Joe just came in to ask what our chores are for today. You
know, what in tarnation are our chores, we gots to get going before it snows!"

"Hop Sing, if you don't mind,"” Ben saideadingtowardH» Si ng' s r olem, "
down for awhile. This news has kinda done me in."

After he left Hoss went to Hop Sing. "Hop Sing, why ain't you told our Pa about us? And
what news is he talking about? And where's Adam?"

"Mr. Hoss to plase ask one each time, wait for answer.” Hop Sing folded his arms and
glared at Hoss. Hoss grinned back, jamming his fists in his pockets. "No can tell Mr. Ben, too
much shock. He just been told he have daughter he never knew about, this enough for now!"

"That's right, Hoss," Becky saidOne announcement at a time."

"Hey, | called him Pa and he thvane out! Why not you?" Joe went up to her with chin
stuck out, as though daring her

"Because | told him he never knew about me before.”

"Now listen here, Bdgy, | done told you-."
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Becky laughed lightly her smug face givindlasoss o6s fr o\
sorry, brother. Well, | could hardly help myself, could 1? | mean, think of poor me, all those
years without a pa and suddenly, there he was!"

Hosstook an angry step toward Hemt Joegrabbed his arnHoss turned to Hop Sing
instead"Whydi dn't you stlkgyoudElus?f rom tal ki no

"You responsibow for her. | responsibow for you."

"Well, Hoss," Becky stood, smoothing her dress down herasnple uct ur e. " You
have a womandés touch. Something Pa needs a | o
headache medicine.”" She walki® thestairs "1 t hi nk Hop Sing will ag

upset him near as much &g fellows claiming to b his sons.” She trounced up the stairs.
"I not happy she here. Or that she tell. But | no wrestle her to ground like |1 do Little Joe!"
"He's got a point, Hoss."
Becky stopped at the top of the stairs. "Oh, don't worry, Hop Sing, you'll get used to me.
You're only the servant here, remember that."
This time both Joe and Hoss took threatening steps toward her but Hagr&bgd
them bothas Becky disappeared down the hall. "Please to let Hop Sing take care of new sister.
Mr. Joe and Mr. Hoss to sweep iartikhouse tonight.”
"Dadburnit, Hop Sing, at least you could have told Pa we waiesons so we could
stay in our own rooms."
Hoss couldn't figure out vett made thertaugh like that.
Clem riding into their yard at top speed sobered their moods instakdigm's been
arrested for murder. They're holding a trial at the salwvith Roy in charge. Roy sent me to

get you because he figures you'll want to be there."
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Hoss and Joe ran for their horses, but Hoss stopped as Joe leaped on his horse. "Well,
comeon, Hoss,we gotta bust him out of there."

"No, wait, Joe."

"But Hoss, you heard 'em, they're gonna hang Adam for murder. We know he'd never Kill
nobody, ‘cept in self defense! So come on!"

"Joe, we gotta bring Pa."

"Pa? What good can he do? He won't retse@nAdam any more than...oh, you think
maybe he might?"

"Maybe. Maybeseeing himindanger We won' t terdthan\Wweineedalot hi no
of us to be on Adam's side."

Filip stood in the corner of the samill as the rest of his fellow jurors tooketin seatsAt
least half of these eight men wiihd Adam guilty, and that sbuld be enoughHetook his seat
on a bunkas Coffee cleared his thraatd called for quiet=ilip glanced at Adam, whiooked
nowhere in particular and sweategdst a little.Must've shook him when the loggers had him
outside in the snow before Coffee showed up.

Filip tried to find a little pity in his situation but couldnide had worked for the
Cartwrights over a year and was no better off now than before. The Cartvaghiised off
him and hs kind for too long.He had only expecteo ruin a timber contract for the rich and
mighty Cartwrights. This kind of justicelt even better. Amazing hownly heknew that
shortcut to the breakfall amb onemissedhim at all in the time it took him to shodiie kid in

the back.
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That Whittleby had been a great dupe, too, taking Filip's advice and getting everyone all
worked up. Filip's own attempét riling everyone to unhappinesad gone unnoticed. Nobody
took him serious sice he took that impulsive swing at Hoast summer.

"Guess we can't prolong this anymore," Coffee said. "We've all had a long night,
especially you, Adam, since | couldn't untie you. Do you object to us going ahead without your
family?"

Adam's head snaed up. "Roy, do you..." he closed his eyes wealiNo."

"Thank you, son." Rogleared his throatt Now we al | know this 1is
procedure that weodore following here. l 6ve kn
be honest and ifiatoward every man. But no man is beyond a mistake or two, and we need to
find out why a man died here. Now I 6m the | a
So |l etds take this thing a step attoadvisetypume . A
men, as jurors here, that if even a particle of doubt is planted in your minds about this man we
here charge with murder, then he must remain in my custody until we can gather further
evidence. |l s that clear to everyone?o

The men, some dmiised, others bored, all mumbled in varying noises of agreement.

"Adam, you're aware of the charge these men hold agin you?"

Adam met his eyes. "Yes."

"Youbdre aware that each has been talked to
motive and opportury®”

Adam paused. Some of these men, like Jed, were friends, and yet even Jed seemed to
doubt his innocence. "Yes."

"What do you say to the charge now held agin you alone?"
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Adam | ooked at the jurors one by one, tryi
intense stare he heidhotly. "Not guilty. You can check mygdnit 6 s not been fired
Jed stepped forward. AThe wvictimds gun ha
Hoss and Jostepped inside.
"You can believe him, Sheriff, you know that," Hoss said.
"Boys, I'mglad you're here, but you're going to have to sit quiet over here white |
"Hoss! Joe!Did you find Pa?"
"We did, Adam."
Adam looked over at the doorway when Ben walkedHe thought Ben would walk
right over t oAshéafinallybtepped tloser Adand nmoticéd.an odd lookim
eyes.
"Ben," Roy strode over to him. "I'm glad you're here. I'm doing my best to see Adam gets
a fair trial."
Ben looked over the eight jurors beforening to Adam. He walked to trengry looking
man tied © a pole and exhausted from lack of sleep, face darkened with whiskers, and put a hand
on his shoulder. He turned to Joe. "Thistheyrieu s ai d was our accountan
fly? Looks a touch mean to me.
Adam's jaw tensed as he exchanged loakis his brothersHe di dndét dare ask
what was going on, but there was some kind of plan here.
Ben looked down at him. "Did you kill someone, like they say?"
Adam looked up at him, eyes gbsiing. His Pa didn't know himOr was pretending not
to, for some reasoriNo, sir."

"There you go, then."
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"Now hold on, Ben," Roy said. "You know we have-{¢
"Why? Seems to me you can just take his word for it."
"Ben, there's got to be a trial." Roy exchanged puzzled looks with Adam. "You know |
c an 0 tmgb e tyourlsayo.”
"Maybe. But | know enough about trials to know that this is a mockery of one. If you
want this man tried, you'll have to take him to San Franeist®en held his head suddenly and
staggered backward.
"Pal" Adam shouted.
One of thgurors got up to steady Ben but Filip knocked him doAsBen fell to his
knees Joe leaped and tackled Filiwo others tried to pull Joe off but Hoss grabbed a shoulder
of each and slammed them into each other. One of them hurled himself into ilHosa® gloss
brought both fists down on the man's back. R to pull Joe off Filigout stepped into a
punch Filip had aimed at Joéloss grabbed Filip and threw him across the room, storming after
him on Adamds encour ageunandshotintbé¢hdairjustbhsiHess out A
readedgppunch to Filip's face. Theeswdenfarilovbte cr ac k e
innocent,okay,he's innocent!" Filip screamed.
Roy, rubbing his jaw, got to his feet. "Ok, Filip, suppose you tell ugth
"1 él éwas being threatened by his brotheréi
"I think it just might, at thad Roy held a gun on Filip. "I'll takEilip here back with me
to Eagle Stationvhere we can talk in private.”
Hoss untied Adamés hayiodieRlpup. t hrew the rope
Adam untied his legs and ran to where Joe knelt beside Ben. "That was some fighting for

a kid, Joe," he said. "Pa, are you all right?"
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Ben looked up at him. "Not yet. But...l think | will be. As soon as you three boys tell me
who you rally are. Or who | am."
"We're your sons, Pa," Joe said. "We tried to tell you-but
"We thought maybgou needdto learn thisa little at a time," Hoss finished.
" Wh y , yoursld rhain." he got to his feet with Adam's help. "Any stronger than
that?"
"You are, Pa," Adam said. "None of us could ever doubt that. Glad you came to help."
"Anything to get out of cooking."
A Co o k iAdagrPooked around as the loggerdledthemselves to their feet,
grumbling, and Roy shoved a couple of them outsidégt@ dhallow hole for Whittleby who
remained to be buried. Wel | , | et 6s get out of here, I f you
back to normal again.o
Hop Sing sat at the table, exhausted. Becky ordered him around all day and he had
enough. Halid not believe for a moment that this wasat@right. And he feltresponsible, for
having a birthday and a cousin who wanted more than Hop Sing could ever deliver. He sent a
l etter to No. 1 Cousin saying hethaveitubutd ndét gi v
would ask Ben for it as soon as he could.
"Hop Sing! | need more hot water!"
As tempted as he was to bring apld water for her tuphe did as she asked. But once
back downstairs he crept into her room. To smoke out a rat, difginsihde, an old Chinese

proverb said.

*k%k
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The Cartwright men were loud and ravenaighe dinner table that nigrand for once
no one scolded anyone for talking so much while eathkdpam shied away from Becky and
watched Ben closely, who seemed more ancemor e sponsi ve t o memory. Ac
Becky was Pabs daugh tepresented lbokee pretty doadd Ben'difss r ec or
impression was accepting her at her word

Ben leaned back in his chair. "l wondered about being a cook when aly tuaed out
so bad."

Hop Sing chuckled. "Me like birthday plesent but not for too long." He patted Ben's
shoulder. "Nice to call you Mr. Cartlight again."

"Thank you, Hop Sing. At least | can remember my sons' names now."

"Good, you won't call meittl e Hoss anymore," Joe said, laughing.

"Oh Pa, it's so good to have us all as a family together finally," Becky said.

"So true." Ben smiled with a nod. "Hop Sing, | found that note that No. 1 Cousin gave
you, about needing to send his Grandfather backetoto | d country. | want yo
going to take care of that as soon as | can. | figure," he looked around the table at the faces that
grew more comfortable with each passing minute. "l owe him a lot.”

"I wish | had been the one to find you, Pa. Tekhyou were hurt right after visiting
Ma."

Ben leaned back. "Is that right?"

"Wel |, | €é" Be c k ydtgok alésstbad ladylddrink. WMarfiguredh n
after seeing you that she kept her secret long enough.”

"Becky, tell me again about your mothkow she and | met, that sort of thing. I just

candét come up with her at all . "
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"Oh, you and her, 06 she tried to blush but
me an, a sbaak in &t. Lags, youeremember." She laughed. "l think she said theftw
you were drunk and having such a good ti me t
she grabbed her wine and lifted it, spilling a little. "To the Cartwright clan!"

When Ben didnoét join in on Bdneleatedistisdat, Joe
fixing a more stormy stareathérAnd your mot her ds name i s.

"Anna Marie Alcott, of course.” Ben frowned and rubbed his temples as a sudden flash of
pain shot through his head.

ARSee, you do r emember h eatignship with her do oihglagob e t

comes back to you in no time. Joe, pass me motesétwonderful mashed up potatoes."

AHow ol d are you, young | ady?o
AHow ol d?o She glanced around the tabl e,
she fitbetweenii | 6 d b endamyt odlad me, 25 next birthday. 0

Ben frowned. He remembered the relationship with Miss Alcott, all right, but most of it
was unsatisfactory. Theydd had some | aughs,
sued pretty sure of it. Proleim was, he knew he was no saint leswwives.

Hop Sing crept back out of the kitchen and stuck a note in Ben's face. As Ben read it,
Becky tensed. She opened her mouth but just as quickly clamped it shut again.

"Well," Ben said, folding it up. "This Annislarie is quite the woman. | can see now why
| fell for her." He picked up his wine glass. "To Becky, newest member of our family."

Joe, Adam an#loss exchanged glances blid not join in on theoast. They continued
to watch their father. They'd ese himin action before.

"Hoss, first thing in the morning you'll take Becky out and show her hasimand

cl ean t he Dblean"He saw Betky spit iy some of her wine in alarm but pretended

h

y
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not to notice. "And Adam, we have four more geldings ydadgreen breaking, | think Becky
here looks like a natural. Joe, | know you've been dying to get off water closet duty...."
Becky pushed her plate forward. "Uh, Pa, sir, what are you talking about? I'm a woman,
I'm only set to do woman chores."
"Oh, outhere on the Ponderosa a Cartwright is a Cartwright. And none of us deems
ourselves to be treated any different than the st have to be true to your blood, childtom
what | can see, weol |l need to woeQartwighti pretty
Becky got to her feet. "I....I think I'm needed in my room...." She ran from the room
without a single glance back.
"Pa, what was in that note?" Hossrled forward so he could keep his voice low
"Hop Sing can be a bit of a rascal when et to be. That note had to have been
hidden carefully in her satch€omplete instructions for pulling off a fake identiBut
exposing her lack of character was a lot more fun this way."
As Hoss and Joe laughed, Adam held up his wine glass. "WelcacheRa."
Ben held his glass up in response. "Boys, it's good to be back. Damn good."
Hi#
Needless to say, Becky failed at a Hadfarted attempt to prove herself a true Cartwright.
As they put her on the st age,ethtdisiedthihgsabeud her
Anna MaythatsBeckywvas supposed to rememband included the note tewer mention
her true f at her 6 Benmenmbeegedoreoftha thinga he plisliked abouy .
Anna Maeand that was her lack of good commsense.
Ben suffered from headaches and occasional lapses of memory for a few months before
becoming himself again, | usdfordvedfsitverwast he Cart w

discovered at Washoe Diggingsd a new cityvas born. Virginia City. e Cartwrights began
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to feel their solitary life threatened by more social encounters than they ever dreamed possible
under their tall Ponderosa Pine&t times they were grateful for more company but at times,

well, things got just a little cradyespecidl once Joe discovered girls.
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Part Four:

THREE BRIDES FOR THREE BROTHERS

Spring of 186QUtah Territory.

Ada Remington rapped on the door twid@wn drunks and vagabonds lurked around
thecorners of this nasty boarding house so her daugkeptshe door barricadl. Ada could
picture thentounting m their fingers the minutes untiiey could be on their way againialf a
dozen times last night while they were readying for bed, wesicdknmen with too much
whiskeyin their gutspounded orthe window asking to takegander.Even she, a stoutd
white-haired widow hadattertion from all directions taggingfter her. If only she had a son she
could claim tochase the men awawstead of three daughters!

"Girls! Listen up." She anounced after MaryAnn, her rawraired bufrowning
beauty, let her inChristine,her more naturally opeheatedbut emotionaldaughtersat on the
bed wrapping yarn, and Jane sat like a lump on the floor, staring at nothing except her boots,
untied anchalf off herbig feet. They were the largest size she could find, but théysiched
her unmercifully "I found us a new horse to pull our wagon. We can be on our way as soon as
we're packed.”

"Ma," Jane crawled up off the floor and sat onlikd heavily, bouncing Christingle
pulled off the wig and shook it:How long do we have to keep up this silly sham?"

"As long as it takes, Jake, dedm doing all I can.Do you think | like seeing my only
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son dressed up like the daughtersuehtoo many of already¥Y ou t hi nk | woul dnoét
my old homeand familyback?"
"Yeah,Jane we candét go home bGhrstne gggledasshey ou, vy ol
usually did whenever anyone referred to Jake asistrand thedistraction @used her yarn to
unravel, making her pout just as quickly.
o owi | do anything to keep yoAllaskigthaof | ai
you donodot c é&mdpemember it'sewihdt yoer father would want, rest his darling
soul" She opened her travel bag and stared into it, puzAdd.i d s omeone borrow a
stockings again?o
"Yeah, but hedd change h Jakepolleditdack on agaie s aw
and blew the hair out of his mouth before gettipgo gather his belongingsle tended to be
the first packed, lingeionectbesemwemaalytoingsibeded bear t o
"Don't feel bad, Jake.MaryAnn said."You look so pleasing in a wigWhy, I'll bet
you'll be hitched before eigh of us. And toa real handsome buck, too."
fiwWell, it ain't hard being prettier than either of youHé folded his arms across his
padded chest and gave her a good repetition of hisagsgrin
"Oooh, listen to him, ChristineMaryAnn said.
"Yeah, | think the &ncy toiletriehave been going to his heaefore you know it, he's
going to vant to stay a girl!"Christinefell backward on the bed & case of chokintughter
Even her stoic mother had to chuckle.
Jake yanked the gidff again. He knewhow convincing he looked as a gal and that
made him all the more annoyetMama, I'd ather be in that St. Louis jaight now."

"Oh, come onsettle downthe three of youAren't your hopes up, Jake, since | got that
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letter fran Nora? Let's get down to that wagon and start our search for tmswmo can find us
some justicd this Mr. Ben Cartwright.”
-

Adam and Hoss sat mountedtside Miss Abigail's house waiting for younger brother
Joe. Ben Cartwrighpaid a goodly amouridb have Joe brush up on his readind arath. He
was one oEade Statiod & Carson City, they were calling it n@wboard members, not
because he lived in town but because he owned a lot of the land around th@rievar the
things Ben accomplished wasghing the vote ondilding a school housédut atthe rate the
votediscussionsvent, his sons wil all be too smart to uséditthat is, if Joe payattenton to his
lessons.Joe wadl6 and as he took on momnd more of the rahcresponsibilities,&add n 6 t
have much time left for schooling.

Adam had already been to colleg® turned out smart and handsome enough to win any
girl's heart in townaccording to his fathebut he had already looked them clean owiss
Abigail took a spark to hirbut he hado sparkfor her in return.On occasiorne would try to
teach Joe sonlessonsimsef to get out of thesgipstok eep t he o6l ittl e charm
mischief and get him back to the randbut Joetold Pathat teasing Adam at lesstime tendel
to get in the way of actually learning anything from him.

"So what do you think, big brother®Adam asked Hoss He al ways | i ked t
opinion on things because Hoss had a unique w
big chest purly bustwhen Adam aséd his opinion

"l don't know, Adam.I don't reckon Pa will go for it."

"If Pa daesn't like the idea of the socla¢ing at Lucky Bill's Hotel maybe we could hold
it at our ranch.”

"A socialat our ranch?Ha! That will be something to see."
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"I know Pa can be unreasonable about some things, but he has had parties, dinner guests.
How much farther is it to go to have some dancing tod@am squinted up into the sugpring
had been a dry one in the Sierras sdHaryea® but doggone irdincloudsose wer er
riding in on them from the mountains

"Even i f Pa do e s n,'what'srhé gomha deliee wededl minc why \ie're
doiit?'d

"So do we alway tell him everything?"Adamsmiled, his darleyes sparkling, as Hoss
thought this over. "Remember that bull that got out because you and me wanted to see if we
could tame it?Remember what we told Pa happened?"

"Oh. Oh-ho, yeah."Hoss's face looked like a plump ripe tomato as he chuckigood
natured embarrassment.don't think he believed us though, Adamni, te him Wwe wanted to
checkitsf oot <coz "t was | i mpino

Adam rubbed his chin, already itchy with the whiskers of the day. "Well, we were kinda
young." He straightened umithe saddle "But, point is, we don't have to tell him whatdve e
planning, except...Joe's 16 now, a man, and we want to celebrate.”

Hoss sat back with a big wide expression of amuseniéihbe dadburned ifthea i n 0 t
why you always beat me ifmeckers."

"Now don't go getting all worked up. Adam lowered his voicas the front door of Miss
Abigail's modest white square house operi&tie're only trying to prove a poiniThe boy has
to learn some humility."

"Yeah. Ha-ha. That's right’

Adam shushed Hoss as Little Joe strolled @itd a young blonde girlShe giggled
over her shoulder at him as he kept trying tbgnold of her shawl but missetliberatelyfrom

what Adam and Hoss could teNVhenhe saw Hoss and Adam waigj Joestraightened his
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shoulders and sombereas though inmitation of them.

"He'll want a reason why we're waiting for himagaiA'd amés mout h puckere
pensively.

"Yup, | reckon. You want to give it this time?"

"No, Hoss, you go ahedd

But by the time Joe got on his horse ande up to them he was smilingAfternoon,
gents. All done with work? You should go to school with me, you could take it easy all day and
flirt with the girls like | do."

"Oh, I don't know, Joe," Hgs said."”l think those girls there are a might young for us,
wouldn't you say, Adam?Hoss hitched his horse forward and the others followed without
encouragementAdam'’s horse trotted on ahead to lead, as was its liking.

"Still wet behind the ear I'd say.”" Adam agreed, winking over at Hoss.

"You two, you're so jealousYou gotta go for the younger ones, you know, because all
the ones as old as you two are gone and got hitched already, you're both todJektilted his
black hat dowrat an arrogant angle over one eye.

"Ah, the impertinence of youth," Adanaid with a deliberate sigh

"You know what, Adam, I think I've courted more girls than you have, and you're twice
as old as me," Joe added with a laugh.

"Well now, yownger brother, that's easy when you're not fussy about the girl,” Adam
smiledas Hosdaughed easgnd loud

"Yeah, Little Joe, you-." but Hossstopped shomnvhen the three of themeined back.

A poor-looking homesteadiagonrambled toward them a& faster pace than the
occupants seemed at comfort with.well dressed older woman held the reins wipeatise

As she pulled the wagon to a stop her three daughters sat up in back of the uncovered wagon.
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Just as quickly one of them sat back downraggven with their faces in need of a scrubbing
and their bonnets tilted askew from the dry granitetssged at them from the wagwheels,
the Cartwright boys o u | ndisstbeir goodlooking charms

"Need some help, ma'am?Adam asked.

"Thank you, dear, | do seambe all turned aroundsn't there a town around here with a
sheriff's office?" She glanced back into the wagon before wiping her sleeve across her wind
blown face.

"l guess the dsest ting to it would be Carson Citand the closest thingota sheriff
would be Roy Coffeée hed oes hi s darndest but this area ma\
used to." Adam caught the eyes of the brunette and smiled B&kmaybe not."He turned in
his saddle and pointedJust a mie ahead of you, ma'am, you wouldn't have missed it."

"Oh, what a relief."She squinted at hint:'Say, you wouldn't happen..." she closed her
mouth tight again."Never mind, sorry to bother youShe slapped the reins hard as though a
sudden fire tged her backside!Thank you!" She called backo the boys whevatched the
wagonwheels kicking ughe dust in the roakh the hopes of catching another glimpse of the
three girls

"You can sit up now, Jake, they can't see you anymore," Qlerisaid, poking him.

Jake lay with his head against the side of the wagon, cheek resting on the top of the flour
bag. His eyes were shut and his wig bounced with every rut in the road.

"Is he asleep, Christine?"

"Oh, | doubt it. Jake!" When she ripped off his wig Jake squinted and sat up slowly,
scratching his head.

"Thanks. That's better."
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"Did you see how those fellas looked at you, Jake, even in that tiniest second you gave
them? You're just the prtiest thing."MaryAnntrie d but coul dndét. stop smir

"Ah, thatdoes it. I'd rather go to jaibr be hung for a horse thiefHe struggled to his
knees as the wagon bouncddke threw one leg over the side but didn't getdara rut in the
road and MaryAnn's firngrip sent him backward again.

"Do you want to ruin everything for Mama?" MaryAnn hissed in his é&he’s sold our
home and gavep the store, all to try and get you cleared and keep you safe at the same time.
We've been hiding out for three mbaf Jake, just because you cataly out of troublé.

"You think | dono6t Tkreeanenthls of wealing thigthingdod'ts b e en
know how you women can stand it-fe beat the wig a few times as though to make it behave.

"You just better hope that friend of Mama's is right about this Ben Cartwright and that
he'll help us," Christine saidl'm tired of feeling like a criminal instead of like a woman."

"If I had my choicg' Jake said with a sigh.

Christinehugged hersél "l yearn for a man's arms around me."

"Oh-ho, not mé" Jakeshuddeed

"Maybe we'll be lucky."MaryAnn grinned."Maybe this sheriff will be young, and
instead of taking us to the Cartwrights he'll take a liking enough to you to help wftiims

She tweaked Jake's cheek and plopped the wig on his head as he slumped back down in
the wagon.

Thunder rolled acrogbe tops of the pines and echoed off the side of the Sierra foothills.
The Cartwright sonkad several hours of riding @ad ad the sun, low in the sky, cast
unnatural shade ovéhne trailthrough rumbling clouds. Their fate, getting wet before getting

back, seemed inevitable.
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"Looks like we're going to get that end to the spring drought you predicted, Hoss," Joe
said.

AYou mean, my corns predicted."”

fiThe only thing your corns predict is that your boots are getting tight." Adam turned in
the saddle and looked off to the right, where the grass had been pounded clean under the hooves
of cattle. "Say, didn'twe have Alvie and the boys take the #3 herd through here just a day or two
ago? Let's follow their trail to make sure they didn't lose any."

Joe groaned. "That's just like you, older broth&hvays finding more ways to make my
life miserable."

AYup. Happens every timkesee you enjoying yourselfyour funmeans I'm getting lax
in raising you proper.'He and Joe exchanged a grin.

A bolt of lightning lit up the sky as it shot through the mountains, startling the horses.
The clap of thader followed close on its tail.

fiReckon we should move a miglaster?” Hoss lookeaver his shoulder.

Joe laughed."No wonder you're not hitched yet, HoSéou're too darned cautious."

fiHah! Me cautiou®8 Why , t he way aytloose galsarrtie wagond thoughd
your mouth was gonna fall off for fear of having nothing to say."

fiHo-ho, not me.l just waitedfor the right chance, that's all.”

fils that right?" Adam grinnedHe shifted in the saddle and held the reigister, his
horse anxious to head out of the storm.

A Wy, I'll bet you | could have any one of those gals eating out of my hand in no time.
Better than either of you."

"Hoss, you hear that®ur younger brother here, barely out of the cradle, isngiio bet

t hat he's a born Casanova. o0
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"A who?" Joe askeHloss, who shrugged

"Ladies man.See, Hoss and me, we'd like to learn from y®gou'd like that, wouldn't
you, teaching us something for once?"

"Hey, you name it, Adam, always gl&mlhelp." Joe attall in the saddle, almost
matching his brothers'l sure enough could teach you older brothers a thing or two."

"You show us..." Adam looked over his shoulder as though making sure cowde
overhear, ".by winning over that shgald that is, if her family sticks around."

"That shy gainthe wagon?"J oe6s voi ce squeaked as he poi

Hoss's face lit up!'Yeah. Yeah! Thatwould doit, Joelsur e coul d | earn a
you court a shy gal.”

"Hey, why not? Nothing hard about thatShe was quite a beauty, too, from what little |
saw ofher. But that's if she sticks aroundim not gonna go chasing after héto sir, Pa
wouldn't like that."

"Oh, right, if they ride on, the wholget's off.” Adan agreed "But here's the dealYou
have to win her over before either me or Hoss have any success with the othéftieie.one
you want, Hoss?"

"Huh? Oh, | kinda fancy that light haired one with the..." he gestured around his head.
"You know."

"You do? All right, I'll take the sulky one with the hair all over her faded Joe, may
the best man win."

"Yeah!" Joepractically burst "And who knows, the winner could be the one who ends
up married by the end of the summeéet's makehat part of the betFirst one married-. 0

Adam held up a hand'Now that's getting a little carried awayust some friendly

courting, thatsallwe 6 1 I  j ust | et the rest of it takes i
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Joe noddedHe wasn't going to adint to his older brothers, but he wouldn't mind
seeing one or both of them hitcheBut heck, he wouldn't even mind it ifwtashim.

They left the main road oa trail made by the hooves of cattle, the lanmtrstky but
well traveled steep irspots yet easy enough for experienced drovers to hahbkecattle trail
ledthem to a bluff, but Adam knew that they would veer north and use the bluff as a natural
guide for the cattlelt made for a more restful final leg back to the ranch foritadlyJust after a
small cleft in the canyon Hoss pulled his horse up short.

"Something wrong, Hoss?Adam asked.

"Some st ee offirttheavokgsliregioni” n 6

Adam leaned forwartb see what Hoss sawl wouldn't worry about it.Looks like they
were found and brought back."

Hoss paused, listening, as another crack of thunder shook thé slkon't think so. Hea
that?One of emds bawliné

"You can hear that?Joe's eyes rolled upwardHoo-boy."

Hoss trotted on aad.

"l guess we follow him, Joe."

Up against a wall of rock in the bluff was an enormous collapse in the ground, forming a
natural pit. By this time they could all hear the steers' wailifigne three brothers got down off
their horses and crabed over the side of the pithere were steers down there all right, two
young ones, crying and crawling over each other in a vain attempt to get out.

"So what do we do, Hoss?" Adam asked, in difference to his brother's animal sense.

"Hey, Hos, they'll be okay until morning, won't they®s getting dark and | just felt
some rain on my neckWVe'll be drenched if we don't get moving."

"Joe, t he wa thentsdivesyp theg're gong t& Killreach other long before
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morning. | coudn't let no critter die that way.Hoss shook his head, unable to tear his eyes
from them

"But Hoss, if you climb down there and try to get them out they'll kill you!"

"All right, let's think about this."Adam heldup his hands''| know somé¢hing we can
try. And we've got plenty of hemp."

Hoss was more than willing-le got his rope and tied one end to the saddle horn on
Adam'’s horseHe laid on his belly at the edge of the pit, while Adam tied a shank knot with the
other end of the mep rope around his two feet, binding them together.

"You sure you watto do this, Hoss?'’Adam crouchedhext to him. The rain only drqs
a moment before, now came down heawgking it hard for him tsee his brother's facéNot
going to be easyyempgess slick wet."

Hoss waited for the thunder to pasdlaybe it won't work but we gotta try, anyhow.
Just be ready to pull me up when [ tell yotd& held tight to the other rope already knotted in a
noose and waited to be lowered.

Adamstood. "Joe! Come over here and keep an eye on H@8take care of getting the
horse to move when it's supposed tblé patted Joe's shouldéiVvatch him close and use your
hands to signal, up or dowti. he gets in trouble, think fast and holled

Once Hoss was low enough he reached out to the tkisesbut it backed away,
frightered. It walked funny, taoThen he noticedas he fought dizziness with being hung
upside down, thahe other on&vas abouto charge him.He opened the Iqgoon the rope. This
one lookedigger down close.

"Come on, bully, come onShow me what you can dolt couldn't hurtmuch even if he
didn't duck in time The steer didndét hawebsforh@isHe oo m

heard Joe yell sontt@ng above him but the steer chargéte moved his head just in time so the

t

(0]
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steer connected with his shoulder iasteHoss hardly felt itfoo intent on grabbing éhsteer's
legs. The steer struggled butastoo tired to put up much fus$loss got tke rope over his legs
and over his head with surprisingly little effotill the steer kicked and bucked, flinging mud
in every direction as Hoss pulled the rope tight around the animal's shoulders.

"You know, if | wanted to eat mud," he said, spit "I'd go to Washoe Diggmand get
the miner's special.He looked up."Haul me up!"

Once up out of the holedss handed Joe the rojed tothe steer and untied his feet.

"Hey, Hoss, you should see how red your fac®Mas it harchanging thee upside
down?" Joe spat raiand wiped his eyes clear before pulling his hat down tight again.

911 never gi tthinkmy héad swelledwup vg szésn , |

Adam came over to thente wiped his face with his sleeve and pulled hisdoavn
tight. "All that blood rushing to your head maybe give you enough sense to get out of the rain?"
He grinned as he took the rope from Joe to tie to his horse in place of the one tied tBléioss.
slapped Hoss's soggy should&Y.ou okay, boy?"

"Sure, fine, Adam, fineLet's pull that cow up."

Adam looked into the pit at the young steer with the rope over its head and around its
front haunches:'l don't think we'll try pulling him up freeGonna have to put you down there
again, Hoss, ige it some encouragement.”

"Oh, let me, Adam.I'm old enough to do everything on the ranch now, and some things
even better than you!"

"Yeah, well, good at flirting with the ladies is not the same as pushing a reluctant steer up
a sloppy pit."

"Wish this danged rain would quit,” Hoss said, squinting up into the grayBkyhe

said it without conviction, knowing it was senseless to complain about the weldtheut his
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feet back into the ropeJoe ran the other end of Hoss's ropegida Adam's horse's saddle, and
took the cow's rope to tie to Cochisehen he took hold of both horse's bridles and held them
apart with his arms out, waiting for Adam's signal.

Hoss slid back down into the muddy pit, coming alongside the dtestared at him
dismally and bleated:Tell him to start pulling us up!"Hoss, as he felt the rope tighten, slapped
the butt of the cowThe steer bucked and cried but started to rise up off the ground, with the
added support dfioss's arms under itdalfway to the togHoss allowed himself to look at the
other cow, and he saw what had bothered him about it be@ire.of its legs was broke.

Hoss looked up as the cow bedarslip. "Haul it faster, ome on!" His hands slipped
on the mud and raigreased ropeHoss twistedne hand around the ropad got his hands
firmer on the cow's rear, his head and shoulder pressing agairistieowe grimacedthe rope
around his feegivingd anysecondo drop both the steer and him into a tangled heéytooidy
flesh at the bottodhwi t h hi s |l uck his nose ending up the

He heard Adam yell above him but with the rain in one ear and the other pressed against
a wet cow bouncing itself against the wall of the pit he couldn't pay mitiention to wordsHe
tried hard but couldn't even come up with a prayer....

Then Adam grabbed his feet and Hoss hung on even tighter to the cow until he felt it
being lifted away from him.With a final burst of strength as they yelled to theskerpulling,
Adam and Joe together gave a yank and got Hoss up on the side of the pit as well.

The four of them lay in the mud for a minute and then Joe started to laugh, and his
brothers joined himThe steer got to iteet but Joe grabbed the rope

"Oh no, not after what we went througie're taking you homeYou okay, Hoss?"

Another burst of laughter escaped winensaw the mudoveringwhere Hoss's face used to be.
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"Guess I'll live anyhow."Hossached n pl aces he ddi dndét know he
"What about the other cow?" Addooked down into the pit.

"Oh," Hosstried to catch his breath'lt's got a broke leg."

AGuess we can pull it up dead better than
d o wnAdain went for hisrifled And Hop Sing will have his feas
\ Ben poured two brandiefgr Ada and himselfafter the three girls declinedde wished

that his sons were a little quicker homkhe ladies had gotten wet enough on the ride from
Carson City, buthey were in a wagon and should not have beaten three mountedisens.
goodtoheartat Nora is doing well , alt hlovasgtin | 6 m sur
Salt Lake City all that long."
"She remembered your integritydnd looking at you fine house | would say she's
probably right.”
"Probably?"
"Forgive me, Mr. Cartwright, if I'm reluctant to be free with people I've just rnigstink
once you hear my story you'll understand.”
Ben opened his mouth to reply but the crackhahtder stilled him a momentSounds
like we're in for a god one." Then the rain, before only intermittent drppame dowrhard and
heavy on the roof'Roy's in for a drenching for his ride homé.ou 6r e al | luckier
when you did.
"Oh dear," Ada said, frowning.
"Don't feel bad for Roy, rain up here after a dry spring is appreciated from inside or out.
But | think this is a good time to offer you ladies the hospitality of my ranch for the night.”

One gal's face grew considéty sour at the offer, as the other two exchanged glances.
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Benknew that few people felt comfortaldeaying the night with strangenghen they first
arrived in the West before realizing how fortunate they were for any éffierin this case the
decision was well taken out of their hands.

"Why don't you make yourself comfortable, Mrs. Remington, and tell me your story."

Thedownpourhadeased to a drizzlend then to setting sunshiskeorty after their mud
baths sanud clung to the three Cantights as they rode into the yard of the rarveith Hoss
pulling a stubborn yegrateful aimal behind him. Hoss named the big¢al$ | @p @myned t ur
itlooseintothepen. Hei gur ed t hey 6d e amécleanagaid, satliase e bat h
gota fitting name Adam left the dead animal strung across his horse for Hopgdretrieve
andcarve up for dinner.

As they dismounted and hitched their hor$ey all gawkedvenlyat the wagon
standing with horses still hitched to it

"Whatdo you think?" Adam said'Pa make a new purchase?"

"Ah, let's worry albbut that later.| just wannaget these horses put away and get some
chowinme.Sinee | ' m t he hunmyhorgedirst.Hols sm dbieddndbitn dwa i t f
argune nt a ntgivewa@s n 0

Justbefore they reachetie house the brothers stopped and brushed off some of the rain
and mud, more out of habit than the belief they could make themselves any more presentable.

Adam opened the door and they all steppedddam stopped short, Hoss and Joe
bumping into him.Besides Pa, there were famomen staring at them.

"Joe?" Hoss whispered:Theyyours?"

"Uh-uh, not mine."

"They're the aes we et today. Outside Carson CityAdamwhispered back. He
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steppe forward, wiping his hands on his panttadies, it's nice to see you agdirNone of
them moved."” A hRa?" He waited for Ben to make introductions but Ben only laughed.

"You three are a sight.”

Adam looked down."Oh, we wrestledteer oubf a pit. Hop Sing!" He grinned
sheepishly as he waited for Hop Sing to come
make it alive, itds on the back of my horse. o

Hop Sing nodded and went outside.

"Yeah, you should have seen Hass. J @ gturrsng on a lively charm through a mud
facade.iHe hungupside down holdingasteerhat di dndét much take kind
Christine giggled and Joe grinned. got to go down the pit too,
He lodked at the shgal butJanestareddown sullenly "Pa, aren't you going to introduce us?"

Ben shook Is head."l always hoped for the time | could introduce my sons to three
lovely young ladies all at the same timéever imagined it like thisAll right, just don't offer
your hand right now."Once everyone had each otheésnes clear Ben told Hop Sing to fetch
water after he finished hanging the beef

AAw, Pa, candét we eat first?o0

Ben grinned at Hossi No . 0

The three boys hung up their wetdaarefully and with nods to the ladies, went upstairs.

"Ranch work is quite hard at times, | gather."

"It's quite hard most of the time, Ada," Ben saiéds | was saying, I'll give your
dilemma some thoughtyou assure me you'teld me everthing you could?

"Oh, everything."Adaglanced at Jan whoshe seemed to think might contradict any
single word she used. Finally she relaxed an

"Then you're right, something is not quite flush hef@eén ontinued. "Let me check on
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a couple of my hunche®ut | have a feeling like you do that your son is unjustly imprisoned.
Now if you don't mind my playing host I'll show you ladies to rooms for the night."

Ben accepted the coffee from Hop Sing ufbéfter get that steer cut up and on ice, Hop
Sing, if the boys need mofeodt hey can h el pwatcled isssens greedily eating H
the warmed over stew! Yo u 6 r e thHree th&lgdies weren't hungry or there'd be nothing
left of that stew'

"They seenembarrassed about being here, especially that shy one," Adam said, with a
deliberate glance at JoB. Wh at 6 s t heir story?o

"Yeah, hey Pa, why they herePosssopped his biscuit in the juices of his stew.

"Well, it's pretty amazing but while we lived in Salt Lake Citynade the acquaintance of
Nora Bernard After all this time she remembered me and told Ada | could help her."

"From back in Salt Lake CityPa, wasn't | only maybe 12Ross wasn't even talking
yet."

"Oh-ho, Adam, whenwwass..."theanektallyncounted, "five."

"No, Hoss, you were pretty quiet until after Joe was born," Ben said.

"Why i s t hatHoss paked fromeAddmaalBeo

"Probably because Adadid all the talking," Joe said, laughing.

"Well then, this Ada Remington must have done some work tracking you dowmji Ada
frowned, ignoring the laughs'What kind of favor does she want?"

"Seems her son got himself into a bit of troublé/hen he saw their paled expressions
he added quickly, "He didn't come because he's in jail right now, awaiting hanging on charges of
bank robbery and murde©ne week's time, Adsays, is alshe has to help him."

"It's only natural a ma would think her son's not guiBut why not ask Roy to help?"
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Adam couldn't figure how they fit in to all this.

"Becauselake already had his trial, has bémnd guilty. There's nothing Roy can do."

"What can we do, PaBust him out before #y hang him?"

"Now settle davn, young 'un,"” Hoss satd the deeply frowned face of his younger
brother " Pa, vy o you gohan idéaihowdo help?"

"Yes, I've got something but I've got to think on it for the night.need your help I'll let
you know."

T h e r silenoedilked agaiwith the sounds of heavy eatingtil Hoss looked over at
Adam. "Uh, Adam, don't you have something skd&a?"

"What? O h ! Aalam sat back, wiping his mouth with anapkihSay Pa, Hoss
have been thinking...."

"Uh-oh," Joe said, rolling his eyes.

"Joe here didn't get to have much of a party on Hsbiishday what with the bad
weather and allYou always said when one of us Cartwrights reaches 16 he's aAndn...I
think we ought to celebratddave a so@l. Right here at the ranéhAdamleaned back and
folded his arms over his chedh his clean white shirt he lookedngelic.

"You do?" Ben lboked from Adam's sombeguerulous face to the smirk on Hoss's, to
Joe's of total innocent surprisé/Nell, that's mighty nice of you to consider your younger
brotherlike this. Why, | think a sociais a fine idea.Who do you have in mind to invite?"

"Well, Pa," Hoss said as Adam silently handed the rope to Rivie were thinkidthat
we could invte everyone we know, ydnow, and we could grill half thateer in the yard and
have Slinky Rutherford play his guitas"

"And Butch Johnson plays a mean harmonica,” Adam added, "so that people can even

dance...if they've a mind to."

an
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"Dance? Ben paused, his heavy brows furled in thoudtits been awhile since I've..."
He slapped his leg and stootBy golly, that's a great idealhere's enough settlers living
around here nowMaybe it'll even encourage one of you boys to take a $bioee of the
neighboring girls."

"You just never kow about that," Adamtole a glance at HosSl think wed tlave to
invite every single one of them."

"I don't know, Pa.l don't really think | need a partyJoe s loakedjest a little
green.

"Sureyoudo,JoeWwhy, youobve made friends with
her e, aHossG&lipped hisDifj arm across Joe's chair and gave Joe a sqéeezPa, we
could evennvite Mrs. Remington and her thrése daughtes.”

"Now wait a min--."

Hoss gave his brothenatherbear squeezé’Yes sir, Pa, this is going to be one
humdinger of a party."

"It sure is, Pa," Joe grunted, giving Ben a sick grin.

"That settles it."Adam rubbed his hands togettaand got to his feet:Come on Hoss,
we've got a big day ahead of us tomorrdvet's get some sleep.”

Adam and Hoss bounded up the stairs as Ben watched Joe stare at his plate.

"Joe? Do you know what those two are up to?"

Joe dragged hiself up and walked to the stalfle turned back!It's not easy being the
youngest, Pa. He trudged up to his roam

Ben shookhis head as Hop Singpron sprinkled with fresh bloodgared the table.

AHop Sing, you mi ghaatj ufsrte shha vae Itiot tkleee pl arhgaer

*k%k
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"Ma!" Jake threw his wig othebed in the room hshare with his mother."How could
you say that?How could you say that | done committed murdeidw could you lie?"He
reached up inside the dress and pulled out #ldelipgs he used to affect a more womanly
posture.

"Lie? Darling Jake, might | remind yahatyou've killed many a chicken in your day?"

"Now that's not the same and you know ilake plopped down on the bed and stared at
the ceiling with hidingers drumming impatiently across his slenderdlasted bosom. "You
promised you'd tell Mr. Cartwright that | was with yoNot in jail."

"I know I did, son, but | don't trust him yel.think he's the fine, moral, upstanding sort,
but until hetruly believes you're innocent, it would be wrong to tell him you're hdeemay
feel obligated to the law.Ada looked out the imdow out over the darkening wooded skyhe
rain had stopped but she had no interest in leavingis is a fine placasn't it? Better thanhe
roomthey offered us in Carson City

"Ma, | don't like this.He has sons."

"You could do worse, dear."

"Mal!"

"Oh!" she turned to him"I'm sorry. | forget which daughter I'm talking tdNow close
your eyes, gur mama wants to get into h&eeping gown."Sheuntied her lacy bodice.

Jake groaned and pulled the wig over his fdt#.just never survive."

Adam lay in the dirtoo stunnedo move When his head st@ed ringing he heard the
horsekicking up off to the north end of the corral so he rolled on his side and got to his feet.

"Bravo, Adam! Longest time yet!"Cal called from his perch on the fence.

"Guess there's hope therte glanced back at the mare as he brusimdhit off. She
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had calmed once she got the weigtither back but still snorteith terrible anger "Reminds me
of a gal this morning at breakfast-te climbed up on the fence next to Cal.

"Ohyeah?How' s t hat ?0

"Pa invited these ladies to stay thghtibecause of the stornso at breakfast this
morning | offered the youngest gal a chathe grdgbed it away from me, saghe could help
herself just fine.She had a strange sound to her voice, now that | think abcad itbacked off
and sat dowmext to her sister, who was a little more obligirig.fact, now that I'm through
here for the day I'm going back to take MaryAnn riding."

"That the strange sounding oneCal asked, a little lost witlall the exphining

"Oh no, Hoss and | aretting Joe have her Adam chuckled."In fact, we're inviting
them to a dare Saturday nightWe're going to see what kind of luck Joe has with her."

"Joe? With a gal who won'evenlet him pull out a chair?He'll feel like you just did a
minute ago, in the dirt with the air knocked oufhey both laughed Hey, can | get Sam and
some of the other fellas to come to this dance?"

"Sure, whoever's got himself a clean shirt to wear can come."

"Clean shirt." Caland Adam jumped down fothe fence."And danchg. Say, maybe
something willcome of this part of the territory yet."

"Yeah," Adam laughed'If nothing more comes of the Washa,least we'll have a
bonanza seeing Joe romancinggeis at the same tideincludingonethe 6 s gonna ki ck
the shin§’

"For the last time, Ma, I'm not going to stay behind with all those men around,” Jake
whispered as he climbed up in the wagon next to Atiaadjusted his wig and slumped

dejectedly in the seat.
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"Straighten up dar, that posture doesn't become a lady."

Jake di d'Youtre abhad ap eny sisteiSan't we at least telr. Cartwright
about me?ThatJoe is too friendly for my liking."

"He'll take no for an answer soon enougdtell you what,once we see what Ben says to
the sheriff, I'll decide if we can trust him."

"That's good, because if | have to take much more from that.Joe

When Ben came out of the house Ada discreetly kicked Jake in the dakkss eyes
widened with pai but he forced a smile.

"Sorry to keep you ladies waitingdop Sing and | had to go over the menu for the party.
He can really get himself worked up sometimeatter untying the horse Ben climbed up next
to Ada and accepted the reins from h&ow | can't promise what help Roy can give, but the
way I'll explain it, he'll sure give it a goHe glanced over Ada at Jan®Are you sure you
wouldn't prefer to stay at the ranclide's planning a long afternoon of cutting wood and
wouldn't mind thecompany.”

"Oh no," Jak giggled shyly, looking down'l just...I mean, | couldn't really...wood
chips make me sneeze."

"Oh. Then let's go."

Ben didn't hold up much of his end of the conversation so the talk dwindled into silence.
They ®emed honestenugh, t hese wo me n, Hécoudn'ttplt Bisfingerere me d € o
it. This young girl seemed almost too stBut it could be she just missed her brotteetwin,
Ada told him Ben hoped he could help therNot only because he tendexget restless at
times out here in the pines with new faces few and fardmiwbut because then he taarn the

wholestoryyThey hadndét told him everything yet, of
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"Y ou looked through all of those posters that ant &eyou from Sacramento and you
couldn't find anything with his name on itBen looked over at Ada'Jake Remington?"

"Nothing, Benand I looked through them two times over."

"So what does it mean, RoyBen led Ada and Jane to Roy's twwais and turned back.

"Could mean any number of thing€ould mean since this Jake fellow is already in jall
all posters were pulled and | didn't get oN&hen did you say he got put behind bars? That is
what you said, innit? He turned his grawhiskered frown to Ada, scratching his chin while he
waited br her answerRoy likedeverything plainjn the open andh black and white in front of
him.

Ada fidgeted. "Oh, about a month or so paste headed out just soon after, to get
someone tdelp."

Ben noticed Jane slumping rather unladylike in her chair.

"Then it's unusual | wouldn't haweposter somewhere in my filesonly cleanthem out
once every September so. Yousaid a murder was involved, isn't that what you said?"

J&e looked up sharply’Not a--."

Ada grabbed his hand and sqmd. "Forgive my darling Jane. h® takes the whole
thing so personallySomeone shot theuh..bank teller and my son wasfortunately in the
wrong place at the wrong timé&o they decided to pin it on him, even though when they caught
up to him they could find no trace of the monénd then they convict him on such flimsy
evidence.Mr. Coffee, that just isn't justice!"

Ja&ke sat up quickly and his hat bobbed forwaadtjrig his wig down a bit over his face.

He quickly straightened it befeiRoy noticed.But Bennoticed at first thinking his eyes were
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playing tricks. Did her hair just move with her ha#®s he ran his hands over his eyes, a thought
occurred to him.
Jane...so shy of Joe...and Jake...sure enough!
Before he could sagnything, Roy turned backWhen did you say this bank was
robbed?"
"Oh, it was still winter, maybe early sprinG.ould even have been April, I...lose track of
time out here."
Roy frowned. "Could have been January late in the montAda shrugged.'Now | got
to get the right information here, or | just
"What difference does it make whenAta stood."Or how or even wherePheardBen
Catwright was an honorable man and he would help get to the truth of tiilogs.'d like to
know howweregi ng t o go about p t?2aW.Cartgrigmhyont¥ywm 6s 1 nno
come back to St. Louis with me?"
Ben fought to keep his face serioughe truth of things, indeed'Well, | don't know.
Roy, does that seem like a logical move to you?"
"Might not be needed, Berl.ook at this." Roy pulled Ben aside:Now I'm not saying
there's anything to be suspicious of here, Ben, but thoskaweogot me a little confused.
found this poster, all right, it's on a bank robbery in St. Louis late last January and this Jake
fellow is wanted for it, all right, but there's no mention of a murderd then | found this here
letter sent bout a moth agotelling me to disregard this here poster because the bank robber was
not this Jake fellow but someone elséié pulled Ben further away as he felt the women
straining to hear’Now in my mind there's something strange about someone saying tieely kil
when they didn't, if you know what | mean."

"Yeah, yeah, | do, RoySo what do you suggest?"
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"I've a mind to go to Salt Lake City and check the authorities thidrey may have some
information that didn't make &ll the way to us heré

Ben whistled."l don't knowd that's quite a trip, Roy."

"Oh, it's not so bad, and I've been putting off some other duties out that way anyhow.
You know, with all the Mormons trying to reata their land back hergom the gentiles,
tempers beenditing pretty nasty aroundherd. t ri p t hat way might be w

out how to deal with those kinds of tempérs.

ABut Roakesithladtimetoleave doesndét it 2?20
ANot 1 f | want Beo, ya &novwe homthedandvataimb caml git,.and
l 6m not i n a posi tliavemAmbsthehséd send peoplaonyo Geniba t h e m.

they have differences to seftle t thednly way to handle that endlit. Sometimes you need
someone in char gaghinggho doesnédét know

"Well, Roy, I think it's pretg obvious that these ladies," Belearal his throat"have
been twisting things here just a littleguess it would be good to find out which way they've
been twistedif you dondét mind the trip."

"Chances @ everto goodthat they're hiding behind this story from an even more serious
crime. Could even be this Jake isn't in jail at all, and these folks are using us to sniff him out for
some sort of revenge."

"Could even be that Jake is hiding in disguright under our noses."” Ben glanced over
his shoulder.

Roy paused."Could be that tooBen, I'm going to ask you somethinfm going to ask
that you keep the Remingtons here until | get b&&&n you do that?"

Ben grinned broadlyil T hlalt 6be my pl easur e, Roy. O

*k%k
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"Hop Sing, that was a darn fine spread and | do thank you," Hoss pushed his chair back.
He was the only one who made the midday meal that day and was more than happy to keep the
extra food from going to wastéSay, didl tellyouwebh r t hed anot he? calf thi
"No sir, Mr. Hoss. That good news!You go back to herdow?" He stacked dirty plates
to take back with him into the kitch@rHoss's andhefive serving dishethathed dleaned off.
"No, tell you what, if you know where Miss Christine is at, I'm ready to take her on a
little buggy ride this afternoon.Hoss wped his hands and face with great decooamna napkin
and tossed it down on the table before walking to the settee to do some wdéihgard from
Pa that a man has to learn to wait for a lady.
"Miss Christine, she and Miss Mgknn in loom lesting frondinner. You want me
fetch?"
"Yeah, you fetch her, Hop Singoh wait, that sister, Miss Jane, she's not around too, is
she?"
"Oh-ho, you mean Missy MuleShe go off with Mr. Cartlight and Missus Remington."”
"Ah-ha! Missy Mule. That's a good one, Hop Singut you better not let her hearwo
call herthat.l t properdotaddress a filly that way."
"Not sureshefilly. Not sure what she is.Hop Sing headed for the stairs.
A few minutes later Hop Sing came back dovatiowed by Christine.Shetried her best
to look dignified and dainty but kept tripping on her dress on the ské@s.Sing saw her
discomfortand got out of the waso she couldn't fall on him.
Just in time.
Christine's foot got caught on her hem and she fell forwdaaissreachedhe stais in
time to catch her. His big sweating hands grabbed her awkwardly in a spot jushiglitie

than he intended. He helped her straighten and stepped back, embarrassed
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"Oh! Thank you.l 6 nth a lkdutz &he giggledas she stomped the floor with her shoe,
and Hoss only half pretendedttonk it funny. A Hop Si ng s aisekmg,dlass'want ed
Christine added as she straightehed hat.

"Yeah, I..." He tucked his hands in his pockets and looked down at the'floor.
wondered f y ou mi with ne, Bliss ChristidaLikedve talked aboutTake you
around the ranchYou know, see the laké

"The lake? Oh, how delightful!” She adjusted her sleeves and patted her bodice
daintily.

"Yes, miss.It's a nice day ane."

"Why, Hoss, | do believgou're flirting with me." She grabbed his arm and pulled him to
the door."And while we're at it, you can offer to be my escort to the party Hop Sing told me
you're having Saturday night."

Hoss grinned He wondered if Jobadthis kind of luck with Missy Mule.

Splinters of wood flew up into the air amed him as Joe chopped with the fury of a
madman.Darn those brothers anyhow, getting him in a pickle he could see no way duitabf.
Miss Jane wasn't shiyghe washe most sibborn, cantankerous thing heder met.Next to
those brothers of his.

He was so darn polite to Jane this morntng. He had jumped to his feet when sbee
from the breakfast tabdethat gal sure could edt'andpulled her chair away for her when her
dress caughtHe didn't stop to think it was foolish, even though ha& $een her reaction when
Adamtried to help her sitSheonly muttered a quick thanksd went for the door, so Joe
followed, well aware how everyorstared

"How about some company on your walk, Miss Jane?"
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"Oh no," Jae giggled hoarsely!"I'd prefer to be alone."

Joe could feel his brothers' leteson his back."Oh Miss Jane, | couldn't let you do
that. This is wild country and there's no telling what you might run into out théte.grabbed
her arm and helped her out the dowrhen she didn't resist him he winked back at Hoss and
closed the door behind them.

The remaining Cartwrights stared at the shut door a moniods and Adam exchanged
raised eyebrows, then went back to their eatidfier a moment they heard a thanddJoe
hobbled back inHe looked sheepishly at Ben.

"She kicked me in the shinsMe hobbled up the stairs, grimacing as Adam and Hoss
laughed behind him.

Even now, as the wood chifiew around him, his shinsurt. He should have known
right from the starthat she was far from tteveet, dainty things hesually datedand to steer
clear. But no, those doggone brothers had gone and spurred him on, and he had his pride.

He'd win her over yet.

Hoss watched Miss Christine walk into theuse.He shook his head and clicked to the
horse, pulling the buggto the barn behind himHe found Adam usaddling his horses after his
ride with MaryAnn.

"Hey Adam, how'd it go?"

"Oh, nice ride, clean, fresh a#."

"But not such goodompany for you either, ehHoss leaned on a stall gate.

"Let's just sawe agreed on the weatHer.

AYou mean s he rdweetsoundngpracksee 2 Yy ou



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard158

AHos s, t hat woman had an answer for everyt
edgewisor | engt hwi se shedd just r alihea elbesr nwo iucse ,
arguing, talking or even breathing with a wom

"Hah! Christine couldnt’ di s agr e elsad Sdnewemey mehgeta word in."
Hoss unhitchede horse and led it into the stall.

Adam wrapped the reins around his arm and hungthemond@ndlhy s houl d t hat
bother you? | 6ve never heard you string toge
anyway. o0

"'t s not tlbtaltd ss h é att a |s kcesdy.Hayd Adamo how dorydu
think Joé s @' dlosspudshed the buggy into the back of the barn.

Adam gave théorse blankets a shak&Oh, | think ours was a pretty safe b&id you
notice if Pa's back?"

"Yeah, | sawhe wagon around back when | came ififiey stopped outside the barn and
Hoss shut the doorsThey started toward the house but Hoss grabbed Adam's"@hat do
you mean about a safe bet?"

"Let's just say he doesn't stand a chance with Jadarnsmiled slyly.

"Did Miss MaryAnn tell you--?"

"That Jane is actually hbrotherJaké" Adam leaned on bks, trying hard not to laugh.

AShe tol d nHossbustadupwith laugledr TCandyou just imagine the look
on Joe's facerhen he finds out?"

Adam straightened up, a crease of worry on

At the thought of letting Joe find out for himself, perhaps the hard way, Hoss sombered.

"Ah, you're joshid"

"Think of it, Hoss, what bettevay to teach him the humility we're after with this party?"



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard159

"Yeah, but he's just a kid."
"Who's about to get a good lesson in being grown up."
Theybroke out laughing again and shook hands, just as Joe rode into th& lyayd.
turned to himlowering their grins dramatically.
"Little Joe, you look plum worn ouGlad the day is almost over, eh little brotAeéHoss
took a stephand out to help with his horse.
"Don't call me Little Jog Joe said, getting down off Cochise.
"Oooh, it has been a hot day," Adam leaned against the hitching rail as Joe uncinched his
saddle.
"Yeah, well, you guys had nice afternoons off but one of us has to keep this ranch going."
"Don't worry, little brother.She may be a stubborn little filly, but you'll get to her yet.
We have faith in you, don't we, Adam?"
"That's right." Adam slapped Little Joe on thkeailder, making him staggeas he and
Hoss walked back to the house.
Joe followed, dragging higeet in dejected misery
Ben entertaininghe four ladiesgave his sons a nesamournful lookas they walked in
Ada stood next to Ben looking unhapgrydJane stared sullenly into the fire, with Christarel
MaryAnnrelaxed and content on eitt@de of him. Hoss thought it appeared they were all
having somegirltakand Jane coul dndt keep up the conver
"Well, glad you boys made it in time for dinne&et cleaned up so you can join us for
wine."
Hoss and Adam nodded briethy the two ladies on the settee, lpdred themselves a
glance at Janfor fear of gring it away as they walked past them to the stairs.

"Joe!" Ben calld as Joe reached the stépdind his brothers' | &ryimg to convince
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the ladies to stay favur dance Saturday nighktold them itwill be a grand gay event, first of
its kind in these partsThink you can help me convince them?"

"Uh, well," he glanced at Jane, who heaved a heavyasighhooked away"I'll certainly
give it some thoughPa." He climbed with a heavy trudge up the stairs.

-

Ben found himself alone with them agaitit any rate, Ada, Christine here is excited
about the partysoyou can't let her downHow about you, MaryAnn?"

"Oh, I have no problem with dancing,rMCartwright. As long as the music isn't too
slow. But heaven forbid it be too fast either."

"Then....it's settled.'Benlaughed feeling somewhat easeahd spread his large hartds
indicate the daughters as he turned to.Atdow you have to @mit, you can't egue with your
daughters.”

"Ben, | must confess something to yolt the sheriff's office | waa little concerned
about trusting you, but I really cannot let this contindane isn‘t-."

"Now, Ada, | won't take no for amnswer. Besides, you have no place to go before Roy
gets back from Salt Lake City with some newke might even make it back for the party.”

She sighed.'l guess you're rightl just hate imposing on you for so long."

Jale stood next to Ada’Ma," he said under his breathwhy can't we go back to Salt
Lake City ourselves?"

"Because darling, Mr. Cartwright and Roy are being so dear to handle all this for us, and
| am able to relax for the first time in several...in a mon®he turnedback to Ben."Ben,
there's something | have to tell"

At the noise on the stairs Jagrabbed her arm'Shhh, not with everyone in th®use'.

Adam came down the stairs, followed by Joe and Hossiealfing fresh shirts, faces
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neatly washé. Adam and Hoss stood on either side of MaryAnn and Chriatidemade
pleasant attempts at conversatismJoe shrugged and made himself uncomfortable a short
distance from Jane.
He tried a smile."So, Miss Jane, did you have a pleasant day?"
"Not hardly, with thesun in my eyes all day," Jake answered {bl, voice squeaking.
"Oh," Joe looked away'lI'm sorry."
AWhy?e@ clalkred his throat. ADi d you put i
Ben grabbed the wine bottle off the tabl&nyone need a refil Boys?" When no one
answered @ put it back down’'l think dinner'salmost ready."He hastenetb the kitchen.
"HOP SI NG!! 120
"Yes, Mr. Cartlight," came the muffled reply.
AWhere in tarnationébés the food! o
ANo f onmoedn fwohro not e@witeifronethekitchem me t h
Ada | aughed. ASounds | i ke you got yoursel
Everyone laughedtthi® ex cept Jake and J o ethejokdthattheyoul dn o
rest of them were in on
After dinner the women excused themselvesifthe room to freshen up while Ben got
out the brandy.Joe reached for a glass but Ben stopped him.
"Not til Saturday, Joe and then only one glass."”
"Ah, go easy on him, Pdt's been a rough day for the little fella.” Hoss smirked.
"Now cut that out!"
"Come on now, Joe, admit it, you haven't been able to ask Jane to the Taaanly

sister without an escortNo wonder she desn't want to stay,"” Adam winked Hoss.
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"Now wait, Adam, Hos®. Ben st ood wusédonthoughtsfarawag.nt i o n
fJoe, | think there's something you should kn@dane is--."

Hoss grabbed Joe's arm and pulled him awhisten, Joe, Pa doesn't quite understand.
fhe knew we hadhedgelpumriédatubet goi no

"Y eah, Hoss, about this bet..." Joeked back at Adam talking in earnest to Ben.

"Joe! Youc h i c koatf? Ome&hy littlething and you can't handle he¥¥ell, I'll be
dadburned.This...this is embarrassing, Joe."

Joe frowned."All right! " He tried to drink out of the empty brandy glass, then slammed
it down on the table and went back to AdafMou just wait, Adam.And you too,Hoss. I'll win
her yet. Miss Jane doesn't stand a chan8ie'll be my greatest victory!Me walked to théront
door. "She wan't be able to resist mao sir. MMMM -mmmmm." He walked outside and
slammed the door behind him.

"Joe!" Ben started for the dootWait! You don't--."

"Pa!" Adam grabbed his arm and Hoss got hold of the othbey guided him back
toward the fireplace and gave him his brantijoe's got a point, Pdf he can't win this gal
over, he'll never live it downYou know his ego, Pa."

"But JaneisntagirlShe'sa f el | oJaké!'S he 0 s

"We know," Adam saics Hosdinally let his pertup gut laugrescape.

"So why in tarnation-! 0

"Now, Pa, relax," Hoss saidJoe has been ridirever since fde i his@wn oatssaying
how he can get any gal he wanBut we challenged him to this little galayyyy backwhen we
thought shevasa little gal, just shy."”

"And you have to admit, Pa," Adam added, "we couldn't have found a better chance to

see him get a little comeuppance.”
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"Now Adam, what about how embarrassed he's going tovieeth he tries o é wh e n
heéfin?ds out!

"We won't tell him we kne about it, that's allln the meantime he's learning that maybe
he's not quite so irresistibldt's an important thing for a kid his age to learn, Pa."

Hoss nodded’Adam's right, PaAnd if Joe's lucky, he'll never even know Miss Jane is
really Jake.They'll be on their way soon enough, won't they?"

"That's right, too," Adam saidvith a glanceat Hosshat sharegust a little concermver
how Pa was taking this

Ben hesitated'Well, but what about Jake?"

"Pa, he's a fella dressed agad." Adam couldn't believ@®aactuallyrelented."He
doesn't want us to knowMaryAnn and Christine won't tell him we know, either."

Hoss clamped on hand on his father's shoulti®o you see,&? N o t hcanrg@wrong.”

Ben hesitated:'Boys, I'm not saying | agree with this, mind you, but I'll stay out of it.
know Joe wouldn't miss this chartceget the two of you in the same picKldde raised his
brandy. "This dance igyoing to be even liveliehan | thought.”

Jokk

Jce stopped out on the front pbrgathering his sensesle hadno otherchoice. Only
one surdire way to get that Jane to liking himHe heard someone whistling and as he watched,
Jane came aundthe corner of the barnlakestopped when he saw Joe walking toward him,
and turned to go back the way he came.

"Wait, Jane, please!Joe ran.He caught up with Jane easily, whad tripped over his
dress and fell, sprawlinto the ground.Joe héped him to his feet, but Japelledaway and
brushed at hiself.

"Dang dress anyway," Jaknuttered.
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"What?"

"Oh, nothing," his voice rose considerably high&uéss | take after my klutzy older
sister. Did you want me, Little Joe?"

"Just gotta ask you something, Miss Jawéy do you find me so resistible?"

Jale opened his mouth, the answer burning on his tongue, but he simply shrhigged.
turned to walk back toward the house.

Joe blocked her pathl'm really a fine flow, once you get to know me," Joe planted his
hands on Janeds s h BANhydbreétyos jus give yoursekhthae ofhaRtieieo s e .
leaned in toward Janhis eyes closed, his lips purseelady to show the gal the charms of his
irresistible kss He hadndét met a gal yet who could resi s

But Jane's hand came up, and instead of a slap, Joe found himself the receiver of a punch
cleanly delivered to his jawHe landed on his rear in the dirt.

"Hey!" he said, rubbing his jaw'That'sa mighty mean fist for a gal."

"Yeah, well, that's because I..." Jakened away.He shook his heaand jerked off the
wig. "Doggone it, it's because I'm not a gal.”

Joestared at Jake, his mouth wided jumped to his feetde looked aroundvildly for
his brothers, feeling sure they had set him up someltaooked back at JakéYou're...a
fellow? You're....Jake?"

"Sorry, Joe.Ma said it was the only way."

Joe started to laughe held his gube laughed so hard, ahd high-pitched merriment
echoedff the pines until he clamped a hand over his mouth.

ANow, come on, Joe, cut it out.o

Even though his clamgehand kept his laughs quiet, Jo® u | d nlaughingand delp

to the ground "Oh. Oh," he pointeda Jake, "1 O6m sorry, l 6m not | a
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don't know how relievedlam t hought . . .sbmethihgomoggwitime, andadl r e 6 s
al ong .somethihghweongenihsyou!"

Jake laughed with Joe, more out of relief at Joe knovinag &ny enjoyment in the
situation. "Yeah, kinda funny, all right."

"You know what?"Joe rolled to his knees and looked around before jumping up and
getting conspiratorially clesto Jake. "The fun doeshiave to end.”

"End? When did it ste?t 0

Joe plunked the wig fibYaocuk ddooawdnyoneinknotadk e 6 s h e
you?You coul d end up in jail. And you and me,

The wind pushed a thunderstorm through the day of the, ity mid afternoorhe
clouds had moved off agai©Only a light cool wind lingered, with some muddy spots in the yard
to show there had even been a rdttap Sing scurried about all day, first gettihg party allset
up inside Then when the sun came ol moved everyiing back outside, chairs, and tables
and foodcursing Chinese under his breath and giving his clipped orders to whatever hands he
found to help.There were chairs to put outcatables to set up and thew to roast in several
different spots for diffeant flavors and degrees of doneneEkere were potatoes and beans
sourdough biscuit® cook and a square dry area to set up for Butch and Slinky who agreed to
play their instruments, angho even got together to practice once or twice.

There sil weren't a whole lot of people living out in the settlements surrounding the
Ponderosawith most ofthesilver miners too busy to be botherédt their laundrywomen and
cooks and the settlers and cattlemen in the area all canhiest all were tooembarrassed to
dance Finally a family that had come down from Canaaldéive in the territorystarted up the

fun, not caring that the harmonica and guitar were not quite in beat, or even always playing the
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same tune together.

Adam and Hoss followeMaryAnn and Christine out the door.h& two gals had their
heads togetheand giggledand shied away from them when they tried to get cléseally Hoss
shrugged and followeddam over to where Ben watched the beef cooking.

"So where's Joe?" Hosaid, looking around.

"Yeah, has the little brother gone and run away from home?" Adam smirked, leaning on
Hoss for support.

"Funny, | got the feeling that your brotheand Jane were getting on pregiyod.”

"Ah, come on Pa, you know thanditoo likely, considering Jake's a fellaHoss
laughed, but only for a momernitls it?" he asked, turning to Adam.

They shrugged at each other as the door of the ranch house opened and Joewdme out
Miss Jane on his armlakegiggled and leaed close, whispering in his ear.

Joe brought her over to Ben and his broth&@ood evening, gents, fine night, wouldn't
you say?Miss Jane, would you like to dance?"

"Oh, Joe, | would but I'm just so happy being here with you that | wostdike to enjoy
it for awhile. We can always dance later."

"Yes, well,” Joe gave themvactorious smirk and guided Jako the punch.

"Adam," Hoss said. "You don't suppose..."

Adam crossed his arms, staring at thetie took a deep brea#it Hoss's question.
"What? That they're engaged?”

"Sure seems that way, doi" They watched Joe and &aWith their heads together
over the punch!'Pa?"

"Yes, Hoss?"

"Do you think maybe we oughta tell him now?"
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Ben only smiled.He saw the guest l®pedto see."Roy, by golly, you made it."Ada
pulled herself away from the family she had been talking with to join them.

"Did you find anything, sheriff?Anything to help my boy?"

"Well, Mrs. Remingtonyou couldisaved yotself and me &hole peck of troubléy
telling me the truth from the beginningwent through poking around Salt Lake City for an
unsolved murder, or something that this Jake could have been responsiBletfohat |
learned washis. Back in St. Lauis there's a family of Remingtons what up and disappeared in
the night mysterious like, and it's because their boy was considered to be knowing something
about a bank robbery and maybeenguilty of being a part of itNow | want the truth of the
matter. Did you up and leave everything you owned just because you was afaid2here
more to it?"

"Sheriff, do you mean my boy has been found innocent?"

"That's right. Mw | want some answers."

"Oh Sheriff, it's a long story best savied after the party But let me tell you this much.
My husband was strung up for something he didn't do, and | was danthatfould lappen to
Jake!Thereds never any way of knowi rBgethrelvbert o
arms around Rg and thergave Ben an equally exuberant highank you both."”

Jale came up behind hefWhat's he saying, Ma?"

Shehad saved plenty of hugs for her sdivou're free, he's found you didn't...I mean,"
she said, looking around, "he's founditiake didn't rob no banlOr kill nobody. A week after
we left they threw the real robber in jail."

"YAHOOOQ!" Jakeripped off his wig and hatHe grabbed Joe and whirled him around.
Hoss and Adam watched Joe's face, butaaghedwith Jake j$t as though they had been

friends all their lives.

t

r

L
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"Dadburnit, Joe, you knew?" Hoss said, his face reddening.

"Come on now, Joe, what...what's going on?"

"Oh, what's the matter, Adam, did someone put a bee in your boniw#2nd Jake
laughed uproariously, clutching each other to keep from falling to the ground.

"Mrs. Remington," Roy sputtered, pointing at Jaké/hat's the meaning of this here?"

"Well, sheriff, | just couldn't let them arrest my boy when | heard they werneadétkat
maybe he did itl was afraid they were coming to arrest hgo we took off in the night, and |
dressed him in his sister's clothes so he could staehino matter where we went

"Well," Ben clappedHoss and Adam on the back, "I'd saigthas turned out to be one
dandy party.Ada, would you do me the honors of a dance?"

"I'd be happy too, Ben.She and Ben shook Roy's hand and the music started up again.

Jake grabbed Joe's arffCome on Joe, I still owe you that dance.”

"Just a minute, Joe,"” Adam command&dou owe us an explanation."

"What's the problem, AdamPtold you | can win any gal over."

"How'd you find out, Joe?'Hoss lookedaround, as though expecting some sneaky
snitching varminto be standig behind them, laughing.

"When | realized | wasn't going to get to Jane here with my natural charms, | decided to
try a little honesty."

"Yeah, he tried to kiss me so | belted Him

Joe rubbedhis jaw. "Pretty hard, too."

Adam leanean Hoss, puzzling it out'Hoss, | don't know how, but we've been had."

"Speaking of being had, brothers, where are the gals you're supgpdsedscorting?
Seemdo melike they've found themselves a couple of fine ranch hands.”

Hoss and Ada looked over to thpunch bowl where the gals await8tinky and Butch
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to finish up the number and join them
"I'll say one thing, brothersAt least | have a reason for not getting hitch&dh, and | do
believe this means | win the betJbe lauped as he and Jake strolled away, arm in arm.
Ben came up behind Adam and HosNow there goes one fine looking coupldde
chuckled and went back to the roasting steer.
"Hoss?"
"Yeah, Adam?"
"Where are al |l t hedtodearthsmilityftom®?' Joeds suppos

Hoss sighed heavily:l don't know, Adam."He turned to follow his Pa to the roasting

o

steer. "And to be honestireally,r eal | vy, really, don't <care.

it

VIRGINIA CITY

From Harperdés Magazine, photo by Nei
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After silver was discovered at the Comstock Lode in 1859, Virginia City sprang up,
another mountain away from the Cartwights, but still a forceful part of their lives. Roy Coffee
opened his office there where his presence was more sorely needed, aawinigl@s took
advantage of every chance to visit, get supplies, or just plain relax.

Along with the rapid growth of Virginia City the boys quickly developed their own
personal tastes and adventures, andincwith Joeo
personalities. Adam continued to take on more responsibility than his younger brothers, at times
feeling the weight of the world growing on his shoulders as he grew in yEaes. while they
laughed and loved and worked and played, Adam becamad¢hienown for his serious sense of
responsibility, Hoss for his gentle ways with people and animals, unless riled, and Joe for his
spirited sense of adventure

Even with their distinct personalities, there were times, it seemed to their Pa, that one son
could mimic the other two, or that each tended to pick up both the good and bad traits of the
other two.

And they certainly didnét al ways get along
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Part Five

ROAD TO DEVI LGOS HALL

Something foul lingered in the air, a kind of suliget breeze that caugland milcewed
the drying sagehen halted andtagnated thahid-July windof 1861and causetempers to
ripen. That same July found the Cartwright men with one too many days out in the herd
wrestlewith skittish calves, too much time worrying ovieetunbroke horse stockndjust one
too many hands quitting for the mines, leaving them shegdttemperedand with too many
worries.

Even a good night's sleep doesn't always mend things. The smell of porgpsttibg in
the hot skilleican wake anynan with an overnight appetibait can't always put him back on an
even temper.

Or so Ben thought as he staretgpatienty into his steaming hot coffee.

He grunted when hieeard Hoss and Joe on the stairs. "Thought | told you we needed an
early start® get that corral built before the heat.”

"Seems pretty dadburned early to me," Hoss grumbled as he sat at the table. "Where's
vittles? Why ain't no food on the table?"

Joe flopped down on the settee. "Pa, we've worked hard the past two weeks anjit's goi
to be even hotter today." efput hisfeetums t hough bed hadndét been cc

"Are you telling me we have to stop work until the weather cools, is that what you're
telling me? Joseph, get your feet off the settee.” Joe slowly sat bddkelpe got two horses
that can't be penned together. And we can't sell them until we break them."

"That what you bought thenof, to sell them?" Joe force himself to his feet again.
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"l bought them for breeding, and they turned out quite well in thaeéresp . But we
breed the same stallion two years in a row, you know thab. much paperwork.

"Yeah." Joewent to the table. "And you expect us to break new stallions every year, too."
He rubbed his rear as he sat. Hop Sing bustled out with flamacksalted pork. "Say, how
come Adam isn't up yet?"

"Your older brother has been out cleaning the barn since before the surledsgot an
errand to run for the next five days or so."

AHe' s getting dAlt of here for a week

"Settle downLittle Joe. Its something that Roy needs done."

"Roy can find someone else to be deputy, he doesn't need Adam." Joe reached for the
flapjack plate but Hoss was quicker.

Hoss took more than half the flapjacks off the stack and handethteegJoe, who
frowned atthe half-jacksleft. "Oh, quit your bellyaching, younger liher. I've plum had
enough”

"Oh yeah, and you thk | haven't had enough of youWell, you're wrong in fact, I've
had twice as much of youJoe glared at Hoss as he pushed the remaininggadckis plate.

"You just watch your mouth, younger brother, because I'm likely to take this here
flapjack on my fork and phhhhnggg"

Ben slammed the empty platter to the table, gaining the silence he sought. "I swear,
sometimes you boys give me an ackhedam came in and slammed the door. "All three of you."
He watched as Adam crossed to the table. "Go wash your hands."

Adam glared at Ben as he sat. "l did already."

"Outside? In the watering trough?"

Adam reached for the empty platter. "Hop Sing!"

do
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Hop Sirg came back in with asond helping of foodncluding biscuits. Adam grabbed
two biscuits and several slabs of pork while Hoss took a biscuit and the flapjack plate.
"Have you heard, Joe, ole Adam here thinks he's real special, cause he can just up and
leave whenever he feels likéloss said, munching on his biscuit.
"Now I'm not in favor of it but Roy himself came out last night and while | tried to talk
Adam out of it...." Ben smiled ruefully, "he and Roy turned out a rational argument."
"Yeah, but Paa week? | think we all oughta take a week off and wait til he gets back.
Maybe this mountain heat will break by then.
AYeah, ha! T h eeithetd s We eayxm®ti nggeti tno hi gher
"There will be no week off, Joe."
Adam grinned. "Yeah, Joa,little hard workmight put some muscles on those skinny
arms of yours."
Joe stood. "Now I've had enough out of you, Adam."
Adam only chuckled as he poured coffee. With the suddenness of a snake Joe knocked
the cup out of Adam's hand to the floor.
"Joseph!"Ben said, but Joe wasn't listening.
"You know, older brother, you've been asking for something from me for days now."
Adam brushed at the coffee spots oosay,hi s bl

Joe, just make your playo

Hoss got betweenthermal hel d Joe back. AThatds about
the only ones who got it rough, well, I gotitroughandl@aot it rough and ther
to act | i ke overheated mul es. 0

AOh, what makes you think vy ocawdyfranHsssand mar t ,

sat back down.
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Al got enough in me to know that wedre al/l

get away right now. And Joe oughta, and | oughta and we all oughta just be somewhere else right

now. Becausekilatofsi ek. @f | oo
AHoss! 0 Ben took the napkin off his | ap an
AThen make Adam stay, Pa, so we can finish

another step toward Adam.
Ben shookWéadrse hreatd . t hirsides n IAyd aonn e KRotyd sc ava i t i
your gear and get on your way.o
Adam picked up the Dbiscuit that wasnot soa
any of them he strode up the stairs.
ACome on, boys, | etds get to work.o
Adam rode at an easy cant®lf way to Virginia City befordéis anger cooled. How
badly hewanted to strikeutat that little brother! It was only the heat, or that was most of it. He
ard Joe didn't always get aladgshalf brothers they must have each picked up the othéy half
but they were still brothers. Joe should know when he'glieased. But, Adam knew khould
know how touchy Joe getEspecially when Jogees his oldest brother leaving in what seems to
him in themiddle of things.
Not that Acam gotaway often. They & gd their trips to Sacramento or San Francisco
and sharéthe Carsorand Virginia Citytrips equally. But Joe tended to develop amnesia about
the last time he got away. Maybe because of his youthful desire to 'see the world'.
Well, if he wants to see ¢hworld, he should just go. Adam imdiately regretted the

though® wasit only a year agaafter the Paiute Wan 1860,thatthey all fought so hard and
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almost diedo protect each other? What was it about the seasons of the year moving them on
and leaing memories behind? Joe appashas ready to forget as he shaoldorgive.
And Hos® Adam felt a little worn of Hoss coming between them, like some politician
looking to win Nevada for theause. As ihe could have dorenythinganyway, the coffebad
beenspilt. Adam couldn't think of a single time Hoss ever got in a mean ugly fight with either of
them, the kind like he and Joe hadaybe he should, just once.
Pa was another matter. Three grown sons and he still acted like they were children. Sure,
the heat put them in ugly tempers. Pa needed t ¢
shape by now he never would. Only yesterday Pa ran him ragged because he chanced taking
down a rogue steer that alredtydpulled the shoulders off two men. Hanagedihe, but Pa
acted like he was teyears old. And today, demanding he 'wash his hands'. Like he didn't think
his eldest son had any sense. He knew well enough how to clean his hands the Indian way, with
sand.
Adam was glad to get away. Hoss was tigiveryone needed distance right now. Even if
Pa couldn't admit it. There were times Adam wondered why he put up with it all. Maybepthis tri
would help him sort it out.
Adam di dnsgdrtingeRugtydBrennando Sacramento to bataess in a murder
trial to be as Joe might have thought, a pleasure trip. Adam astyRad been friends for
yearshuAdam di dndot f ereble cla uksee thaek idihgdtorpiteresknego w h al f
h a d n 6 ¢éachsother in awhile, bmbemories ofyreatfriendsh p dondt easily f adsé
to get more out oRusty once they were oah the trail. Thatis, if Rogouldrdot t el | hi m mc

than he alreadyha®\d am di d n 6t umanswened gquastioes. f o r

*k%k
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"Adam, glad you made it, boyhe staggust came it Roy took the keys for the jall
cells off the hook.

Adam glanced over at the heavy oak doors that closed off the office from the jail cells.
"What's he locked up for?"

Roy jangled the keys in front of him as he clasped his hands together. "Well, he's a
material witness. Without him there's no trial." He paused. "That's what | gotdfficial
noti ce, anagddan edsy nRuorgoidirastedvith the sharpness in his eyes.

"You got reason to think different?"

Roy turned away. "Son, | just don'tdm. But we gotta believe it anyhow."

"Are you saying he doesn't want to go?" Where before Adam had been curious, now he
felt downright skeptical.

"He hasn't said nothing like that to me. But this here's what those Sacramento lawyers
wart. They said to seevhim and lock him up until he gets his escort."

"Uh-hmmm." Adam stopped Roy from heading to the cell. "How many others will be
riding that stage?"

"Oh, it's booked pretty full, why?"

Adam glanced over atthecelle 6d never get amthatoumpypg out of
stuffy coach haklfull of strangers.Withoutthetruh , Adam wa s n @diveramwalde he co
friend up to more strangersRoy, how about giving me your go ahead to take Rusty by horse?"

"Not on the stage?"

"Sacramento is only a thretay ride. I'll pick up a few things at the"

"But Adam, the coach is easier, boy."

"Rusty and | are old friendésl trust him like a brother. And | can talk to him without

other peoplearound. f heds being set wup f ornowsabautett hi ng he
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"But Adam, jimminy, if something were to go wrorg"

"Nothing will go wrong, Roy."

Roy opened his mouth and closed it. After

chuckled. "Well, son, you know | trust your hunches. Tell you whRusty'll go for riding
horseback for three days with his hands tied behind him, it's okay by me. How much trouble
could he be like that?"

The corral fence went up in good order
each other under thersdrenched, smoldering skBen squinted at the sun, wishing for a good
rain to break this stagnant regell. The rest of hiworld would cool off as well. He wiped at
the sweat on his forehead and bent back down over another nail.

"Joe, watch it! You ahost caught my hand!" Hoss jerked away from the post Joe
hammered.

"You knew | was coming. You should have backed off."

"Quiet, the both of you. The only time | hear either of you is when you grumble."

"Workingwi t h Joe is réd&ason for grumblino

"l bet you think I didn't hear that." Joe pounded another nail into the side of the post.
"Why don't you start pulling your weight? Considering your weight, it's a lot more than you've
been doinglately."

"Little Joe, one of these days you're just going to pllemne up.” Hoss threw down the
plank heheldand stepped toward Joe, who threw up his hands in mock fear.

"All right, listen." Ben looked down, lines of disappointment etching his face. "I've been

giving it some thought. There are other things to do erPibn@rosa’ He rubbed his forehead.

"Hoss, you go check the east pasture, see if it's ready for grazing.”

bec
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"Anything to get away from here." Hoss went to where his hgrgeedand threw the
saddle on.

"Joe, you head west. There's a timberline abov&illwer Lake belt, you know which
one | mean, I've a mind to trim a bit in these,go in and mark some mature trées.

"Sounds downright cool in that part of the world." Joe took his horse by the reins. "Are
you going to finish this by yourself?"

"No, I'll get a couple of hands and come back out here tomorrow. I've a mind to head to
Virginia City and check on a couple of suppliesdered You boys head on ba¢ the ranch
and have Hop Sing give you enough food for three days, that's how long I figufdgthneed
to be gone."

Hoss and Joe finished saddling, carefully avoided each other, and ro@nfshook
his head. One of these days something might be saidne that coulttiever be made up. He
only hoped it wasn't already too late.

He'dneverforget that look on Adam's face when Joe knocked his coffee away.

Adam leaned against Roy's desk, waiting as Roy tied Rusty's hands behind him and led
him out of the jail.

"Hiya, Adam," Even after a miserable night Rusty had a smile for an old ff'éad.
know, | was sure glad to hear you were taking me, sure enough. First Roy says he'd get a deputy
but | asked for you right quick, because I just sure knew any deputy this old coot found would
for sure abuse me."

"Hey, now," Roy said, and Rusty laughed

Adam put his arm over Rusty's shoulder and led him outside where his horse and a

borrowed one waited, stocked with food and gear for days.
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"Wait a minute, Roy, aren't you untying me? | gotta ride like this?"

"Ah," Adam rubbedatan itch on his chin. ts the only way he'd agree to it. You want to
change your mind? Go on the stage? There's another one tomorrow morning weatauld
Adam studied Rusty his tanned skin had a yellowish tinge and his esgs=med dujlbut other
than thatandbeingmaybed i tt 1l e t hi nner than he remembered,
The shock of red hair was just as unralgd his ears were still tdog for his head. Adam
coul dn 6t whathawenade them friendace, awaysbackir hey 6d had a fi stf
first time theydd met.

Rusty lookedbut over the road the stage had ta&anhof the cityless than an hour back.
"I prefer this. Buthere are shortcuts to the main trail, can we take those, cut off some time?"

"Ooooh, | don't know, boy, you're talking ali@ome pretty tough tracking with your
hands tied."

"Pony Express can handle it at a fast pace. We'll be going slower, won't we?"

Adam pused his lips.Rustyhad oncesetriding recordshopingto be a pony rider
himself. "Sure, we'll be slower." Hepuhce d Rusty's arm. " Okay, you ¢
take whatever short cuts we can find. Let's go."

When Roy stepped back into his office he found Ben waiting. "Oh Ben, did you come to
see Adam? You missed him by a few minutes.”

Bentook hishaté¢f and brushed at the dust. "1 didn¢
wanted to make sure he got off all right.”

"Yeah, he did. But I'm not sure what to make of it."

Ben's eyes narrowed as he looked up. "What's going on, Roy?"



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard180

"They didn't take the stagthey rode horse. Adam had this notiorcbaldtalk to Rusty
aboutthewh@dealand | di dnostophim’pect | coul d

"Was there a reason to?"

"Adam figuredthere's more to this than it seems."

"Wait a minute, is there?" Ben felt his temper risirfgoy, what is it you're trying to
say?!"

"l guess it doh hurt you to knowRusty needed tying upecausehe lawyers over there
to Sacramento figure on springing a murder charge on Rusty kinda sudden like."

"And you couldn't tell Adam this? Not even hattit?" Ben slapped his dusty hat against
his leg. "Now what kind of sense does that make!? You know Adam weuld

"If Adam knew, there'd be a chadcgist a slight ae, maybé that he'd let it slip, &
see’"

"But Roy, even believing he's only a witheshat's to keep Rusty from being too
nervous to go all the way to Sacramento? They should have stayed with the stage, if there's even
a chance that Rusty is a murderer!"

"Look at it this way, Ben. Adam would have been more suspicious if | saidmabif |
woul da commandeered a stage for just the two
that hecan trust Rusty like a brother.”

"He said that?" Ben laughed shortly. "Well, knowing Adam's mood before he left, he
meant the opposite. That's good, asle’

"I made Adam promise to keep Rusty's hands tied. Not much a fellow can do that way."

"No, no, you're right. But Roy, if you're not concerned about this, why tell me about it?"

"Because of thehange in plans, is all. 1 know what your sons meanéou, Ben. 0
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Al gave up half a daydés work to ride in he
hi mself than to reassure Roy. AYou know, mayb
grown. They can take care oft themselves. 0 He

*kk

The first dayodos ride went smooth and easy.
and foolish and sleep was restful. By the second afternoon Rusty grew pensive andhglent. T
were both hot, Adam figured, becal®el st y 6 s mood pi thely erassedtpe liseo me wh
into California They feltthe cool breezes of the Sietreough the hot rays of the sand the
wind pickedup the odor of the sage, creosote and tangent pinesap floating down from the
mountains.

"Adam," Rusty broke the silence siehly, nervously.

Adam turned back. He had his book of Shakespeare's sonnets in one hand and the reins of
Rusty's horse in the other, his own reins draped over the saddle horn. With his hands bound
securely behind him Rusty had no control aver horse. Aam wasn't sure he needed to keep
Rusty this waybuthehadassured Roy that Rusty would remain bound.

"What is it?" He asked when Rusty seemed unable to find his thoughts.

"Maybe if we gallop for awhile...I mean, we could sure get this whole thingvatier

faster.”
"No matter how fast we get there, the trial doesn't start until Thursday."
"I know but...you know what | mean, sure you do."
"Maybe. Tell me anyway." As Adam waited Rusty looked away. "You got something on
your mind?" He wanted Rustytodtar t he t al ki ng. Htbadwhy. IWakhe | v b e

a witnes8® or going on trial for murder? Hseemedoo skittish tobe purely innocent.

n I A

Om just....damn...just so embarrassed ov
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Adam looked out over ahé trail they were followig, straight and flat for awhileefore
starting another rocky cl i mb. AUnder standabl
pulled on the reins of Rusty's horse until they were side by side. "Tell me about it, Rogty.
come youwcouldn't just wire the judggour statement? Whgre you being treated like a
prisoner?

Rusty only shruggedndAdamimmediatelyregretted his impatiencdRusty started
talking but there was a hesitance to his voite matter of identity.They figure this Mitch
Handel and the other fellowrank something, will deny knowing a lot of peotiley knew and
took money frod me included® and then I'll show up to prove they lied. Like, yoow, an
ace in the hole. WWen the two of them catch sighitme, the jury will see their faces, sure
enough.”

"Hmm." Adam looked back over the trail they were followiigpbo e s n 6t sound | i
proper legal proceduraVhy do you needtb----?"

Rusty's horse neighed suddenly and reared. Adam tightened his grighasséhéolted
forward. Rusty whipped backward but managed to stay in the saddle as Adam held back on both
reins to keep them from running, the leather stinging his hands as he held firm. At least he had
put the book away or they both uld have taken a table.

"Not the greatest horse they gave me, eh, Adam?"

"Best we could do on short notice."

"Adam, we're a long way from Virginia City and our horses are itching to run. How about
undoing these ropes? Maybe Roy tdi dndt trust

Adam smiled at Rusty before shaking his head. "Tell you what | can do. | can tie your
hands to the horn of the saddle, thatoll hel p

land ahead for a bit of easy running."
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Rusty shrugged. "If that'sehbest you can do."

Adam held the reins of Rusty's horse as th
later what might have caused it but he felt a sudden wrenching on his arm. He was jerked off his
horse and thrown to the ground, the reins of Rubkty'se burning his hand as they were ripped
away.

He lay stunned and caudtit bre#h before looking up. Rusty lay a short distance away,
his legs tangleth sage. The wrist ropésosend but were still tied. Rusty had be#ung hard
off the saddle, Isiroges ripped off the saddle h@rrunless he managed to loosen them
somehow, just before...

"You okay, Rusty?"

"Yeah, yeah, | guess so."

"How's your hands?"

Rusty winced as helencledhis fists. "A little sore, sure enough."

"You're lucky they aren't bken." Adam heard the horses mimg off in the distance. He
got to his kneewith a grimace"You catch your breath while | catch us a horse.”

"l won't run off on you. Sure got no reason to."

That remained to be seehdam thought as he untangled Rustyni the sage and
tightened the ropes around his wrists. They were a little red but not scraped. "If | can't find them,
we start walking."

On his second day Hoss's horse developed a limp during a canter. Hoss picked up the
black gelding's right fnot hoo® astone had worked in between the shoe and the hoof. He

looked arounand foundhe right size stick and carefully, with the touch of a man whose
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feelings toward animals always meant more than his own, pried the stone out. He dug in his
saddlebagrad found the small hammer to pound the horseshoe back in tight again.

"There you are, fella. You might be a bit sore though, so you and me are gonna walk for a
spe | | . | coul d mysek" Hsss'stseze rsetint lee navdr nad © worry about
breakngany greenersn the ranch.Joe used to laugh at the thought of him bucking a horse
right ontoits knees begging for mercy.uBhe did worry about sitting too long on Chubby, even
though tle horse was bred faize.

A number of times while he was growg up, people with little thought in their heads
would comment how the horseheo d e w0 ulbnd, thaihe shiouldvfired a buffalo to ride
i nstead. Hedéd | augh with thenevealatdnhewhefelt. ual | vy
He was as he wamd if people couldn't accept it then they catildccept him. Things were
better now, especially because he could laugh about it, but in that nagging little back of his mind,
he could stl hear the abuself hedd only eat pr ogseofushedd be no

Joe helped Hoss learn to laugh at his size. Joe was the loudest about his brother's weight,
as if Hoss couldn't see for himself. Adam was well meaning enough by saying there was nothing
wrong with a big appetite, but sometimes Hoss felt fumhgn he sat down to dinnétah! Not
forverylongHe coul dndét help his big appetite. But I
because of it. Both of hizrothers may have meant no hasat he had to struggle to accept
himself even as they teased him.

He bent down and studied the road. Stage had been through not too long ago, heading
west. The stage Adam was on, no doubt.

Hoss hoped his brother enjoyed himself. He hoped they all enjogedime apart. But
he had felt a nagging fear that when Adarhlgaek, they'd discover the house was still too small

for the four of them.
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Ahead, beyond the small thicket of woods, the stray horses grazed. Adam cut through the
trees, carefully, silently. He crept to the edge untitti@ldreach out and grab hisitse's
dangling rein.

"Easy, boy." His horse recognized him and stood still, but the other horse whinnied and
backed up. "Whoa."

Adam reached out but the horse pulled away from him and ran. He tried to jump up in the
saddle buthecinch was loose. By thi#me he had it tightened again, he had no chance of
catching the other horse. Not anydlonethatlosgo on, a

Ben watched the simkg sun with trepidation. Heeaded home for the night after
finishing up the fece alone, knowingone of his sons would be there.

"I know what they mean to yolRbyd simple statement souedominous

"Nonsense, doesn't mean anything's going to happen to any of them," he scolded himself
aloud straightening in the saddle. "Thegar capabl e men, not boys. Jus
there alone and they wear guns..."

He often wondered if wearimguns made a man easier to be killed, or if more good men
would be dead if they dn't wear guns for protectiéna question he found imposséto
answer. He only knew they had to deal with things the tvay were. Someday, when thee¥V
grew up and more people livedt hereto male laws easier to enforce, they could put their guns
up for good.

He remembered back wthen Adam and Rusty had lepractically inseparable. Rusty's
fathertried to homesteadnd ranchsame as Ben, but didn't have near the resources or talent for

hard work. He only knew he liked the area, same as Ben. Eventually he gave in and agreed to
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work for Ben whenever there wa timber contract. One blistery fall day he decided he didn't
like theWashoetribe so close, and with two other men and not enough ammunition tried to force
them away. He ended up with an arrow in his chest.

Adam and Rusty found much to argue over dftat.

Still, whatever Rusty may have done, he wouldn't stoop so low as to kill Adam to get
away. Ben renembered their friendship and fe#tassured.

Adam followed his tracksdzk to where he'd left Rustine sandy area they'd fallen just
east of a rassive floor of hard granite and canyon wallkerethe trailrantenuous around large
boulders in a dedout wash, lading to another hard climb. They wéueky theyfell where
they didd or were the® Didn't make sensthat Rusty deliberately pulledem both down.

They could've ended up horseless, almost did.

Atfirst Adam c o ul,bunti@en, inhaampdnic,Bpoted fymg in a nestle of
rock. He didn't stir when Adam rode up and alighted.

He squatted down and shook Rusty's arm. "Hey,albright?"

Slowly Rusty's head lifted, his eyes opened and focused. "Oh, yeah, I...I guess | sure
enough took a harder knock to the head than |
where's my horse?"

Adam looked over his shoulder. "Guess WWelve to try and make it on one horse." He
took the bandana out of his hat and wetted it with water from the canteen, then wrapped it around
his bleeding right palm where the reins tore away the skin. "We may come across another
rancher down apiece whas a horse we can use. May even find yours yet, as strays tend to

follow any horse they see. Come on, let's get going."
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Rusty struggled, unsteady and awkward, to his feet with Adam's help. "Both on your
horse?"

"I'l walk awhile. We can ride together later when it dés cool er . ™

Adam helped Rustinto the saddle, and Rusty l&yrward against the horse's mane.

"Sorry abaut all this, Adam. I'll justlidher e a mi nut e, [ be
take turns on our feet."

Adam took the reins and startedlkvag. What was it about suspicion that chadge
friend into a stranger?

*kk

Joe felt lighteiin spirit and moodhan he had in days. This timbearking jobwould

take himright past Amy's housé,e hadndét s e Pacoulddardlyicamplamhé i | e .

stopped at a friend's for a bite to eat. After all, the next few days were his to do whatever he
pleased, as long as he got the job done.

As he rode into her yard he saw Amy bent over a large tub in front of the small
whitewashed house, scrubbingttlies. He watched her a moment, a lithe figure in a fetching
blue dress, her brown hair loose over her shoultiersanned, windblown face puckered over
her thankless &k, a face that would surely light upjusta moment.

AAmMy! o

ok a\

Sure enough, whensh | ooked up her dull expression i

Cartwright. What brings you out to see me?" She wiped her wet hands on her dress.
"Why, Amy, since when do | need a reason?" Joe slid off Cochise and led him to the
trough, his grin wide. Ay looked down, blushingnd followed him.

"It's been a long time,ittle Joe."
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"Now, haven't | told you just to call me Joe?" He tied his horse to the rail and turned back
to Amy. She looked finer than ever, her brown hair loose and falling softly ovéades her
large blue eyes shining.

She slipped up to him and put one hand on his arm. "Well, that's what happens when |
don't see you for awhile. | forget."

"Did you forget everything?" He leaned over and kissed her. One of her hands went up
around his ack as he folded his arms around her waist.

Out of breath, she pulled away and fanned herself. "Oh my, Joe, | don't think we should
be doing this."

"Oh! | suppose out here someone will see us!" Joe reached for her again.

"Now, Joe, you know what | meanddon't want to be just another one of your girls."”
Amy held back, though tightly encased in his arms.

"Is that what you think?" He pulled her close.

"I know what happens to the girls who fall for you."

"Oh, right." Joe let her go and leaned on the hitchaiighext to his horse. "Sounds like
my brothers have been talking about me again.”

"Your brothers? Little Joe, why would you say that?"

"They've been riding me lately, that's all.”

"But Joe, | was just teasing you. | didn't mean nothing by it." Shedeaméhe railing
next to him. "What did they do so terrible to make you think that way?"

Joe couldnét fi ght tYoureapbnychid Hotwaduldyoad r et u
like having four parents instead of just two? Or like me, with three Pas irdtead?"

"Oh, Joe, you always said that Adam and Hoss \were

"Well, now | know better."
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"Adam, let's stop. I'll sure enough feel better with some chow in me."

Adam di dnodét n e e direddf Walkingg Théywadicteun intb a&ranchdike
he expected, maybe because instead of going forward they should have gone back aways. He
thought they'd come across a Pony Express stdtignt seemed like they'd gerbackward in
ti me. He <ggn of hf@anywkeeeefisavasya shortcut, alight, a short cut to
nowhere.H ed@lways prided himself on staying out of situations like this. At least with the
sunclear in a cloudless skiie knew they were headed in the right directiBat his skin began
to feel like fried bacon.

AL e t 60 ash&dedspdt for a campfire, huh?" They walked on a littler longer up a hill
aboutas high as they could §oadescent closkin on their horizonAn outropping of rock
with some sand and plenty of old brush stood a far walk to the bighhot much o&nything
for shade"All right, we can build a fire out there, | guess. After a rest the horse can carry two
for awhile." He helped Rusty down. "With just one horse we'll have to travel as long as we can
push it. Means only a couple hours of sleeptdnig, i f t he horse doesndot

"Sure, Adam. I'm game if you are."

"1"1l gather some wood while you check the
in case."

Rusty watched as Adam walked toward a bluff overlooking the canyon, withrtedl pi
hanging onto the edge, until B®ped at the half dead bush and pulled aSiill watching
carefully, Rusty opened one side of the saddlebag. He pulled out a plate and stared at it a
moment. Then he reached back inside and dug, an awkward feélngoth hands together, but

he found what hevanted A fork. Of fine, sharp silver. He looked uput Adam had his knife out
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and worked awkwardly at the brush, his hand still wrapped with the bandana. Rusty slid the fork
between his hands and workedath, struggling, but finally gt the fork inside his shirtsleeve.

Adam came back with an arm load of brush. "Find what we need in there?"

Rusty dug awkwardly into the bag again and found the coffee to add to the plates and
beans hedd t aksegoodaslastnight's 8dpper, dut | thiek it'h Gure it will"

Over the fire the beans warmed plates because the cookingdisappeareth the
saddlebag on the other horse. Adam sat back after checking the coffee. He missed the dried beef
and shortcake in the other saddlebag more than the pan. He looked over at Rusty, who hadn't said
a word since Adam turned down his most recent request to untie his hands.

"Tell me what happened.”

"What do you mean?"

"How did you get involved with thoselfews, and what did you witness?"

"What did you hear?"

"That you were in danger of losing your father's ranch. That you like to gamble more than
most. And owed these two fellows a lot of money."

"They thought to get me to pay it off by killing a fellow them, a fellow they said
deserved it. Said his pa killed Handel's pa. That don't make him deserve it, Adam. Not if it was
seltdefense, sure enough. |turned them down flat. They wouldn't let it go, though. So | rode out
like | was sure enough gonnae lived in a shack, Adanpoorer than mé

Immediately Adam realized the lidHe and Rustyhadr gued once badly ov
fatherds deat h. Rusty bl amed the Washoes for

Rusty was on his way to be chargeth murder. It all made sense now.
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Rusty sat forward and accepted, awkwardly, the tin cup of coffee Adam held out. He
immediately reacted to the heat of the cup and put it down to cool. "l was supposed to kill him,
sure enoughandfor a minute, maybd,thought | could. But when he came out, | saw how
young he was, maybe not even 18 years old. So | couldn't do it. It turned out his pa and all his
family was killed in a fire back in Missouri, so he came out here to try and make it on his own."

"Hmmm. Carit be much worse than losing a family that way." Adam felt uneasy, having
left home so angry. He coultiagine how it would feel to go back with things left unsaid and
find it all ashes. Rustyods crime adwmdddenl y
taking the one headed home.

"Whatcha thinking, Adam?"

Adam looked up sharply. "Did you say something?"

"l askedwhat you'da done if you was me. But you were gone off over that way
somewheres," he waved at the horizon.

"Not important. Go ahead wifour story."

"Oh. Well, I left him there, sure enough, but | didn't get far. | heard two other horses
riding up. So | doubled back and watched. It was those two fellows, Adam, and they shot him.
Heck, they could have followed me there. Anyway, severdi@famkbers in town sure knew
these fellahad it in for the boysothey got turned over to the sheriff, and takendor&mento
becausehey were already wanted for another murder in California. You know me, Adam, |
couldndét kil relodefendey sure éneugls"6 n it was s

"But Roy put you in jail and insisted you need to be tied\4ny?"

"Oh, because of the notion that I'd be afraid to testify. And | sure enough am, Adam.
These two, they could sure convince the judge that they saw me do sighée heavily. "l sure

feel a lot better having you to talk this out with. Maybe everything will be okay."

S

e
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"For who?"

"What?"

"Rusty, Ihoped you could be honest with fhe

"You don't believe me?"

"The truth works fine, but sometimes a lie is beit¥ou said that to me, onge
remember?l 6 | | tell you what , t ibdievigchyoufor mow. Comgi ve yo
on, let's eat up this grub and get some more distance in before it gets dark."

Joe managed to have his tree marking almost compigtéte end of the second day
only because of penip energy and frustration. The last thing Amy said before he rode off
gnawed at him.

"They're the only family you have."

Was thatconsolation? Adam always got to do exactly as he pleased and never had to
watch what he said to either him or Hoss, acting like he was the boss instead of Pa. A couple
days ago hbadcounted on Hoss to std up with him against Adam. ogether they could have
gottenAdam to back downBut whenever it came to siding with onetibém,Hoss just
shrugyedthose big shoulders of his.

Joe stopped a moment, puzzled. He tried, but he couldn't rememhdrendrad Adam
had been diffeng on. Pa would say that meainivasn't important enough. But it was, he was
sure of it! Only now, ouhere in the trees, with the warmth of Amy still on his lips and in his
mind, maybe it wasn't.

If he hal shrugged it off, like Hossnaybe he would still be with Amy right now. Maybe

it wa s mpottant. Joe couldbnly remembenow, howback in Octobehow they all thought
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Adam would die and how the world had stopped for all of thelow could they come so far
from nearly losing each other in only nine months?
The sunods stletreesbraught gremate nighthso he finished workingp
the aea and went back to his horse. Time to find a place to bed for the Bighthiswa s n 0 t
going to bean easy night to sleep in.
Rusty hooked his fingers tight inside Adam's gunbelt the few times Adam got the horse
into a gallop. After the third eagjallop Adam let the horse come to a dead halt. He eyed the
night sky, wishing for aull moon, but that moonhadi ght s since passed by.
much of a path ahead tihe horse seemed to pick its way easitpugh. He smiled briefly
when he élt Rugy lie against his backWhen the horse came to a stop &mebl to prance
backward even with the reinds urging, Adam re
"Guess we camp her' The balkiness meatte horse sensed danger. As lasghe trial
was an easy one, the horse would keep going after dark.
"But Adam, maybe we could both walk and get the horse to follow us for a little ways,
anyway."
Adam slid off the back of the horse and helped Rustydowm. U s ur e youdre uf
"I have too much gumption inside me to sleep. A little ground beneath my feet ought to
help."
"All right. Start out. Stay ahead of the horse."”
They walked on for a waysAdam could make out, just barely, what made the horse so
nervous. They were walking alotige ledge of a steep granite canyon wash, a rocky inclibe tha

didndét seem to have a ,stetghingauttforwhaicteepark f or war d
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appeared miles. Even with the sun gone and the wind cooling the air dotke hight, he could
fed heat radiate up from below.

i Do n 6t Adam,rknow this areal surely do We camped here awhile when | was a
boyand Panadehi s way east after | osing out 1in Calif
only the Devil would be comfortable dowmere. We might have stayedo, if this creep old
woman Hdedwétus off at the point of her rifle.

Adam shook his head, trying to get his mind to focus through the need for sleep. For a
moment he felt that everything, this shortcut, even takimgdsonstead of the stage, had been
planned, and not by him. "With the heat from this gorge to warm us we should bed down here
for the night."

"Just a little further, Adam." Rusty peere
You know what thiplace reminds me of? You know that book you were reading?"

"The sonnets?"

"I remember you and me when we were kids, Adam, you used to bring this mushy poetry
along when we was fishing."

"Fishing. You always aaght the biggest fish."

"You never were goodt just sitting and relaxing, Adam, unless you had a book in your
hand. Remember this? 'If love make me foresworn, how shall | swear to love?' How does the rest
of that go?"

"l don't think that's in théookl brought B e s i d e sk.,for mettodred artythimg” d a r
Adam looked up into the night sky where the stars appeared as vivid as lit campfires in the
di stance. "1 think +-."Anehed&eapthis face tilted to themightsggyhas 1 t 0

he concentrated, eyes closing. "I shall sweahbypower of the night to blind 4s."

*k%k
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Rusty whirled around, startling the horse, but he lunged and with the force of both arms
jabbed the fork into the horse's breast. He dived sideways as the horse reared and bucked,
throwing itself into Adam who alked along the edge of the canyon, who because of the night
and the weariness and the distraction and the trust, lost his balance and fell, too startled to make a
sound amidst the tumbling of rocks and whinnying of the horse.

Rusty listened as the rocksade the only noise until finally the tumbling stopped. He
| ooked down but couldnét see into thEepit of
hoot of a single owl punctuated the still and eerie silek=etossed the bloodied fork down, by
the delayed sound realized that it too hit the canyon floor.

He pulled the agitated horse on down the path until lhéh&e horse would recognize a
safertrail again, mounted, and rode off.

"No, thank you, Hop Sing, I've had enough."”

"Yes sir, Mr. Catlight. Too much food. | hopedys hungry when they get home."

Without waiting for a responéeto Ben Hbp Sing always seemed be in a hurr§ hewent back
into the kitchen.

Ben leaned back, the chair creaking. Hedouldot under st supmbsely sow one |
smart could be so stupid. Sure, their tempers were hot. They had the weather to contend with and
more work than usual. Maybe he was just a stubborn old fool after all, thinking they always
needed to be busy. Thei r st t hi ng hedd udde toshndthentofdgalyy got b a
but this timewherever they waetl to go on a weHlearned vacation.

He threwhimself intowork to put his sons in the back of his mind, never quite
succeedingJust as he was gettibggether a plan to go out riding and $esv the boys were

doing,Roy came riding into the yard at a fast pace.
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ABen! Glad | found you to home. Somethingo
posse rounded up,thought uéd | i ke to join us.o

Adam blinked har@nd opened his eyes, segia wall of granite anfieling the
reflecting heat of the morning sun. He moved slowly, mindfully, andd that everything
worked athough someting wasn't quite right. Dis@nted, cafusedbuthetried o get up
althoughdizzied by the ache in hizead. He knew who he was, but for some reason the
immediate past, how he got here, escaped him. The sun, by its position, indicated ned midday
butwhat day?Where&d andwhy?

He pulled himself backward to a rock andgatHis right foot inside the bodhrobbedi
probably sprained. Hopefully not broken but
check. His head felt like fire.

He squinted up at the steep walls of the canyon. Wasn't going to be easy scaling granite
walls with a twisted foot, oeven twosteady ones for that matter. Thigle in a canyon
surrounded by walls of roakasso steep he could hardly look to the top before falling over
backward,ands@jgged i n pl aces handastrytograd holkand cyawlpup, er c e
orsosmootth e 6d f i nd n oButhreadldh dlod | atweal Idry w@ash ri v
knewit didndét do to give up wit houtAddephbreath g. N o
brought as stabbing pain. Sore ribs, too, maybe a brokeBurtdne had little choice, find a way
out, or stay here.

Slowly Adam gotto his feet, favoring his riglgide No help for it but to walkHe had
no water, no habuthe had a d aworrytaleolteither. Als leedlkkd he searched for
the easiestlimb up the canyon. One had a decent incline, rocks and several trees with strong

roots so he grabbed hold of a rock and lifted himself up. He grimaced when he had to place the
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weight on his right foot to lift his left, and after several feet upwahdle reaching for another

root, Adamdés | eg screamed and knee coll apsed
After three such attempts dei d n 0 t n butifelt masechapeful that leouldkeep

walking and let themked river take him out. &ltookoff his black shirt, glad for the white

undershirt. Where was his horse? He could call, or whistle and his horse would come, always

di d. But Adam tried calling, troutdcdlredhinst | i ng

this heat, wh granite wallsthe sun wasnore intensky drying.

Something glimmered in his path, like silver. He picked it up. A fork. Bloodiemht, B

unnaturally, as though forcedéforced into his
the trail above Heicouldelyeougib.ut MRRUYUITyY!woOul dndt an
Rusty put him here because Rusty waséguiltyéR
couldnot kil him with his hands tied, no, | e
awaited him

Anger forced him to try cinbing again. Halfway upe realized there were no more
handholds to grab. Adam looked up tothetopefthc | i f f . Hefstarte@to dirhbp ! 0
backdowra gai n but ¢ o uputhis teet and leissankle sueldely stmed. He
tried to slow his sudden rapid descent but on landing cracked both his elbow and skull.

Out cold.

Sometime before dawn Adaawoke violently, shiveringHe sat up, almost unable to,
and lookedahead to where it seemed the dry wash shimnexrddssly. If he waited, and dug
for water, hed6éd have more chance of survival
Artesian, perhaps, bursting forth like a cannon, like a geyser. He started Eedlong

maddened, unable to think, just wiagtwater from somewhere, anywhere.

*k%k
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Hoss was tired. bt because hiead so much to dbhewas just supposed tdheck the
eas pasture and he did that tasalking round and round in this pastutde could tellin the first
few minutes that it needed anethiwo weeks' growth before theguldbringtheherd in here.

He had half a mind tgo home, but what would Pa safPahad mordo say than usual

lately. Hoss wouldn't dare say djdn't even like thinking it, but Pa acted as though he had three

kids ingead of grown sonsMaybe Pa should b&lone a day too marty reaize the time had

come to recognize how grovinis sons were.

Hoss turned his horse to the west. He prided himself on waiting until he got the other half

of his mind to do something. Antiwas telling himthat he needed few days' ride to
Sacramento Maybe he and Adam could take i n a
enough to see Lola Crab# again.

Adam made up his mind to fingater. Not just for him, but for any poorfortunate
who found himself too trusting of for mer
world a favor, hebéd beéevery few feet of
the end of the day he chewed on stones with a trail@frteh holesdugbehind him. He wiped
blood from his eyes, not caring thas head wound continued to trickle bloaliday. Of more
concern was the ldge could baely drag behind him. Ad thus, Adam reasoned as well as he

could, the @yging for waterevery few feet waslso a way to rest.

show
frie
wal k

At another corner of the canyon he spotted a few scraggly weeds growing in a patch of

dirt. He threw himself at the plants and yanked them out of the ground. Thistles. He tossed them

aside and started to dig. Deepeper, like a mad dog or a man in the last stage of dehydration.

Finally sensing the futilityhe leaned back. Only two days, but with that sun heading up
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overhead, felt more like five. He found a couple nsurekablestones but could barely pry his
mouth open to get them in.
"Keep going!" His mind screamed at him. "What for?" He thought back. But he stood and
limped ahead again.
How | ong before a man died of dehydration?
Hoss was just a boy. The horse had run aff the desert and by the time they found it, it was
near deat h. They coul dndét revive et. How | o
As the day neared its peak he found a wall with a slight incline, best chance yet, giving
him a kind of hope He leaned against the gray rock, closed his eyes and pressed his face against
the warm flat surfacé his was the fire he imaginddwasit only yesterda9d the fre he
imagined burning down the Ponderogss of this regrettable momertie would never be able to
take bak any of the angry words. isibrothers and Pa would nevezar him apologizéor
letting temper get in the wayded dhowed more loyalty to Rusty than to his owmilg. And
so it endedwithout a chance tgo back and do it over again.
He gotup ard walkedcarefullybut quickly, picking up his feet to clear the rock, but his
feet felt so heay. He kept tripping, tripping over nothing sometimes, and finally he fell, landing
on his gut in a pile of boulders. Hearly passed out bidgught tostay awake, to keep moving.
So much for college learning, so much for always trying to do the right thing.
Adam leaned against the wall and looked up. The chiatbsome slants in the right
places and a few sturdy looking trees jutting out. Baitimbsfelt useless and his fageason
fire. He felt the back of his head. sast the bleeding seemed to have stopptireached a
hand up to grab holdf atreeb ut coul dndt | i whichfelthikesomecemock.of hi s
Just keep walking fomvd. He coul dndét do Saonnye trmomees thhea nc otuhl adtn.

that, as a single rock would make him stumble and fall. He grabfed more stoes while on
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his knees and shoved them through dry and swollebéfige pulling himself upright aga
He reached &ollapse of boulds blocking his path through the dry rivédalfway up his good
foot slipped. He felbackward and landed on his badritting through the pain that made him
want to cry out, h&vondered if this could be it, one imytoo farto return

Youdre gett i n gEvearyitimeeshd tried boelynb he $idd tegs ptgnf
making it. But if he stayedown now it would be all over. Even amelatively stable path he
could barely walk without slipping, but he hadaalk quickly now, his time was almnsbup.
Every minute, every precious minute, he could feel himself dry out a little more. Shade, stay in
the shade, butthiswése vi | 6 s Hoaretratd eventhe littlse tvea cover he could find.

His eyes closellecausall he wantedvassleep

"Adam, you're 12 now, almost a man. There's one thing a man knows. Anything he puts
his mind to, he can do."

All right Pa!

Adambraced his back against the canyalwand forced himself to stanfitelingone
foot underhim. He reached up, finding a hold for his hands. He pulled, arms shaking, and found
he could raise his left foot to the first ledge by holding his right foot up with the strength left in
his arms.

"Like climbing a bhdder, that's all, just.”

But whenhe tried to raise his right foot the next ledge his ankle seemed to divide him
in half with painand he fell backward to the ground, landing hard on his shoulder.

He tried raising his head again but the wapdin too heavily against hifhomorrow. |
promise, Pa, I'll try tomorrow.He crawled deep into the light shade of the granite over him and

stopped fighting.

*k%k
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"Hello? Hello, down there? Do you need a hand?"

Adam felt his mind waking, but his eyes didn't want to open against the hot morning sun.
He rolled slowly to his side and triebutto ans
painseemed a normal condition, a partof whoheneag He di dndét | ed®rn t his
Col |l ege doe $onlitet Ordeate.par e us

"What are you doig sleeping down there? That sun in the canyon is like flames licking a
frying pan. Here, I've got rope."

His rescuer tied the rope to a rock and jumped deftly down the side of the canyon wall to
the bottom. Sheed the rope around his wadsat first Adamthought she was a maout she
had a voice like an angelandwrapped the ends around his hands. She pulled the canteen from
around her neck and eased a little water down his throat, then used a little water to wet his eyes
when she saw they were burnt rea to open. She gave him another sip of water and climbed up
the cliff with the ease ad mountain lion, like she rescued trapped séals living.

After she tied her rope to the saddle of her mule, she lobkekidown. "Come on, fella,
work with ma"

Finally when he gave her a sigrathhe had some life lefshe kicked the mule, easing
Adamup the canyon wall At the top he had barely the energy left to thank her, so she hefted
him up on the mule like a prize elk kill and trekked back to herkshac

Hoss recognized the black and white horse before he saw the rider. "Joe! Hey, Joe!" Joe
pulled up on the reins until Hoss galloped up alongside him. "Where you headed, Joe? This ain't
the way home."

"So who says | gotta go home right now? You mig®m
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"Nope. | haven't been back there myself." They starteddowre r oad. " So why
this way?"

"No special reason. Just wanted to stay away for awhile, that's all.”

"Yup. That's about what | was up to myself."

"So are you saying we should go tdge?" When he finally looked at Hoss the twinkle
of a grin remained.

"Nope. | reckon you can gallop on ahead of me any time you've a mind to." They rode on
aminute " You know, Jde, | was thinkino

"Yeah, Hoss.Me too. I've been thinking, too."

Theygr i nned at each other and rode on, feeld]
company.

Her guest had passed out in blissful sleep after Mannie got him on the cot in her shack.
She stood over him a moment. She hadn't cared for another humgrsinee leaving her
husband and children back in New York for the wilds of Nevada. She nevedlbakk, not
once in the past twerdyve years but now this stranger stirred familiar longing in heishe
cared for him, wouldhe finally give in to théesire to go back home? If she did, what would
she find? Dust, only dust. Ot hers she rescu
and sent them on their way to be doctored elsewhere. Threahe her rememband that
could be a dangerotising.

They need their mog¢h, Manette. Please on 6t g o .

She poured some water from a canteen, getting a bit of cloth soaked, and wetted the
sunburned areas of his face and arms. At leakatienoughsmarts about himot to go bare

chested. As shaaged at the torn white cotton shirt she thought about taking it off for him. He
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appeared to be mighty attractive, even with all the brasdsurns andl theboots. Firstoff
comes the boots.
Mannie grabbd hold of the left and pulldeard. Finally goit to pop loose. Why sHet
that other young fellow take herinforeverwo s econds s he @donmveryver unde
right off, hestoleher best mul e whi |l e sNowthdtsehé bendthihi s hor
fellow in such tough straitshecould figure outtherest s peci al ly since that
hands hadbeen tied and he connived hetoicutting him loose. Loneliness, she figured, made
her off her guard I ong enough to cut him | oos
She grbedh o | d o $§ othard@othadd gave it a yank, nearly falling to the floor
when her patient let outyae | | . ADondt | i ke that, eh?0o
He hadnodot r e g a,butserdethingbotseced ronuvatimtbas fepist the
same. She oughta jukill him andbe done with it. Tis one will probably ttn out to be jusas
evil as that other fella. hat they showed up nearly on her doorstep only days apart meant they
knew each other, al | right. And one didndét m
What if this one here vgathe badder one?
She grabbed the water pail again and wet h
then dumped some water on hi m.hmehekeWantic o me on

should cut the boadff? Or the foot®

Adam blinked hargandl ook ed at her but di dnot seem to

A Y ohoot? 61l try pulling acgaanont ffilrgssis.&6 v |htudrs
see it You understand?o She grabbed a fork fro
mout hst dilJamp down, fell a. | either pull or |

possi bl e. o
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She sat in a chair at the foot of the cot and grabbed his boot with both hands. Bracing her
feet on the floor and vowing toignote €  n o i s e s hepalléddardaadktehis credshe
could only hear a low garbled groaning, as though he fought with every breath not to feel the
pain. Finally the boot popped loose and Mannie fell backward to the floor.

He fell back angbassedut againso she feltise had his permission tto whatneeded to
be doneo his foot. She touched it, all purple and red and swollen. But probably not broke. No
bleeding or bone poking out anywhere, anyway. &dhed n 6t much cotton to ma
stuff either healed oridd n @t she figuied she could wrap a bandage all right.

This fellow, an attract® man once, probably, now allvdlen from sun exposure, and
probably broken bones elsewhere. She poked around on him, fourehthevound, dislocated
shoulderpad riband this bad ankle. She put her hand on his shoulder and pushet dope)
that didnodt s ©mythe tevil kipew whatould béowrog kinside him.But s he 6 s
buried things before out here, even in this hard ground.

By midday he roused hiself enough to wake up.

"Well, lad, think you'll live?"

"Ah..." Adam pointed to the canteen and this time she let him drink on his ohenKs.
Dono6t f e eyet Nameks ddaim Cartwrighd.” He raised a shaky hand from the cot and
held itjust longenough for her to grasp

"You call meMannie, all my friends db.She cackled loudly. "Who done this to you?"

Adam laid back and closdds eyes, frowning. "My horse..."

"Horse throwed you?"

"Wounded." He shook his head. "Candét remem

Mannie spang to her feet. "Bay?"

"White blaze and three socks."
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"Man scruffy looking, dressed in brown?"
"1 dométrédbb e dyedhiCGuiltyloferaurder, taking him to Sacramento. You
see him?"
"Yesterday morning. Haadtrouble with the horse, high sped animal, as though he
couldn't control it. Occurred to me he caused that fresh wound on the baastwasn't even
his horsé"'
"Good horse. Loyal." Adawi nced and cl osed his eyes. A TE
"Peopk says that about me, tb&he @ced through the room, a soft and sullen anger in
her eyes.
Adam watched her without her seeing him.
gray hair and winkled, a little hunched, but the way she got him here meant she was strong
enough. And she moddike a cougar” What ever they say abaoaut you,
had left me there 0
"I'll go find 'em for ya, ya kin have it out with him. Noboagrth being humaikeaves
another man i n t lwentoutsidbafgreoAdamtcould dtdiper,.budt théhhhe
di dnot re@wtetry.t Bhe lefewater and vittles on the table, but when she peeked back
in, he had fallen asleep again.
Maybe this time heb6éd never wake up. She ¢
At the sound of galloping hooves behind thidoss and Joe turned. Even at that speed
they recognized the lead rider.
"Pa!" Joe shouted as the riders pulled to a halt in front of them. "Where you off to so

fast?"
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"A Pony Express rider brought in the horse Rustie Roy thinks there might be
trouble™
"l thought they were taking the stage." Joe frowned, looking off toward the hills.
"That's my fault, son," Roy said. "l let Adam take Rusty by horseback instead of the
stage. If anything's happened"
"What do you think mighta happened, Roy?" Hossamimered some ways back, seeing
in the dusthe tracks ofwo riders on a Pony trail, instead of just the one needed to run the mail.
He didndét think much of it at the time, with
"I don't know, unless Ada untied him--."
"Roy,Adam woul dndt do t hateedetitostaytiedhBerde it c| €
insisted.
"Pa!l" Hoss sat up straight in the saddle. "l saw a trail a piece back. Maybe it's the way
they went. Want Joe and me to go and foll ow i
Ben looled from Roy to his sons. "Yes, go atie@e'll stay on the main trailn a day's
time we'll meet in Placerville."
A day laterAdam felt well enough to sit up and take the food from the table, smoked and
dried rabbit and carrots soaking in water. Marem hadndét returned. He <co
skin felt stiff and itched painfully. Taking a breath made him tlhiekcracked a right rjtor
maybe that was the pain from his shoulder. His head pain had diminished to a dull roar, which
consoled him some.
When he heard thaugshot he stood. His ankilerobbed, not willing to hold his weight.
He limped to the door of the shack dadked outside in time to see Rusty scrambbffghe

mule after first untyindpis feet, trying to get away from Mannie who heaam'’s rifle pointed at
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him. The first shot caught him in the arm. It appeared to Adam that she had dragged him back
on her mule, after havinghot him in the foot.

Rusty saw Adam watching. "Adam! Stop her! You know | didn't mean for you to die out
theré Don't let her do this! She's crazy!"

"Come on, fella, try to get away again, | like a little challenge." She pulled the rifle up to
her shoulder again.

"Mannie, don't!" Adam yelled. He stepped out into the sun and recoiled instantly, the
sun's rays renang the flames omhis skin. He siggered backward into the shackifle shot
echoed through the air again.

"Did you see that, fella?" Mannie shouted from outside. "l found 'em foGyahg him
what he deserves, is allb

Adamstaggered back outsiseearing one ofherhgs ut he coul dndt reac
before sheaisedthebutb f t he r i f | e Ruostyédad faRen,bleedidgsromhascizest .
wound, and Mannislammed the riflbuttag ai nst t he back of Rustyods I
more tha a pesky prairie dog.

ANow heds feeling the pain youoerhsefadeeel i ng.
Hey, we could set him afire!

Adam wanted to feel something for Rusty, anything like pity. Bdehempty Still he
managedwithout emoton,i i a t @wgh, Bannie. Justtiei m up. 0O

ATie him up?o0 Mannie turned the rifle on
triggerand puta bullet irto his brain.

Adamstiffened, his hand drifting down to his gstill hanging at his sidef Do y o u

know what youdbve done, Manni e?o0
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ARi d the world of a varmint, thatos all
horse and git, too. o She wal ked back into th
of it trail down her shirt.

Adam sl i pped behind her into the blessed sh
hi m. o

"You look at me! Do | care anything about needing? | left two daughters arshartal
behindbecause being needed every dag drive any living being insan&ut | couldn't walk
away from you." Her rifle barrel lowered to the ground as she stared at her dirt floor. "You were
helpless. Like that squirrel | found last week. | fed it, gave it water....and then it made a tasty
stew."

"Mannie, listen to yourself. You fiea family behind and it's aching you."

"NO!" she aimed the rifle at hinmard and steady. "You listen. | walked away because |
hate people needing me. That means you, t0o."

"161l |l eave at nightfall. Give me that muc

"No. My mistake,tak ng you out of that canyon. I 61 |
lowered the rifle dramatically. "You can kill me."

"Mannie, you know | canot . "

"Or | can kill you. And | canOr," her eyes darted around the shack, as though knowing
hedd nev ethird choicefyourcantide eut of here right now."

Adam gl anced behind him out the door. "16lI

rocks. I f you prefer t ¢todkii"l | me, then | guess

Painfully hedrew himself up to full height argtood waiting her reaction.
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Mannie slowly drew the rifle ymiming it gut level.She pulled the triggebut instantly
Adamdropped gun out and on instinct he fired back, natisg the womarbout only a dangerous
coiled snake with no mind beyond thalss.
Atfirsthed i d n 6 t had hit harkaftelareing henearly passed out with the pain
The shouldethathad dislocated on the canyon flonight have jusgotten knockedback into
place When he finally blinked thegin backhe turned to loolat her.
She lay on her bellytwisting and groaning. Adam crawled to her and rolled her to face
him. He had hit her square in the stomach.
"Oh Mannie." He fought hot raging tears as he pulled her close. "Why Mannie? Why
didndét you just go home?"
"No homeleft. They're all dead."”
"How do you know that?"
"Because...| killed them."
Adam tried to stand withhern hi s ar ms," Yad kaomnudg daodmtnow, M
getyousome help."Heai d her b ack bdieveshe reallytkided them, dnilah 6 t
she thoughtshedid. Dondét di e, Mannie. 106l bring help."
"Being a motheréwas a bad thing. They abus
want to care. That 6séa Wihd shudderinggry, MEBmdied.ngé br i n
AOKManni e, cogslovelr g&dbamnpul |l ed her tight and v
With enough light from the half moon Joe and Hoss decided to keep going for a bit, as
long as they had a trail to follow.

"1 dm sorry, Hoss.

"For what, Joe?"
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"The way | acted a c oiogplimghtdamtyospraeticeap, sol 6 ve b
that i f | see Adam againé"

" T h avhed Kttle brother, noff."

" know, Hos s, but you know, one of these
about 1t this way, so t haelievedtheapologiesdithjusspele hi m
out. You know how hard it is to apologize to that haedded Yankee."

"Hah! Ain6t that the truth. Mr. T O6m so sm
for | ong. AnWel | , oghemaoafn dt had d e t dnaeydds, yoAdanar b gih
too manytimesangdet caught by a dumb mistake. 0

When the lone rider appearedtbe road theyhought theyspotted the mythical ghost
rider. The horse in the moonlight appeared to berlédsbut when they concérated they both
saw what they wanted, a rider in the form and
all.

Adam di dndt s e dughtpassmg outpseveral gmes riealy tumbling to
the ground.

The horse had the lead, the hokswwhere they were going, | hat@deliver Rustyo
justice. But how wouldéxplain ths kind of justice? What would I tell the judge in Sacramento?

Well, | got the devimadand he rode off and left me to die, but Mannie saved me, and killed him

andt hen wanted to die so she pretendedéshe onl
justice, al/l round, your honor, justice, and
my fault.

"Adam! Hoss, it's Adam!" Joe kicked his horse forward.
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Adam looked up sharply, gasping. He threw one leg up as though to jump off the horse
but his |l eg hit something heavy behind him. H
Hoss and Joe stopped in front of him. "Adam, what happened? You okay?" Hoss reached
outtotake he reins of Adamdés horse but Adam jerked
"What are you two doing here? Checking up
simple job and you couldndét | eave me be?"
Joe got off his horse and went back to check on the dead weight behsatithie before
| ooking into his brotherds sweating face. "Do
"l have to get to Sacramento. Rusty has a judge to see."
"Adam, Sacramento is the other way."
"Yeah, Adam," Hoss got offitHdes hwWhgedandtw

you down and we can talk about this."

"Nothing to talk about. Now get out of my
around.”

“"Adam, tt hRusstiysnd |Itdséitbs an ol d fella

"No, it-®6s0o nButlosthiggimf t he saddle and fel] [

"Joe, hebs pretty bad off. We candt put hi

"1 6l run and get Pa."

"No!" Adam jerked away from Hoss and stood awkwardly, holding his shoulder. 81 tion
neednhim,andi don 6t Hedirapgd nyiseahly, riot getting far witlone boot on.

"Why dondét you tell us what happened, Adam

"Did he try to get away, Adam?" Joe peered close at the dead body. "Did he kiltithis

fella so you had to kill him?"
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"No." Adam laughed!Notme.l c o ull denwWbdul déve. He stabbed
die. Mannie saved me, killed him, so | killed her. Gotta find her family."

"Her, Adam?"

"God help me." Adam felio his knees. "l killed aoman."

Joe grabbed the water as Hoss easednAdahe ground. Hoss ripped off his vest to tuck
under Adamdés head as Joe gave him some water.

At first it seemed Adam has passed out, but then he blinked hard and looked up at them.

AJoe. Looking for me?o0
AYeah. o Joe capped Igotetellgow-ntoeen agai n. A A
ASorogyry, SJoe. 0O
ANo, | éyoudre sorry?o
Al forget someti meséwe go back a | ong way,

AYeah, Adam, 0 Joebds eyes ¢tiélaoked gpdcht Hass,twith t ear

the worst of fears plain on his face.

3t

HodsHoss, you came | ooking for me, too?0
AWOre brothers, arendt wefightingfelrsfieyro uabdldl ,doo H d

for me . O

St

Ma n ni ec afreianrge.do Adaem |liicikkee.d ohfi ButswoHd di d.

St

She saved you?bo0

St

No, 0 Hoss shodkth wtkisshgdoatairn @ tlie, Adars. .She was in
the way of the devil, is all .o

As Adam slept under the sthlted sky, his brothers made camp and kept vigilping
and praying that this wasndét the |l ast night t

HiHH
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As all families do, the Cartwrights had arguments leading to times when for awhile they
couldnot deal with being a family. But the b
always realized, in time, how much they meant to each other.

By 1863three grown male@ot counting Pa!) had hankerings for healthy activities with
the ladiesso they werdound to be arguments over who would get to date the nelrgibte
female. The brothetsad agreed early dmow to work around this problerbuteven so,

problemsemergd, especially when the lady sawtat her benefit to play themgainst each other.
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Part Six

HIGH STAKES

"All right now, Lou, watch this one," Adam leaned over the pool table at the International
House. "Every week | come town | take another crack at this sHahink | got the banking
perfected.”

The pool table came from England a few months back, and alreadlygzbbecome
known as Adam's game. Hiaped every time he came to Virginia Cityth such dedication
and m@ssion that most people sitting or standing around would stop what they were doing to
watch.

"l set the Death Ball, #8, against the left bank with only a finger's gap, just so it's not
touching. The cue ball is placed right in the center, as thougidiedathere all on its own. |
lean off the right corner just a little. Take the cue stick, give it a twist as | connect..." Adam hit
the ball right into the left corner pocket. "And instead of heading for the right corner and
missing, the ball goes ingHeft corner pocket. Every time. | call the shot beating death again.”

"By golly. Dondt that beat -aBmm. Ydujustgobu t oo
a natural knack at this. Never see you sitting at the Faro table, you shun garibling

"Except an occasioh@orse race,” Adam said, setting up another of his favorite shots as
he waited for someone game enough to take him on.

"And yet since this pool table's been here you've become a regular saloon door Charlie."
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"I'll tell you what it is dout Faro and Five Card Stud and the like, Lou, it's luck. You've
got no control over what card you get next. So you either get lucky, or you cheat. Neither is
good to depend on. But billiards is something you vattk get good."

Lou | aughed.hatm¥eaghbu, all right. o

Adam | aughed with him. Awell, at | east th

A roar of shouts and laughter outside sent Lou over to the window, squinting into the
bright May daylight. "Well, would you look what we dmre. An interesting character the
stage has brought us today."

Adam stood beside him, still holding the cue stick. An older gentleman had fallen off the
walk into the street, and groped on the ground for the white cane being kicked about by a gruff
andangry drunk. Finally the gentleman picked updaee and got to his feet, aAdam noticed
his odd looking darkened spectacles.

"He's blind," Adam leaned the pool cue against the wall and walked ouksgdstopped
on the walk just long enough to se drunk break the cane in half over his knee. The crowd no
longer laughed, except one or two with unkind humors.

Adam ran up to the drunk and laid him flat with a solid punch in theajawvatched as
the man scrambled baward, got to his knees aman off.

Adam shook the pain from his fingers as he turned to the blind man. "Are you all right,
sir?"

The marmappeared younger close up, ewsith that shell of white hair, and he wore a
distinguished breasted suike men of carriage from San Frasco. He sighed heavily in the
direction of the friendly sound of Adambés voi

Virginia City, but | did not imagine-."
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"Father!" A lean brunette in travel dress came out of the stage station. "l heaoisthe
out here but did not knowtas over you. Oh Father, you're being tormented? You, a man who
cannot see what heds up against?

"Don't concern yourself so much, darling Lynette. | am perfectly fine. This kind stranger
has taken over quite nicelyWhat happened to the bully who snapped my cane cleanly, by the
sound of it?"

" Oh F a tbiokar." Lynetté gicked up the two pieces of whitne.

"Ah, he's probably gone to have a few teeth remounted,” Adam smiled ruefully.

The man laughed hedytand held out his hand. "Tobias Williamsferd, at your disposal,
and my daughtetLynette."

Adam shook theihands, smiling warmly"Adam Cartwright, andamglad to help. Are
you staying over in Virginia City?" His gaze lingered on Lynette asstied back.

"We had thought to stay for a few days, if my business arrangements had worked out. As
it is, we must move on to St. Louis. Did you get us tickets, dear?"

"The next stage is filled, Father. We'll have to wait for three days."

"Ah! A ploy sponsored, no doubt, by yon hotel to gather more business." He gestured in
a wide sweep with a finely manicured hand toward the International.

Adam looked across the slanted C Street. "How did you know there was a hotel there?"

"Ah, my good man, wén you're blind, other senses are heightened to the highest degree.
You would be surprised at what smells and sounds can be associated with hotels. Well, dear, |
guess we stagnd idle away the time heré would have preferred leaving today after thiain
the street. No offense, young mayour rescue was sound and tfue.

"Oh, none taken. Would you ah...consider staying as my guests on the Ponderosa?

Youol !l feel much safer there, |l assure you.
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"Ponderosa? What's that? You own a hotel?" a®hirned his ear in Adam's direction
as Adam moved to guide them across the street.

"No, it's my family's ranch, and we've plenty of room." He took Lynette's arm. "If you'll
help me by pointing out your luggage."

"Young man, this is nonsense. | haagver imposed on another soul in my,ldad even
though I've been blind only three months | don't intend to start imposing\Wanacan well
afford a hotel stay.

"It's no imposition,” Adam said as he tore himself from Lynette's smile and encouraging
nod. "linsist. Virginia City is a rough towms you discovere@and you...well, if you're
uncomfortable at the ranch after the first night, I'll drive you back to Virginia City tomorrow
morning."

"Is that a promise?"

"Yes, sirl" Adam placed two fingerm his chest. "And a Cartwright promise is a sacred
bond."

"Father, I can't explain it, but..." Lynette put a hand on Adam's arm. "l trust him."

"Well, my daughter, you are my eyes now. If he looks honest to you, who am | to
argue?" He allowed Lyniet and Adam to each take an and guide him on

Adam helped first Lynette and then Tobias up into the buckboard, letting Lynette finish
guiding her father into his squeaky seat. "So, Mr. Williamsferd, you were hoping to find a
business venture here?"

"Please, call me Tobias. It's such a mouthful the other way."

"All right, Tobias. | hope you don't mind my curiosity. Most people who pass through

Virginia City are miners, entertainers or dignitaries."
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"I'm afraid I'm no romantic dignitary. Merelyheard working soul who by a nasty twist
of fate has gone blind and now must find a new way of working at an old occupation.”

"Father is going east to see if the surgeons there can do anything for his eyes, and in the
meantime he would like to see if hencstill work. He was a professional gambler, you see."

Adam raised his eyebrows, looking first at Lynette before regarding Tobias. "Cards?"

"He was very good too, very skilled. Now all he wants is one simple game before the
surgery, using me as hisesy"

Tobias found his daughter's hand after a f
guite a team, too, 1 f |1 O06m any judge at those
real game, we could do quite weBut here, | only sought tind a mining inestmenon which
to live in case the surgery fails. Nothing within my allowance available, unfortunately, and no
one willing to get up a card game with a blind man. | would not take up your offer of lodging,
Adam, if | sensed a willingess by one of your saloons to arranging the game, you see. We
already have one set up in St. Loui s by a fri

"Well," Adam said with a lopsided grin. "That's one game | hope you'd allow an audience
for."

Tobias chuckled. "I'd like to see it myself." He raised his head into the crisp spring air
and took a deep breath. "Ah, this does feel good after that stuffy stagecoach. If only | could see
my surroundings. Not even a year ago | planned a trip to VirGiitya but one thing after
another kept that goal from me. Are we descending?”

"Amazing how you can tell things without seeing. Yes, we leveled out at over 6,000 feet
over at the stage station, i f we c dnhhigheel i eve

onwindydaysnd Virginia City is not even at 1its pe
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"It's beautiful,Father, you would love thisLynette saidtaking inthe hills around her.

"Oh look, a herd of wild horses grazing the side of that hill. Oh, Father, if you ceuldseh i s . 0

For an instant Tobias seem@dook right at them. "Must be mustangs, my dear. At
your ranch, Adam, do you catch and break wild horses?"

"Occasionally. We're mostly into timber and cattle."

"Is the ride far?" Lynette asked as thoughihgphe answer was yes.

Adam pointed off to the west. "Down through the hills, look that way, you can almost
see the trail winding to the bottom. We stay west and now look up more foothills and into the
mountains where | live."

A Oh , triptwhl ke day$ o

Adam | aughed. AActually, not quite. | t 0s

The wagon bounced and Lynette grabbed onto the men on either side of her. "I'm not
sure when I've seen such a beautiful place.”

"San Francisco is very lovely, if | remember rightgbias reminded her.

"Oh Father, it still is. But if only you could see this."

From the way Tobias lifted his face in the air, Adam supposed he almost could.

Ben delighted as always in the challenge of showing off Cartwright hospitality to the
gussts his sons sprang on him, only momentarily disordered over Tobias's broken white cane and
dark glasses. He barked at Hop Sing to kill three chickens, which Hop Sing had already left the
kitchen to do, grumbling heartily.

"Ah, nothing like Hop Sing's aotry fried chicken,"” Ben said when they finafigit down
to dig in.

"Except for maybe his Hong Kong Mulligan,” Hoss said, already eating.
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"Hoss, you don't have a favorite," Adam said, laughing.

"Yeah, he | ikes everyt hi hygettd too takenavitheher tbr e s s e
further the jesting.

As Adam watched his young brothars expression souredTobias, tell myfather and
brothers your plans while you spend the next three days with us."”

"Three days?" Joe smiled. "Miss Lynette, | Wble honored if you'd allow me to show
you around the Ponderosa."

Adam cleared his throat. "Joe, don't you hangfences to mend?"

Hoss looked up. "Why no, Adam, we finished the setth

Adam kicked Hoss soundly under the table.

Ben noticeda little more than playfulness in his sons. He leaned forward to change the
subject. "You have a special reason for coming to Virginia City, Tobias?"

"Actually, yes"” He patted Lynetteds hand. "My da
chance to try my hahat my former occupation, the one that helped me raise Lynette in fine
fashion until my eyes went on me. Lynette, | had wired ahead for that game, but now, for some
reason, my contact has up and fled. o6 utHe ppmdus
expected to get stranded here for a spell, actualwave been around before my vision failed
me, you know."

"Oh Father,” Lynette shook her head, exasperated. "Adam, did you guess this old man
bluffed us all along?"

"Mmmm, | had a hunch."”

"Oh-ho," Tobias laughed. "I hope | don't tangle with you in a poker game."

"Poker?" Ben exchanged puzzled looks with Hoss and Joe.
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"My learned and acquired profession, gentlemen,"” Tobias said with a slight bow. "As
you can see, | nepareddne som@vbat. But dith imy daldghter heheas able
eyes, | am hoping that in Virginia City | can run a good game one last time, before the surgery. |
had already one failed attempt at puttinga gargestd her , b ut stopging mesfdm not hi
tryingagain.l 6ve heard, Lynette, Alhpeedisatcentactmtwo un r at
who wonoét -b'® di smayed

"Father, that surgery will restore your sight! I'm sure of it."

"Let's face it, child, the doctor told us the risks. It could &if me."

For a moment no one spoke or moved.

"Ah, I'm sure everything will be fine," Joe said, grinning. "In fact, I'd like to helpbditll
| could find you a couple of game playefsbias."”

"Oh, Joe, that's so sweet of you to offer.” Lynettanged over at Adam. "But Adam."

"My oldest brother there is not at all fond of card games. Just ask him." He winked at
Adam who smiled sullenly. “"But me, now | ' m a
all the card players in town."

"That's for sure," Hoss saidi He 6 s | cmste étoo  eHvae Adéimand cdosed
his mouth.

AYesheds fundathheortwpto dBfe nt melmded pl easantl y.

"I know everyone who likes to gamble, | know the miners with the most money, and...
you know what? I'd even get in the game myself. Hey, Hoss, | bet you'd like to play, too."

"Now settle down, Joseph,” Ben said with hand raiS€dat's probably not the kind of
help Tobiasvants”

"Oh, on the contrary, Ben, this is perfect. Perfect!'toligh the sides of his dark glasses

Tobiasdé eyes shimmered wet in theorchsplamer s, an
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most of which had in some forfaund its way into his mouth. "Did you hear, Lynette? All our
practice, and now we'll haxiegame!"

"It's wonderful, Father. Oh, Joe, I've never seen him so happy. Do you really think you
can do this?"

Joe gave everyone his ggitthe-canary grin. "Not hard at all. How about it, Hoss?

You in?"

"Well, if they're foolish enough to let yarrange it, | better be,” Hesaid as he
munched on ahicken leg.

"This is wonderful," Lynette beamed at everyone before looking at Adam. "l only
thought we'd d a small hand or two back in St. Louisit this, to have a game right here in
Virginia City, it's something Fathert®ped for since he picked up that white cadhee, you will
line up the best players, won't you?"

"Of course. Say, Miss Lynette, if you are finished eating, | could take you on a walk
outside and we can work on all the degil

Adam got to his feet quickly as Lynette rose with Joedot't think that's a good idea
right now, Lynette. Your Father is through eatiagd | think he'd prefer if you helped him to
his room to unpack."

Tobias regarded Adam's tone of voice fon@ment. "He's right, my dear, the long day
and this excitement has robbed my appetite. | think turning in early would do me good."

Ben stood. "I can see to Tobias6 comfort

"Pa, | think Lynette should do it tonight,” Adam put up a hanstop him. "Ah, it has to
do with a sacred bond."

The four Cartwrights sat back down as Lynette and Tobias left the room. At first none of

them spoke, although Joe glowered at Adam.
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"Fine brother you are," Jogrumbled.
"Got a problem, Joe?"
"l suppose you got her all staked out?"
"Lynette is free to come and go as sheod®s. | just plan to s@#ho she chooses."
"You don't even give a guy a sporting chance. What's the matter, you afraid of losing?"
"Joe," Adam said evenly, his brow set in@an, "if you're getting up this game just to
win over the girl, you may as well forget it. You're playing out of your league."
"Oh yeah?" Joe sprang to his feet, knocking his chair backward. "Well, we'll see about
that."
"All right, brothers pipe down Can't a fella finisla meal in peace?"
"Pick up your chair and sitadvn, Joseph,” Ben saifteling tired. 'You both know the
rules. You acfriendly with the girl and let her do the deciding."

Before Ben could finish Adarstoodand walked outsideshutting the door softly behind

him.

Hoss wiped his mouth with his napkin and leaned back. "I think he's already stuck on
her, Pa."

Ben sighed. "Yeah. Joe..."

Joe met his fatherdos stare pointedly. "Lo
hims el f . And he didnodét do it. The way | figul
just met her today, after all .o

Hoss nodded, grunting, and the three of them finished their meals in silence.

*k%k

AYou know, Lynette) Tobias got comfortablen the bed, and removéis glasses to

reveal sparkling and very alert gray eyébdo believew& e going to pull this
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Al suppose yodre righto Lynette sighed, sittingext to himon the brown quilted bed
cover. fAnd | know we came looking fahis, but | wish we dida have to involve such nice
peopled

fil noticed you paying attention to those two young men. Be careful di gad up in
the middle of a family feud. He tucked his glasses in his jacket and opened his travel bag.

fOh, | woudn&@ want to do that. Bub,she laughed lightlyiilt is nice to have the
attention of two such fine men after having been cooped up with you for the last three égnonths.

Tobias unpacked his bag until he found hiscaflise t 6 s pr act i cyeudevhi | e t
helping me unpack.

RAIl right, but practice being careful. Several times today | caught you looking at
something. Adam saw it too, and | could tell he was puzzled.

fiThat Adam is a smart one. Y@e best off romancing the young one \ihmore
eagemn

MBut | do fancy them s mar b Shewdtchen ésthe deddtat wh a
without looking. fiThat looked fine, I did not see you glance down. If Adam learns the truth
about you, | could always say you fooled me as well.

AGo afterAdam if you like, Lynette. But remember, the game comes first. So keep that
Joe fellow happy while he gets us a game-arid

Al know. Try not to start a feud between the two. The game comes first.

The near full moon had pleed the trees by titeme Adam calmed from his walk. He
and Joe and Hoss had all favored the same girl at some time or another, but this time made him
argry and he needed to figure out why.y tBe end of his walke supposethat he hadn't

realized how lonely he was untie met Lynette. There was something in her eyes, iwdlye
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she looked at him. Heoncern for her fatheilobias,touched himas did Tobias himselthe
way he retained his dignity even while being bandiledut in the street. Headdetermined

evenwith his disability to go on as normallgs he could, and Lynette helped hatrthe sacrifice

of her own | ifebdbs interests. He sanlised | onel

intereg.

Now Joe wantetb step in the middle.

Adam wanted is own life, anche wondered if he had to leathee Ponderosa to get it.
After all, Pa found all of his |ifebds | oves

He foundBen in front of the fire reading whérewalkedbackin. Adamwalked on by
to head upstairs, but on the thirdsstopped and turned back.

"Our guests settled in all right?"

"Lynette went to her own room a short time ago.”" He closed the book and looked at
Adam gl ancing up the st aAdam Andyes,Bhetdidashaftesd b e
you."

Adam lawghed shortly, scratching his neck.d'li d n 0 tto seexhpragain tonight." He
leaned on the rail to go up.

"You were hoping." Ben waited but Adam didn't answer. "I'm going to stay out of this,
Adam, and so is Hoss. But | need to say one thing."

When he hesitated Adam looked back over his shoulder. "Well?"

"Let her make up her own mind, and don't hold it against your brother."

Adam's jaw clenched but he didn't answer.

"If he had known how you felt right away."

But he was talking to Adamtsack as Adanfinished his climb up thetairs.

f

a
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Outside Lynette's room Adam headasping. Be sounded like she was crying. He
knocked lighty and the sound choked to silence

"Who...who is it?"

"Lynette? Are you all right?"

"Oh, Adam!" He heard scurrying and the door flew open. "Please come in. I'm so
frightened. You have to help me."

"What is it? What's wrong?" He let her lead him to her bed and sat next to her, holding
her hands.

"Adam, it's Father. He seems changed now that youindargg getting a game together."”

"Is that bad? | can tell Joe not+0" he started to get up but she pulled him back down.

"No, it's not bad, Adam, it's just that, oh, Adam, I'm so afraid. | have to be his eyes. It's
true, we practiced quite a bitut what if I help him, and he loses everything?"

Adam brushed her hair off her cheek. "Have you told him how you feel?"

"Oh, | couldn't! He would feel so badly for rtieat he wald cancel the game! l&e
very sensitive, Adam. And | coul@rive with myself if he gave up his dream for e.

AHmMmm. Well, | believe that. But you say you practiced hard togdiher?

fiWe did, but it may not be-.0

AAll right. LetGs say ém blind. How do you tell me what cardsnl holding so the others
dond hear® Hebraced himself for her gentle whispering in his ear, and even before she touched
him a longdormant passion stirred in his chest. After a moment, her fingernail gently scraped
his back. He cocked his head and frown&do that agaird She did, a littleslower. iQueen of
Heartso He looked at heriiVery good. Very cleveo.

AANd you guessed without any practiae!

Al coul dndédt go wrong with your skillful

t

o

u
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AOh Adam, thank yoo. She threw her arms around him.

Theyheld each other tight, neitheilling to let ga Adam cleared his throayjarmed by
her body pressed against higé dond think | should sta§ 0

In mutual consent their lips met in a warm lingering kiss. Sooner than he wanted to,
Adam broke away and stood, and after their hahdgyanother moment, he bade her a soft
good night and left the room.

Lynette touched her lips a moment before blowing out her lantern.

-

Virginia City, on a usual day in 1863, was a sight to see. There was never a moment's
dullness in the streetahether up the nearest hill where another fancy house was being built, or
down C Street as another of the many businesses nfegdd booming city wakastily thrown
together. Down the streets below C Street on this particular day five more miney wieaek
going up, miners haggling over the tin and scrap wood at hand. There never seemed to be
enough timbered wood to go around. Indians who lived on the edge of D Street came into town,
hoping to be accepted by someone long enough to work and earfosaineA miner haggled
with his last dime for more than a dime was worth with an uncooperative store clerk, as several
from a local saloon grappled over a misunderstanding that ended up as a brawling fistfight in the
dusty street.

Around this activity valked the welcome sight of a lady tending to her errands. On
occasion she would smile somewhat discouragingly at the advances of the men thereabout, and
fan the dust from her nose. Wongerhe finer citizens of Virginia Cit$ would most often be
escorted bygtaely dressed men. Miners' wivesuld be seen as well, dressed more like their
men to distinguish them as just as hard workimgyking the laundry or cooking or cleaning in

the hotels, andaiting patiently for their husbands to become one of theyloaes to hit silver.
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Women were not seen enough in these-dustllen streets because if theydhheir choiceghey
moved back to San Francisco.

Into this usual Virginia City morning Joe drove the buckboard with Lynette sitting next to
him and Hoss fdédwing along behind on his horse. Adam stayed behind to do what he called
'post roundup’, although what post roundup could be neither Hoss nor Joe could guess. Joe didn't
miss Adam's expression though, and figured post roundup hadhsegiet do with
justificationd andthe avoidance of tempers.

Lynette was all sparkle and gaiety this morning and Joe felt sure he was in love. Hoss
noticed the look on his face, having seen thmggy eyes all too oftenHe also noticed the
intenseness on Adam's facesthorning in his conversations with Lynette and her father. He
thought Adamdés intensity meant more than Joebo
really say hat, either, because Joe féits affedions every bit as hard as Adam.

Only more ofen.

"Here we go, Lynette, first stop." Joe secured the reins and jumped down.

"The Silver Dollar? Do they gamble here?"

"Do they!? Hoss, tell Lynette about last month's game.”

"Oh! Haha." Hoss tied his horse to the hitching post and joined ttibhss Lynette, it
was the biggest pot anyone in Virginia City ever saw, but half the money, practically, got put in
by mistake and couldn't be taken out again.”

"Oh,n o . How could anyone put money in by mi

"You got toget toknow Virginia City, Miss Lynette."

"Hoss's right. There are fellows who come here, stake a claim and at the first sign they

got silver or gold, get all excited that they're gonna be rich. They get in a card game for the first
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time, and because they're so excited domériso that rule that says whiskey and cards don't
mix."

"So they're drunk Lynettenodded

"And before you know ithe dealed someone who does this for a livihdne has them
conned into throwing in twice more than they wanted, and in hock to the boot."

"That's pretty cruel, Joe. My Father would never do that, he runs an honest table. This
card player who likes to con, is he still here?"

"I hear he hoofed it out of here one day, right quick,” Hoss said, laughing.

"Too bad, Father would have loved skimg him over." $e walked into the Silver
Dollar.

Hoss and Joe, taken by surprise, jumped forward to stop her but missed her arm by
misjudging her enthusiasm. Lynette stowar the bar just inside the dogetting her bearings.
When she spotted theo men at the faro table she walked over to them, Hoss and Joe close
behind.

"Lynette, why don't you let Hoss and mé' Joe tried to guide her back outside.

"Why, Joe darling, that would spoil my fun. Besides, Father asked me to help you
choose."She turned back to the table and watched the players. "Are you two any good bucking
tigers?"

"Ah, Miss Lynette,” Hoss jumpeoetween the two fellows who turned with heavy
frowns to the woman rudely questioning their game. "This here's Arnie and Lesigered the
best faro players in town."

"Well, I hope so, they seem to live here." She pointed at the table. "I think you should

call it both ways, Lem."
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"Hoss," Arnie said, his teetritted into a smile. "I think yoknow better than to bring a
lady in here. If there was a dealer at this table, she'd be booted out on her ear, lady or not."

"Now don't you bother explaining me, Hoss," Lynette leaned over their table, carefully
avoiding their chips. The four men watched her in alarm, even thougtasiné ruining the rote
Lem and Arnie were playing. "l have a proposition for you two. How about leaving the faro for
a night and playing something challenging, like poker?"

"What's the catch, lady? You staking us?" Lem chuckled and poked Arnieevitiasly
studiedher.

She ignored them both and walked over to the poker table, &wh#re moment no one
sat "Here is where the action will be tomorrow night, gentlemen."”

Joe, who hadnleft her side, took her arm. "Lynette, | thought we'd settpea
International House."

"A hotel? Oh, Joe, so lacking in character. No, this is just right. Gentlemen," Arnie and
Lem had followed them over, puzzled but intrigued. "My Father, Tobias Williamsferd, is an
experienced gambler from San Franciscolagid come to Virginia City looking to get a game
with the most skilled players he can find. But you must have a minimum, a minimum,
gentlemen, of $500.00 or even your skill won't get you in."

"Miss Lynette," Hoss started as Arnie and Lem turned awawriter.

"Don't worry, Hoss, that's not too much."

"No, Lynette, we're thiking you should tell them youathek--."

"Oh Hoss, Joe," she said gaily, pulling them to the bar. "Yoilt tlunk a little thing like
Father's blindness is ggrio make anyifference do you?"

She caught sight of movement outside and watched as riders alighted across the street.

She turned sharply, her breath catching in her throat. She wal&etbdhe poker table, for a
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moment ignoring the men behind hekrnie andLem walked past her over to Hoss, who had
ordered beers fahem.

Joe put his hands drer shoulders. "What's wrorg?

Lynette stared hard at the table. Finally she blinked back a tear and turned.

"I'm just jumpy, Joe. My father's whole lifeat stake here in Virginia City. I've not
helped him gamble before and | don't know if | can do it."

"Come here," Joe led her to a more private corner of the saloon. "Maybe it'll help you if
you talk it out. Explain to me how you help him read carfisat's the part | don't get."

"Well," she said, lookig up at him coyly. "ivork on moving my lips in such a way that
no one can read what I'm saying, and | lean in real close to his ear, like this." She got so close to
Joe he smelled hé&fac washand felt her warm breath on his face, feeling the stirand trying
to swallow it down "And then | ever so gently give him the code we developed for what he has
in his hand to throw down, | ike thisnoone" and
el se can hear. o

Joe di dn 0 tsaigbatiguredTe@iaslic hVeen he turned his ear away from
her lips, his lips brushed hers.

"Miss Lynette, abouthat ride on the Ponderosa | promiged..."

"Yes, Joe?"

"If you're not doing anythinthis afternoon | know this nice, lonesome trail down to the
lake..."

"Sounds lovely."

"ltis. It's..."” As he forced himself away from her lips he grabbed her arm. "So let's get
this business done with!" He pulled her to the barshe continued to ¥ the streets outside.

"Hoss! You and me are going to come up with the money to sit in on the game.”
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Hoss turned, his smile big and genuine. "One step ahead of you, little brother. Arnie and
Lem here agreed to play if me and you are at the tableMiss Lynette, you got yourself four
players already. How many more you want?"

"Just three more oughta do, Hoss." She went to thersdtmar and looked out'Just
three more." She whirled back around. "Can we make it tonight?"

"Tonight?" Arnie staightenedrom his lea at the bar. "You got to give us the time to
come up with the money."

"All right, tomorrow night then. Come on Hoss, Joe, let's find those other three gents."

Lynette stood on the wooden wal&y feeling thgpeoplemovearound he A sudden
wind kicked a cloud of dust up around h&wirling up over her head and away. Instead of
hiding her mouth with a kerchies mostadies would, she watchedsingle rider coming down
the road. The rider reined his horsekband tipped hisat toher before continuing on.

ALynette®d Joe said, watching hefiDo you know him®

fiNo,0 she shook her headiNo, | thought | did, but | dai. Come on, fellag! On noting
a forced gaiety, Hoss and Joe exchanged glaritetés find us thoselpyerso

Adam led his horse out of the barn with one of the gentler saddlebreds. Both were
saddled but he tied them to the hitching post and tightened cinches.

Ben came out of the house and approadkaain with a couple furtive glances over his
shoulder.

Adam tossed him a smile as he finished the cinching. "He almost ready?"

"l guess so. Right now he's giving Hop Sing a lesson in making muffins moister."

Adam laughed. "Bet that's going over well."

Ben frowned, staring at the saddlebred's.fee
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Adam noticed his unease. "Go on."

Ben looked up and smiled ruefully. "All right, I'll speak plain. Tobias bothers me."

"You too, huh."

"Do you think he's here just to get wup an

Adam leaned against the hitching rail, studying tle# ob the house. "That much | do
believe." Adam put a hand on Ben's shoulder. "Look, Pa, whatever else he is, he has a lovely
daughter. He can't be all bad." He started for the door. "I'll see-H-He's

"Do you think he's blind?"

This brought Aden up short. After a minute he looked down and turned back. "Why do
you ask?"

"Just the way he looks sometimes. He hides very conveniently behind those glasses. But

even so, there are times when he's talking, | get the feeling that...I know I'm gpiowdish,

Adam grabbed Ben's arm and pulled him to the other side of the horsésas'iBodue
out here any minutel don't want him hearing us." He took a deep breath. "I don't think he's
blind either."
"You don't? Well, what about..Ben gestured at the house.
"Lynette? Pa, | think she believes he is just because he told her schave to keep up
the pretense, at least until | talk to Tobias. It's why I let Joe and Hoss take her to town today."
"You had me concerned about thans
"Not like me to give up so easily, you mean?" Adam thought about tellingligen kast
night in her room "I figure to give Joe his chance.
feel of the gambling table where they'll be setting up, batdie | et t i ng Lynette do

arranging. Which is why | think she doesn't know."
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"Because she's doing the arranging?" Adam didn't answer. "Look, s@geshe likea
very nice girl, but that doesn't mean she wouldn't do whatevéathmer asked heot Why don't
you keep your eyes on her as well?"
"You know, you worry too much."” They heard a thumping at the front porch and the
door slammed shut as Tobias came out waving his mended white cane in front of him.
"Adam! You out here?"
"Over here, Tolas!"
Ben forced a smile and moved away as Adam
"Got a nice rider for me, | hope. Are we going all the way to Virginia City as we
planned? The weather is cooperating, is it not?"
"It's a perfect day for a ride." Adahelped Tobias up in the saddle and worked the cane
in alongside the rifle.
Tobias f el t. "wiifla?t Mytay,dvtiat adb d need one of these for?"
"Just standard equipment with our saddles, you never know when you're going to meet up
with arattler or a mountain lion." Adam unhitched the horsesnamainted. "Pa, don't wait
dinner. Wedl be taking our time
fildm glad to heathato Tobias said.fiBen, your hospitality has been most gracious. |
hope we return in time foroneBop Sings f i ne dinners, but 1 6m afre
of timeO They nudged their horsesoiiMy apol ogi es i f we dondt make
That cook of yours does have a temper.
Ben watcheds they rode out of the yard. tdmper, indeedIf Tobias wants to see
temperhe might just try causing trouble for his boys.

*k%k

"Adam, | must confess something to you."
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"What's that?"
"Riding out here like this, just you and me, | got to thinking. | don't want you to take
offense, but how do Idow that you're not going to just let my horse wander off a cliff
somewhere, me not being the wiser, as to direction, that is." Tobias paused, glancing sideways at
Adam's slight smile. "I dondét know you all t
"Well," Adam said, wiping his snmel away before daring to speak. "l guess you don't.
But seeing as how ytue just been blind onlghree monthgl think you'd know that horses tend
to stick by each other pretty clos&nd the horse you're on, sh&lther follow me or bolt for
homebu shedll avoid cliff's no matter how you c¢
"Ah! | guess you're right. You have to forgive me, Adam, being blind tends to make me
a slight bit more of a doubter than | used to be."
"Understandable. We're going to be heading downhill for a waws $o be prepared to
shift back in your saddle and tighten up." Adam watched closely. Tobias seemed prepared even
a bit before the incline began. Blind, indeed.
Gunfire camerom nowherd Adam felt the sting before realizirtige threat "Get down,
fall to your left!" he yelled to Tobias. Once on the ground Adam scrambled over to him and
grabbed his arm. "Come on, there's some cover this way." Bullets nicked small holes in the
ground around them as Adam pushed him to safety.
When they were behinti¢ rocks the gunfire ceased.
Tobiastook a deep breath. "Mthat was interesting. What do you suppose they're
after?"
"l don't know, yet."
"Are you injured? | seem to be in one piece."

"Just tore some skin from my hand, is all. My gun hand.”
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"Adam, does that make us defenseless? You know | couldn't hit the broad"side

"1 0ol manage. " Adam pull ed his gun and sl
Instantly gunfire sounded again, nicking the stone in front of him. He squattkadlown. "I
wonder what they want."

"You say youodore a rich property owner, Ada

ANot this way. o Adam gl anced at Tobias, t
Another gun would help with his hand hurting.

"I think | see one of them over here. Why don't you stand a little to draw his fire, then |
can get a shot.”

"You want me to act as lure? How would | duck in time?"

Adam grunted, and they ducked even lower as more gunfire beat the rock around them.
"Do youhave any better ideas?"

"Well, they are bound to run out of bullets eventually."

"Right." Adampulled his bandanna off his neelkd wrapped it around theeeding
wound tight. At least the bullet only took a chunklesh and didn't break any bonbgting the
muscle between finger and thumbe held the ends of the bandanna out at Tobias. "Here, tie
this, will you?o Adam watched Tobias as he d
looking. "How did you lose your sight?"

"Doctor wasn't sure He thinks probably disease. My eyesight actually started failing me
several years back."

"And Lynette, has she always lived with you?"

"What is this, Adam, the Inquisition?"

"Just curious. I'll admit," he paused as a small sigh of air escapeel grdwn fond of

your daughter. It interests me, this life you've chosen for her."



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard237

"You mean, helping me gamble?"

Another round of gunfire ripped through the air. Adam heaved a rock out. He shot at the
first thing over the road in the foothills thabwed. For a moment he thought he might have hit
something. He squatted back down again. "We can't sit here all day. | think | ought to take a
chance."

"You have to be joshing. You can't get out of here, not to mention leaving me alone."”

"Look,ifImove fast enough, odds are from that
don't think it's me they want anyway, | think it's you."

"Me?"

A low rumbling of thunder came from down the road toward Virginia City, followed by a
| oud Ahyah! crepuling a bubkboard ia anxious speed, a third horse tied behind.
The driverducked low as the bullets flew around them, splintering the wooden sides. Using the
distraction Adam stood, took careful aim at ohi¢he men getting sloppgnd fired.

A direct hit.

The buckboard came to an abrupt halt in front of them.ledged out of the seat, while
Lynette and Hoss poked their heads up in the back of the wagon, Hoss watrily, rifle out and
ready

"Are you all right, Father?"

"Lynette? What are yodoing out here?"

"l was going to ask you the same thing. Why are you surrounded by people shooting at
you?" Sheeached out of the wagon agdhbbed his arm, jumping a littess Hoss got off a shot,
andAdam followed with one.

Joe came in next to Lyrtet "Lynette, could any of these fellows be the one you thought

you recognized in town?"
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"Oh no, Joe, | don't think-."

"Who did you think you saw?" Tobias demanded.

"Looks like they're leavig Adam!" Hoss hollered over from his position in the wagon

"Yeah, one of themb6bs hit, they're probably

"l hoped rot to worry you, Father, but Langley Wentworth may be behind thisislf it
hi m, heds | ost a | ot of weight . "

Joe | ook e dsbfamddaoce bdcktb Lymeted "LangieyWentworth?"

"Someone Father used to gamble with until six months ago, when Langley ran into bad
luck. | don't think Langley is capable of thispugh,he knows you're blind.Tobias only stared
blankly at the road:'Joe, can we get Father back tmiy ranch? All this appears to have been
too much for him."

Hoss jumped down from the wagon. "They've gone now."

"Thank goodness." Lynettdimbed out of the wagon and wrapped her arms around
Tobias, who finally hugged her back.l ¢ a n 6 t ashhangley.uAdam, do tyou thhave any
ideas?0

Adam touched her face briefly. "Whether or not you recognized them, they were after
your father, al/| right. o

"l just dondét wunderstand. Even Langl ey We
you think theyw e r e n dybu, Aaldne" e r

"Call it a hunch. Hoss?"

"Adam, your hand, it's all bloody." Lynette gingerly touched the bkmaked bandanna.

"Don't worry about him, Miss Lynette, he's lived through worse. Adam, you want me to

ride out after them?"
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"Yes, Hoss, but stay far enough behind or they'll turn on you. See what you can find out.
They'll probably head to Doc Martin's."

"Adam," Tobias cleared his throat. "If these men were here with ill intent, why would
they linger in town? Following them gee fruitless."

"No, Adam's right, Mr. Willamsfe d , 6 Hoss saiiWeds eh@aomoast ed
out here like back in San Franciscbhose fellas kimide into town and say they was ambushed,
and even i f we say di fnfoedorenotprove it ditkerveay.'ai no6t a w

"Hoss, you be careful. Tobias, I'm sorry, but I'm going to insist we go back to the ranch
rather than to Virginia City. We'll wait and see what Hoss has to report.”

"Tell Pa to hold supper for me, Adam.”" Hosspubked s hat | ower .gry "1 Om
when | get home.'Hoss rode off at an easy canter, disappearing around the hills.

"Father, if Adam's right, we'll have to cancel the game tomorrow night."”

"My dear, don't you worry," Tobias pulled his kerchief frbra jacket and wiped the

sweat and dust from his face. "That won't ha
pull this stunt i n town. hiding/bebiedvoekshativllyeoy ar e, t
shoot us downWe 6 | | pr ob avheiyname&v er kno

"Joe, why don't you help Tobias and Lynette into the wagon and we'll get back to the
ranch before our friends decide to return.” Adam turned with a frown after watchingithoss r
offand tied Tobiasdéd horse to the back of the we
-
The ride back was quiet and slow, nerves tight and jangled after the incident. Lynette sat
between Tobias and Joe, well aware that any gesture she made toward Joe could be
misinterpreted by Adam. Any conversation with Tobias could lead to her tdiengvitho those

men were, and hothey would have tdo some fancy scheming to hold tikatd game
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tomorrow night. Altogether an unhappy mess, she realized, and now she had to figure a way out.
| f she hadndét come up wi t hhertfather whld be deddright s | d e a
now. Adam would forgive her when this svall over, if she could trust herself to be honest with
him.
To make matters woes it appeared Adam trustad own little brother less and less
around her. Joe kept smiling at iethat charming and boyish way of his, and tholyghette
smiled back, shiemdi dBot eheodrdgeét know i f Ad
the bumpy terrain of the hills they were diimg back to the ranch, her ldgl tend to rub
against]l o etlioagh innocently enough...
"So, Lynette, 0 Adam said a little too | oud
"Not only all we wanted, Adam, but we also found some content to sit bdakanto
fill an emptyseat.”
"Well, sounds like ya got there with both feet. | hope that little skirmish didn't
discourage you too much, Tobias."
"No, indeed." Uncertainty lingered in his voice.
"I have to hand it to you, little brother, you wore the big boots this time."
"Yeah, well, youknowmeJd oe shrugged with a grin. i Wh &
better believe I can do. o
"He and Hoss are first round players as well," Lynette added.
Adam whistled, raising his eyebrows. "Now this is the Joe I'm used to. Sure you know
what you're doing, b&¥
"Adam, you just worry about the cattle and the fences and leave the high stakes know
how to me. | haven't been in a game yet where | haven't come out ahead.”

"I can remember a few."
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"Yeah, but they were cheating."”

AUhuh. o

"Don't you worry, Aéam. Father knows when it's time for someone to pull out. Joe won't
lose his shirt, or Hoss's, either."

"Yeah, |l et's | eave Hosso6s shirt on. That'
laughing. The wagon hit a rock in the trail, throwing Tolbeas/ard and Lynette against Joe.
Joe threw an arm around her and grabbed hold
linger around Lynette, who smilegb at him.

Adam stopped his horse in front of the wagon team. "All right, Joe, if yot/ldaow
how to guide a wagon, you better get down and let me take over."

"Now Adam, you know how rocky these hills are."

"And | know how well you can negotiate them too, when you try."

"Now you're saying | did it on purpose!"

"Didn't you?"

"NO!"

Lynette put a hand on Joe's arm to still him, but Adam didn't allow himself the chance to
think about it. He jumped off his horse and grabbed Joe's arm.

"Come on down. Now!"

"Now look, Adam, this is not the time or the place. [I'll be glad to take yaunupis but
wait until webre back at the ranch where Lyne

"Joe--." Lynette started.

"Joe, if you'd listen instead of ragging off, I'm telling you | have a theory about the

ambush that | need to discuss witbbias, and | can do it better from the wagon."”
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"Oh." Joe flashed a sick grin at Lynette. "Well, brother, you sure took a long time
spilling your gut about it."

Joe jumped down from the wagon. Adam took his seat, and Joe grabbed the reins of
A d a mo s and threw himself into the saddle.

Adam winked at Lynette. "That's because | just thought of it."

Lynette and Tobias laughed lightly as Joe looked down at them.

"What?" Joe frowned.

"l told them it was a matter of opinion who would get bloodyey or me. But | guess
we'll never know, eh? Hyah!" The wagon team jumped on ahead of the horse.

After a momenbf dark contemplatiodoe pulled into the trail behind themYeah, well,
you wor@t come any closer than this.

Lynette and Tobias we to his room shortly after the meal. Lynette was nervous, she
said, and needed someagtice. Hoss hadn't returned, makilogg and Adam silently worried.
Theyhadput off telling Ben what happenéaor as long as they could.

Ben sapuffing his pipehis face an unreadable mask, as Joe finished with how he and
Hoss heard the gunfire and sldashed to their rescue.

"Adam and | discussed this earlier, and we agree there's something Tobias isn't telling us
about his gambling.”

Joe sat forward. "Oh, ote on now, Pa, you don't think that Lynett&

Adam shushed Joeds | oud retort with a fing
frowned at him, not yet in a forgiving mood, but he realized how close teyaetl Tobias were.

In thesilence that fdbwed they heard pounding hooves. Joe sprang to his feet and ran to the

front door as Lynette came out of the guest room.
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Adam went to her. "Should be Hoss."

"Father asked me to come out. He's feeling so weary, poor dear."

Hoss burst in past 8o "Adam!" He saw Ben looking less eviempered than usual,
wearing the frown that generally meant a scol
tell you..."

"Yes, they did." Ben cleared his throat as he turned to Lynette. "I'm sorry to hear about
the disturbance today. | hope your Father will be all right.”

"Oh, he will, Mr. Cartwright. Hoss, those men, did you..."

Hoss looked down at the floor and jammed his hands in his pockets. "l looked as hard as
| could, Miss Lynette, but couldn't find tiond"

Lynette put a hand on his arm, all earnest and-igl. Adam bit his lip, wondering
how Hoss of all people could resist her. "You mean no man with a bullet wound was brought to
the doctor?"

Hoss didndt hesitate edlbot. iNvpegh he kept his

"Isn't that odd? So now I have to tell my Father we could still be in danger.”

"I wouldn't worry about itMiss Lynette” Hoss saidlooking at her. "Since | didn't find
them in town thg're likely gone. Probably o me f e | o eob you, Adark, that'é all.”

"Oh! Well, good. Father needs the reassurance.” She went back to his room.

After a moment of silence Hoss went over to the fire, and the others followed him.

Ben kept his voice low but his anger bit hard at hisséngvh at ki nd of chanc
boys take out there!? Hoss, following men wh

Adam patted his shoul der. APa, we did wha

trut h?o
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Hoss walked over to the dining tabléeaifglancing behind him at the stairs, keeping his
voice low. "When | caught up to them they were real willmtalk. It's bad, all right. They
meant to do in Mr. Williamsferd, and you too, Adam, if you were in the way." Hoss glanced at
Ben, whoseteme r wanspnréotv i n g . " Me@swerodkéedmr nottong, bt these n 0
fellows seem to have a real gripe over some money they lost."”

"Anyone who gambles and loses reacts to the loss unpleasantly,” Adam said. "But
gunning a man donwen dfs ntbhhem.ener al |y

"Seems Mk--. 0

"Tobias."

"Seems Tobias promised them another game to prove he didn't cheat, and they found
themselves the best card jack they could atctv and make sure nobody cheated rght
before the game Tobias turneg blind. They let him go after he gaveem each a little money
back, but they're busted again and still mad."

Adam turned from Hoss to stare into the fire. Finally he shook his head. "So he's not
blind, only hiding behind those glasses."

"Yeah, | kinda reckoed it might be that. Miss Lynette."

"You leave her out of this, Hoss!" Joe jumped in.

"Just because Tobias says he's blind doesn't mean she &nawtst. He coud be
fool i ng her staedpensivelyBto the filednatrsure of muchatrhoment.

"l can't believe Tobias would do this!" Joe pounded on the dining table but managed to
keep his voice low. "Neither of you has any proof, you're only speculating, digging even deeper
than the silver bar ons amellaway impatient withpthe wholet a s

conversation. ATobias is really Dblind. Unt i
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"You're right, Joe." Bemwalked over to his desk to refill his pipe as they watched him,
waiting. "We don't have proof, and those men had norighttoy and ki | | because
have proof, either. As far as we know. And until we know differently, we'll accept what our
guests say. Hoss, thosemieave a vendetta and that makes t he
against Tobi as,s bauts nohkye?’ s c rMaeynb eanidt & heyore r ea
AOh, come on, Pa. o
Ben held up a hand at his reticent el dest.
wi || It take to make Tobiasd game safe tomorr
"I'll be there,” Adam said. "And I'll get Baand a couple deputies posted outside."
Hoss turned to Ben. "l talked to Roy. See, | got those fellas convinced that killing
Tobias is not the way to get their money back. | told them to wait in the saloon across the street
until the game breaks ug@:hen when Tobias comes out, they can make their move."
"Oh great," Joe said, rolling his eyes.
"Wait up, Joe. We sneak Tobias out the ba
Adam joined themfii And i f wsx hperadv en gh e weltatelhimlarelt t he s
pay off the ambushers. o
Joe shook his head. AHe wonodét cheat, but

come out looking for him, and tuthemover to the sheriff."

Ben joined the trio. il 6 mallofydu, keepthatinnced t
mi nd, and watch your own backs. 0

Adam put an arm around Bends shoul ders. i

Ben | aughed, putting his pipe down. nANnd

now. O
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Adam deftly clanged the subject after a subdued glance at Joe. "Did you know Hoss
and Joe are going to be at the poker table?"
"Is that right?" Ben looked at his younger sons. "This could be quite a game. A blind
man calling everyone's bluff. Well, Adam, | thitikat you and | both will be sure to watch that
game." He sighed. "This whole game could turn out twice as serious agweohman calling
aces."
"Yeah," Adam scratched he back of his neck. "So for T
big tomorrow nidpt. If at all.”
"Did you hear anything?" Lynette watched T
door where he had been listening.
"Only a little at the end. Ben's voice is like a lving cannon. Lynette, you and | are
goingtoneedanegrl st art tomorrow. Like you said, we
Adam and Joe were almost done with breakfast and Ben just getting started when Hoss
came in after barn chores and asked after Lynette and Tobias.
Joe sat back wi t hokehHo Sing opftof male them biie@dfiast earhh e y  w
They were anxious to head to town. o
"Bet Hop Si ng wenshudkledmaphe payrediieed , 0 B
"Notice how crisp the bacon is?" Adam smirked.
"Why leave for town this early? The game isn't until @f}tight.” Hoss looked at Joe
and then Ben, who shrugged and helped himself to more eggs.
"Well, we all know how long the ride takes. Andsce Adamdés trip was a

yesterday, | suspect Tobias wanted time to get the feel of things.”" Ben stapelcat af burnt
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bacon before taking a bite. "Anyway, at least we know they'll be safe enough, until after the
game."
"Yeah, and none the wiser, thinking those fellows left town." Joe leaned toward Hoss.
"Hey, Hoss, just think, by this time tomorrow yand me could be rich!"
"You just watch your cards, Joeand I'llwdt  mi n e . | ' myourmdneyagai nst
neither." Hoss chomped on anotbhésrcuit
"Pa, | 6m heading out to Virginia City afte
"That ' 1| b d prdbably pin yolA diadrboys, Yo two see that the east section
where the number two herd is grazing is secure before picking up your legal tender for the game.
We'll see you there."
Adam'’s horse danced as he roped the last calf and pulled the sexmure. Cleve took
the rope from Adam and pulled the calf to where Ben crouched beside the fire.
"Getting late Pa."
The calf bleated low as its flesh singed and ran obligingly to the pentivteiet it
loose. Ben put the iron back down and stiod’'Cleve, you'll get the nmeto finish up here for the
dayand Hop Sing will have a feed for all of you at the ranch.”
Ben jumped on his horse and followed Adam. "I have to tell you, Adam, even though
what you boys have schemed for tonight seems seibieme’'s no telling if those three men are
going to cooperate.”
"Like | said, Pa, you worry too much."
"Comes from raising three sons.” They exchanged a smile. "Still, I'm looking forward to
watching Tobiasdé blind act. "

"You know, he might really bbklind."
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"That 6s right. We dondt know anything for

Adam alighted and checked the saddle cinch, glancing once at Ben. "Pa, | got to see
Lynette in her room again last night."

Ben, still mounted, looked down with a raised eyebrow. "Again?"

"I'm planning to ask her to be my wife."

"Well, Adam, I'll be...it's kind of sudden, isn't it?"

"1 haven't known her |l ong, but | ong enough

"And besides, Joe is forcing your hand?"

"Once he knows she's marrying me, he'll back offd ae'll have time before the
wedding to be sure." He paused. "I'm doing the right thing, Pa."

"I'm happy for you, son." He reached down from his position in the saddle and slapped
Adam warmly on the shoul der. y a@dcelebrate. ICorse g a me
on, let's get to town."

They kept their horses moving at a fast walk but felt no need to gallop, especially since
the hilltook a step upward slope and the rocks narrowed the path just before the curve around
the bend. They rodeempanionably slow, talking about the options for the end of the game
when they found themselvabruptly halted byite barrels of three rifles blocking the path after
the bend. One of the men had his arm in a sling.

"That's f ar e n o ulgdking blgnel ma tirey brewn hab leaAedsualya n
toward them with aifle resting in the crookdii s bent ar m. ANow get do

At first they didn't move. "Pa, I'd like you to meet our ambushers."

"Can't say it's a pleasure."

"Enowgh chatth g . 0 He whi ppetdreheeni hpesppewithinG

grab the reins.”
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Slowly Benand Adam alighted and stotehse at the sides of their horses. ,Gaoring
hisinjured shouldergrabbed the reins as the other two got belAiddm and Ben to shove them
forward.

"Pa, maybe if we tell these fellas they're trespassing on our land they'll listen to reason
before we have them thrown in jail.o

"Adam, | have a feeling men like this wouldn't have the slightest idea what redson is.
From behind him one slammed Ben in the back of the head with his rifle barrel, knocking him
unconscious to the ground.

"Pal" Adam reached down, but Harry followed suit and Adam crumpled to the ground
next to Ben.

sk

Hoss and Joe securde herd irthe east section in record time, instead of dallying until
Aithe better part of a year was gone, 0 as Adam
think about was Lynette. Finally, for a little while, he could have her to himself.

When Hossand Joe finally caught up to them, Lynetteodalone by the poker table, as
though counting the chairs. Hoss ordered them beers as Joe went to her.

fiLynette? Wher& Tobias®

fOh, Jo&) she threw her arms around hirfil.dond know and @m so frightemed. Those
men could be-.0

fiNo, dor@ worry about them. W@ find your fathero

fJoe? | have a confessionShe took a deep breath, then pulled him to a far table in the
saloon. fiFather is as frightened as | am. &laot sure he can do this. ddeafraid the players

wond accept hind
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fil guessthad8 nor mal , Lynette. Want me to talk w
think | can reassure him that my presenceevii s e t he pd ayersdé minds.
fJoe, Father was approached this morning byettim®e men who ambushed him
yesterday. They didhleave town. They want their money back, money they said Father stole
from them. He played them once in a game and they lost lagjust the luck of the draw, Joe,
you know that. They accused myifar of cheating, but he di@n Now tonight they said he
better win enough to pay them back, ofshe dead man!
Alf Langley is bothering you, o0 Joe mur mur ed
where he is. 0
ALangl ey ? Oh, yeest,urLmendy!l aeway. Lymldaed@ what
win? Hes never played blind befoce.
ALynette, has your Father ever cheated to win?
She met his eyesiN0.0 Joe nodded and stoodAre you going to helpPShe asked
with a slight gasp of fear.
ASounds | i ke your Father needs to win some
AHow?O
Al think the Ponderosa can afford to lose a little dF get your father off the hook.
Come on, lgbk talk to Hos®
"Pa? You all right?"
Ben he ar wiceras e stérted to see light again. ¢lerded and saw two men
sitting by the door with rifles, paying them no mind. It appeared they were scratching some kind

of code, or game, with a chunk of || ilheekstone o
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dirty and the walls were tin. They were off Ponderosa land now, Ben figuredabEmdoned
miner's shack woullleepthemhidden until they got what they wanted.
"How | ong you keeping us here?" Adam deman
Gusgrined, showing missing teeth. "Youobre | u
"Look," Ben fought the pain in his head, unable to raise his deep voice above a crackling
whisper, "if there's somewhere you don't want us to be, just tell us."
"Oh, you're funny, a real funny mamin't he funny, Mel?"
"I'm laughing."
"Pa, they want Tobias. They think Tobias is going to come here to help us. But they're
dead wrong."
"No," Mel stood. "You are. Tobias is the one who paid us to take you here."
Adam'’s eyes narrowed. "Youlyeng."
"No, Adam. o Ben pursed his |ips. AMakes
| would be watching. | think we make him nervous."
Adam closed his eyes, straining his arms against the ropes. "I have to get to Lynette."
Gus laughed. "Dn't worry about that little lady. She can take care of herself."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Adam, we'll just bide our time,"” Ben said, feeling the tightness of the rope around his
wrists. "These two will get tired of watching us soon enough. Tneed and curiosity will
overcome them."
Adam strained againkis ropes "1 have to make sure sheds
"Patience, son. Just a little more patience. Take a look at those two. They're itching to
get to Virginia City already. o

"I know," Adamgrunted. "That's what I'm afraid of."
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*kk

People crowdecde Silver Dollay with the poker table fied except for one seat. As a
ruckusstartedat the door, a wave of people parted for Lynette, leading Tobias in his dark
sunglasses.

Stu at the tableose quickly. "Hey, is this Tobias? He's blind?"

"My father is perfectly capable of playing cards, gentleman. | shall be his eyes."

Arnie rose. "l don't play with no blind man. That's bad luck, the worst kind."

"Why?" Lynette gaked as she seated Tobias. "Do you think a blind man can cheat?
How? He can't see what he has in his hand. What good would a gaper do him?"

Lem stuttered. "Ok, then, how do we know he's really blind?"

Lynette sighed. "hopednot to do this. It elmarrasses Father so. Father," she put a
hand on his shoulder. "You heard his request. We won't have a game unless you take off your
glasses and show them."

Everyone surrounded the table, the curious onlookers watching over the heads of those
waiting toplay cards. Tobias felt for his daughter's hand, and with the other hand slowly
removed his glasses. His pupils were barely visible, having rolled up into their sockets. The
sight of almost all white eyeballs made even the hardened gamblers suckay lareath.

"Put them back on, Father, theybve seen
confirmation. "Gentlemen? Any further questions?"

"Dadgumit,” Hoss leaned to Joe, "he realplind! | wonder where Pa and Adam are.
They shoulda seehat!"

"They' || be here, 0 Joe whispered back.

know."
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Arnie spoke up "All right. Let's play cards. But we reserve the right to stop any time
we feel something untowards going on, and leave with thafubunt we came with."

So the game began. Joe watched Lynette, a
times, she was instead intent on moving her fingers on his back. At first Joe was so fascinated he
coul dndét c on de mHavinglynette saclogkstractecchan even more.

Thislackof concentratioompetpedveuerebdgéoeéas hebod
| ose f ogsake.yBnfeotrtee 6h e k ne w idfhisehgp$ dHe shook imself f ul | h
out of the comfdable stupor because everyone elseeto play cards and not just see if a blind
man could bluffJ oe coul dmscomipek ptive edgetoovmechl dnodt | e

Everyoneindeed watchedobias He dealt the cards comfortably, not needingei®
them to know they were there, and they responded appropriately to his touch. He dealt almost as
though he knew where everyone exactly bat,just a little off mark. Joe smiled as he leaned
back after tossing his cartson one particularly bad rad. How could Adanand Pa ever have
doubted Tobias? Those eyes of his were certainly convincing. Evewgpected obias now
espeially since others wenainning, seeing how poorly Lynette kegptstraight face.

The ups in the angeand the higher & caught Joby surprise, as did the continued run
of his losing streak. Heo longer tried to lose on purposkynettehanded ouslips of paper for
those whaan shorbut wanted to stay iand she smiled at him when he accepted the paper.

Hoss leftthe game when his last chip disappeared and got arbéesing the paper debf obias
kept up the small talk, the easy chatter, Lynette once in a while singing softly under her breath.
Tobias never once looked downaaty of his hands wheme started wmning, making even the

stubbornnest loser lean back in his chair and simply curse his own foul luck.
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Behind them the crowds slowly thinneslthe clock chimed 11 p.m. Joe finally got the
hand hevanted, and this time the pot wabig one. Tobias wiged his hand across his forehead
as Lynette frowned over his shoulder.

"Lynette, another slip." Joe wrote quickly and threw his note in the middle. Lynette
glanced at it and whispered to Tobias.

Tobias rubbed his forehead, pausst] nodded. Lyngtpushed an equal amount
forwardand two more men left the table.

Hoss stood over JoéJoe, will you look at-."

"Shhh."

Tobias stopped the bidding. "Show your hand, Joe. For everyone to see.”

Joe put them down. 'Mines”

A small murmurose through the crowd. Tobias laid down his cards.

"A royal flush. Joe, he got a royal flush." Hoss felt asrdouthed as a desert basin.

Tobias grinned. "Gentlemen, | believe the game has just ended. | want to thank you all
for a very entertaing evening, and | do hope you all have had algoue, even if you did not
come away WwWinners.o

The players grumbled as they reconciled themselves to their losses and left the saloon,
heading for whatever sleep they could claim that night.

Tobiaslaened back, clearly drained. ALynett e,
"Well, Father, you did fine. From Joe alone, you won close.t®she watched as the
bartender exchanged the chips for currency and laid all the available winnings on the table in

front of Tobias, along with the notes of money owed him.
But Hossgrabbed the notes froher. After studying thenmis mouth dropped wide.

"Joe, you lost practically half the Ponderosa!"
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Joe stared hard at the table as though willing the night to reverse 'ltselh't believe
(1 Lynette threw her arms around him but h
that much. Tobias, | need the chance to win my money back."

Nothing left to the crowd b few drunken stragglers as Hoss got himsetf Joe a shot
of whiskey. Two other men had been winners and leét game while they could, and Hessv
no sign that Tobias had cheated anywhétis. handshookso badly he spilt half his whiskey on
his hand befar he could get it to his ligsand very unlike his usual self, drunk down quick the
one he ordered for Joe.

Tobias shook his head. "Joe, I'm sorry, but this game proved to me that | really don't
enjoy gambling anymore. The satisfaction disappeared when my sight left me. No, Lynette and
| must be getting on to Boston for my surgery

Joe grabbed Tobias by the shirt and pull ed
knocked Tobias' glasses off. Joe stared at Tobias, at eyes obviously startled and seeing him
back. He tossed Tobiasdsainto his chair. "My family was right, you're not blind. You
cheated! This whole thing was just a ruse!"

"That's right, young fella." Three men stood in the doorway of the saloon waving rifles.

"Now if you'll all just back away from the table, wdske taking what's due us."

"Wait a minute..." Joe took a step forward but halted as the hammer of the rifle snapped
back, his gut the target. AdcingtPh, buttsleashFant dyi n
would kill him more mercifully.

Tobiass epped forward, holding out a fistful 0

promi sed, everything you | ost to me. Now as



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard256

The men with rifes shoved Hoss drthe drunks over to the poker tablenssl as the

bartender, to keep everyone in their sighted rifle barrels.

ADonb6t think so, Tobias. o0 Mel said, advan
fool ed. | expect you owe us everythiMelg you t
put his rifle down. AHarry, get the money. o

saddlebag from his shoulder and loaded everything from the table into the bag.

"You old cheat, Tobias, 0 Mel said .as ihlef wa
you hadn't won we woulda killed ya for sure. Now that you have, you proved yourself a cheat
and a fraud. Now you owe all of them, instead
greedy old foal 0

Mel hefted the saddlebag stuffed withthecaShy ou col | ect on t hese n
said, pushing them forward on t he GusardHary nl o
waved at the crowd to back away as Mel turned to the door.

Tof i nd hi msel f ahddaurdepgtieddtong ldins. r i f | e

"Just drop it on the table there, o0 Roy sai
and try me. 0

Gus and Mel lowered the rifles. Harry dropped his to the floor, but in a split instant he
had Lynette against him and pulled his gun.

"Go on, Sheriff, shoot me. You'll get the girl first. Go on."

Roy didn't move. "Let her go. You don't

"Good cal, Sheriff. So go on, back oand let us go free. Or she's dead.”

Lynette whimpered but didn't struggle. eJstarted toward them but Hoss grabbed his

arm. Gus and Mel raimed their rifles and with the saddlebags followed Harry and Lynette out
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into C Street. Hoss and Joe followed at a distance behind, looking for their chance. Joe glanced
back at Tobias, buhe silverhaired scoundredatstaring at the empty poker table.
Up the street two horses rode fast into town, rifles gleaming under street torches.
Hoss recognized the horses the instant before Adam fired. Harry's eyes went wide and
Lynette flung heself to the ground. Mel and Gus broke for their horses across the street.
Another gunshot and Mel's rifle went flying. Gus jumped on his horse and Joe leaped, pulling
Gus out of the saddle to the ground. Hoss laid a strong fist into Melmpainghim flat in
the dird all before Harrybith e gr ound face first from Adamos
"All right, party's over." Roy pickedel up off the ground. "Everyone go on home.
Hoss, get Harry over to the docds,scwiunldryea? s
i fe. o They hauled Mel and Gus off to the sh
Adam and Ben stepped into the street, Adam still holding his rifle.
Lynette ran to him.Adam, | was so worriedWhen | found out what Father had done, |
was ready to disown himin fact, now that | know you're all right, I can tell you that..."
"Lynette." Tobias came out of the saloon a
call the whole charade to a close. 0
"What Tobias means, Adam, is that he's not blind," Jak sai
Adam kept his arm around Lynette. "I know."
"You know?" Lynette | ooked up with hope i
"Well, Pa and | suspected, and when we were shanghaieddfifpgreest. He didn't want
us in the way tonight." Adam grinned at Joe. "How malichyou lose, little brother?"
"Well, you know me, | just like staying in the game, and | knew Tobias wouldn't mind, so

| wrote out some phony notes and that way
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"Joe, you played in a legitimate card game with a skilled dealer. If you were atlowed
stay in with notes that you signed, they weren't phony," Ben said. "How much did you lose?"

Joe mumbled, looking away.

"What?"

"Abouthal f the Ponderosa," Hoss said, bracing

"WHAT!"

"If Tobias and Lynette hadn't been chegt---."

Adam grabbed Joe's arm and jerked him close. "Be careful who you call a cheater."

"1 0ol bet you Lynette knew her pa wasnot b
sweet talked you, she sweet talkexdh of ugust to keep us from gusieg and---. 0

Adam laid back and delivered a clean punch to Joe's jaw, knocking him to the ground.
Ben got between them. "Adam, that's enough.” He turned to stop Joe from coming back with
his own closed fist. "Joe, this is going no farther. Tobiagsnt to see you inside that saloon.
Joe, Hoss, come with me."

"But Pa, he--."

"Joseph.”

Lynettestoodalone in the street with Adam. The sky seemed darker than just a moment
before, and she couldn't see any stars. She could almost feel thetgeounithg beneath e
as though a mine favordur desire, about to collapse awdallow her whole

"Adam..."

He took her in his arms and kissed heettyi When they broke away, Iseniled
ruefully. "I have the feeling it's the last timd Want to do that.”

"Oh, Adam, don't say that."
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Adam turned away. He couldn't look into those lovely gray eygdamger, those eyes
filled with bothpassion ad lies. He didn't know heand yet he loved her. "What is the truth,
Lynette? Have you ttd me anything true since we mét?

"How | feel about you isrue That's enough.”

"Isit?" He turned back inangetOnce | was sure Tobias wasnbo
see that maybe you were lying, too. | had planned to find out why he liedtoyob ut t hat i
necessary. Because whatever his schemeywasyere in on it

"Oh, Adam, don't hurt me this way. Tell me what | can say to have you forgive me and
take me in your arms again. Adam, "ol | do an

"No. No, he won't, because you're not welcome here. One thing could have made this all
end differently. When you wanted us to have a chance, you would have told me the truth right
away. Not wait until it all fell apart.” He turned back to his horse

"Adam?" She waited but he didn't turn back. "Is it really too late? Doesn't a gal in
Virginia City get a second chance?" She looked up at the sky. "l always heard about second
chances here, where the sky is so close you can almost touch theSt@rsriedealtears, the
loss feltdeep inside herfiwhere are they? | d@nsee the stars.

Adam wiped his face on his sleeve before looking up at thefSKyeyde not out
tonighto He mounted up and walked the horse off into the darkness. teymatched until she
couldni see him.

She felt someone come up behind her.

AYou lost a good one theteRoy said. AJust your rotten luck.

She bit back a retort and walked inside the saloon, and Roy &aloWwobias and Ben

shookhands.



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard260

fiLynette,darling, | have agreed to give Ben back the notes that Joe signed. After all, he
did extend his wonderful hospitality to as.

fiBen, does this mean yde not pressing chargesRoy asked.fl hear tell Joe accused
Tobias of cheating.

fiNo, no chargesém us. Although | dai know whaéll happen if the other players
catch wind of this. What do you think, Roy, do they need to bedold?

fil think they can maybe come up with the idea on their own. After all, in any card game
|Gve ever seen, you eitheimor lose. You may have lied about your eyes, but does it mean you
cheated at cards?o

fAnd Roy, yodl be glad to know that Tobias here has agreed to turn over most of these
winnings to get those two men a fair hearing back in San Francisco. Thiat lglave him just
enough money to getto BostorBenput a hand o n Aldvedoriviacedbhimohoul der
try acting back east, Begood at ith

Lynette took Jo& hand.fiYou were so kind, letting my Father win all that money. Do
y ou t h iossille to givé ssgirl g second chadaieshe leaned up to his cheek.

ALynetted Joe said softly, his lips close to hefdave a good life in Bostod.

Within an hour the three Cartwrights caught up to Adam and rode home under clouds that
parted forthe stars to open up the skies.

#Hi#

The life Adam sought, the love he wanted more than anything else, kept evading him out

there in Nevada. He thought back to how his pa became a father, how he followed his dreams,

and how he felt his dream belonged llcoathem. But for Adam to acknowledge that,diso
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hadto believe hanever hadireams of his own. As the Civil War appeared todering itsend,

and Virginia City went through a small depression, Adam wondered if he had any dreams at all
Chancegontinued to come their way, for all three sons, chances at happiness that for one

reason or another dissipated like Tahoe rain. Adam began to get annoyed at being called a

Cartwright son, saying yes Pa or no Pa, and began to make decisions apartéramgdefthe

authority he known for so long.

Chances are only worthwhile, if made alone.
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Part Seven:

THE SILVER CURSE

Frank and Lloyd staggered out of the mine, coughing and gasping. They had just blown
what they all agreed would be their last holéheir claimhadpetered oytbut to them, and
especially Jed, giving up was akin to leaping off efranning horse and leaving@ot in the
stirrup. They waited while Jeghoked through the rubble, fearing to sefat they all knew was
thetrut® untli t hey s aw Hecrdvwesbadkautc He hadne silver ore in his
hands, no hope in his face.

"Well, that's it, in my mind." Frank got the canteen off his horse and swallowed hard.
"Now what? We go back to California?"

"l got nothing to gdack to," Lloyd saidstill coughing. Frank gave him the canteen and
he swalbwed fast and sloppy. His foreheladked red and swollen where he whackezhiia
low hanging beam. He couldn't duck as low as Frank and Jed, who were short and narrow in
build. Being a tall and heavy miner was a headache Lloyd had learned to live with.

Frank shook his head. &@'t kelieve a vein could petéke that."

"And to think we bought the old story about silver being abundant wherever there was
l i mest on ewasatha, Erank?d t

"Schists, Lloyd! Schists! &lv many times | gotta say it?"

"Yeah. We got plenty of schistsYou wantto give up too, Jed?"

"Jed?" Frank nudged him. "You agree we reached the end of it with this one?"

"Henry R. SchoolcrafSchoolcraft's Narrative Journal of Travelsjited by Mentor L. Williamsl@nsing:
Michigan University State Press, 1953, reprint 1992)-12%.
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Jed squinted up at the sureaded sweat drying on his face. "l shoulda took up Ben
Cartwright's offer years back when he asked me to stay on. When this silver boom hit, |
reckoned to make it the faster way. Welllds] here it is 1864, OctoldeMNevada's almost a
stateb and 'mf aci ng the end of it. Nope. Il want to
the empty mine. AQuitting ain't the way."

Frankleaned to Lloyd."Ya think the granite dust got to him back there?"

Jad spread his rough gnarled fingassthogh to letsand run througfthen slapped his
thighsand got to his feet. "Since | done made up my mind all those years ago to gamble, I'm not
gonna stop now. You fellas with me?"

"What fat you frying here, Jed?" Lloyd asked, as he and Frank stood.

"Another cave | know of that just happens to be on the track of that vein we were
following."

"Around here?"

"There's no such place, Jed,"” Frank agreed.

"Surethereis. On the Ponderosa."

Ben sat in the office of Clyde Harrowsmith, assistant tgtksident of the Banof
Virginia City, not believing a word of.it

"Sorry, Ben, but that's just the way it is right now. The silver boom is starting to play
out. If we don't get another strike soon in at least one of the mines, you may just hate to go
our branch in San Francisco for that loan."

Ben knew money was getting tight in Virginia City, but he had never had trouble getting

his money out before. For the first time he regretted that most of his wealth was in property and
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not cash, or silveike some who have taken their vast fortunes and moved on. He quickly
dismissedhat notion. He'd neveegret putting his money in property

"You have to forgive me, Clyde, I'm hot and tired, we just got off a long cattle drive and
anxious to get homel.just deposited a largaum in your bank from the sale of my stock! And
now you say you can't afford to back what | need for new breeding stock?"

"l understand your frustration, Ben. | do. But I'm looking at trying to help a bunch of
miners who got éong cold winter ahead of them. | know half of what you just put in will be
taken back out next week to pay off your drovers and what not. My suggestion to you is to pay
off what you owe and find yourself a smaller herd, get your mind off that qyalityg hide in
Ut ah. You gotta make some minor adjustments,

"Minor adjustments. That's all.” Ben grunted. "The Ponderosa has always stood for
quality and now you're telling me."

"I'm telling you nothing you don't already dw, Ben." Clyde got to his feet. "Now |
have another appointment in a short while and I'd like to catch a bite to eat.”

Ben stood. "Clyde, we were your first depositors when this bank opened last spring and
you've always given us a fair shake. Sorl balieve you when you tell me funds are low." He
went to the door. "But | don't have to like it. And if | have to go to Sacramento or Carson City
for my banking, you're not going to like it either.”

Ben shut the door quietly behind him. He stoodidaten the wad staring out across the
city towardthe hills of the Ponderosa. He worked hard, struggled all his life, and so did his sons
to make their life what it was. He wasgétting any younger and now theypectechim to

keep struggling becausé something as intangible as the next silver strike!
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Two drunks came out of the saloon down the street and walkeBentérom behind.

"Ah, if it isn't Mr. Cartwright"oe of t hem s ai dface shetprmed. yWewere o Ber
in your way? Scuesus, we're just a couple of poor mining slobs."

Ben stepped back as they passed. "You fellows wouldn't be so bad off if you didn't spend
your money on rotgut whiskey."

One stopped and whirled around, throwing a fist at Ben. Ben stopped the fisiswith h
palmand laid the man flat withalf a punch. The other drunk staggered and fell on his own next
to his buddy.

Ben stepped over them. "Hard work might keep you on your feet."

"You can be high and mighty, but you don't know." The one who had stdrohlhis
own got to his knees. "Our brother was killed today when the charge opboegpaing.” He
fellbackand c¢cl osed his eyes. "Never want to see.

Ben backed away. Most things heahetabout mining werkorribled hedidn't need to
hear more. Atleastiss o n s dbanythirgnore than dally with mining. Adam came close
to disaster and lost a friend in a cameand has invested in several. His ottvéo sons preferred
the cardgame kind of gambling

Ben turned when he heard Hasdl his name.

"Horses got shod and rubbed down. Think they oughta stay to the livery another hour,
for some f eseldts go@et mentlolat bees.'s Hoss steered Ben toward the
International. "Have a ruckus ddathere, Pa?"

Ben looked over to where the miners were slowly pulling themselves to their feet. He
shook his head. "No. Hoss, let's go to the Silver Dollar."

"Pa? Butyou ain't never. 0

"This time | am."
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Two men tumbled out of the Silver Dollavrestling and punching each other, dust flying
and a hollering team of excited men coaxing them on.

"Joseph!" Ben yelled when he recognized his son as one of the scrappers. "Get up off the
ground!"

"Oh, let him be, Pa," Adam said, standing just insidesaloon. "You know how he is
when someone starts bad mouthing the south. He just can't get used to Nevada going Union."
Adam looked down at the fighting. "Come on, Jake, take him!"

"All right, Adam, enough of that!" Ben said as &u chuckled. Bekicked sand at the
fighting, andJake sputtered and jumped to his feet. Ben grabbed Joe and threw him inside as
Adam helped Jake brush off.

"Isn't there enough grief in Virginia City without you stirring up more of it?" Ben said as
they sat at a table.

"But Pa, Jake's got the notion that all southern sympathizers should be shut out of
Nevada!"

Ben put up a hand to still his youngest as Adam and Hoss sat down. "Now we all know
what a big mouth Jake has. There are more than enough Southerners lejnigshaly going
uni on and into statehood early because of Lin
personal attack."

"Hey, Joe, maybe you should switch sides,” Adam said, grinning.

"Forget it, Im not gonna be a Yankee hardhéked you,” Joe mumbled.

Adam laughed. "That's what | like about you, Joe. Courage of your convictions, even
when they're wrong."

Joe leaped to his feet. "All right, now suppose | take you down the way | did Jake!"
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"All right, setie down, I'll stop funnin®™ Adamglanced at Ben, who paid no attention to
their argument. "Just for the record, Jake was only funnin' too. You got to stop taking these
things so serious, Joe.Andydeknow aswelhvasithat at | east
sometimes thewaywee el | ust "dAdamodded at doe to toak over at Ben and
nudged Hoss. Ben seemed intent on the miners who sat sullen, stooped and quiet at the next
table.

Ben sipped his beer in heavy silence until he noticed the boys staring at @igrurited,
trying to smile. "Been a long drive, en?"

Hoss and Joe exchanged glances.

"We make out all right at the bank, Pa?" Adam frowned, fearing the answer.

"Haven't sat down to calculate yet," Ben answered.

"Pa," Hoss leaned forward. "Didn't yeell us you were gonna get us enough to have
some hands pick up that new stasler in Utah? What happened ovettie bank?"

"Yeah, Pa," Joe said. "You're looking kinda pale."

"Boys," Ben said, leaning back. "For the first time since Virginia Cityrsgp up, for the
first time since we started putting all our faith in banks and spreading our operations in different
directions, for the first time | can remember, we don't have enough cash to work with. And the
bank doesn't have enough reserves to lsah

"Pa, you can't be serious,"” Adam folded his arms across his chest. "Because of some
mines shutting down? If it's temporary like they say, why are the bank people so worried?"

"Doesn't matter how temporary, just matters how things look now. Andeaith is
more in property and not enough cash in hamiess we want to sell some of it.offven if we
di d, I dondt Kk n &ovnow angway we'kk forget abaut thatastbclk @nd

concentrate on our timber contracts."
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"Pa, won't that bng us up short next spring when we don't have enough of a herd to
move? You know we have to be careful of inbreeding.” Joe's face fell as low as his brothers
when he voiced whahe others feared to think

"Not only that, Joe," Adam said, running hisger around the rim of his beer glass. "It
means we malgave tocut down more timber than we want. Pa, we have to be careful this
doesn't lead to any lorigrm problems. They could be refinancing to hit lower into the mines at
any time. | hear Bill Séwon is working on offering a new kind of loan and keeping word from
getting out so President Lincoln doesn't get nervous. There could be another silver strike before
long, bringng everyone's confidence back."

"Right, Adam, but | wouldn't stake my hat @." Hoss stood.

"Where you going?" Joe looked up at his brother, about the size of a mountain from
where Joesat

"Outside. Getsomm fresh air, upgnneindae"h' s chokino

Joe watched him gdut Ben and Adam paid no attention. He g&anat Ben and then
Adam, andgot to his feet. "I'll keep him company.”

After they were gone Adam fixed a steady eye on Ben. "Well? What are you thinking
we should do next, Pa?"

"l don't know. Adam, for once | just don't know."

-

On the walk outsid the Silver Dollar Hoss breathed in deep, patting his chest a few
times. Joe came up and stood next to him.

A definite undertone of despawamedhe streets of Virginia Citythough to a stranger
nothing would seeramiss. Joe and Hoss could seaithe number of miners now walking

about in the daytime when they should be down earning money for their families, in their faces



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard269

staring at the dusty streets as though looking for silver in every step, and even in the merchants
who came out of their sps to look for customers. The ruckus of excitement, of the opening of
another vein, or the discovery of a better way of mining were ghostly images in the high wind.
Two new constructions had shut down even beforg ltlael theroughingin finished.

"Joe? What you reckon's gonna happen?"

"To us? Or to the town?"

"To the town. Pa's bounced back before. But the silver lode, well, you know it's gonna
be played out sooner or later. Nevadgnna be a state witho t Hteft to dffer. So faonly a
cowple of minegyot people worried, but if it stays bad like this we could have a real mess here."

"Yeah," Joe stepped off the walkto the street, sending a cloud of dust up around his
knees. AEven an end to t hi sfoldwed.uSed dldmam n ot
Crater over there?" Joe said, pointing. "Times were you nevemnigam the daytime. He's got
two sonsand twodaughters and if he doesn't go back in the mines, he's moving on."”

"Yup," Hoss said, nodding. udt wondered if yow a s t hhie sake thing as me."

"Hey, hey Hoss, look over there." Joe hit Hoss's arm and pointed again. "There's Frank
andold Jed and they're looking mighty mysterious over something."

Old Mr. Craterwalkedup behind Jed and peered over his stheul Frank whirled
aroud suddenly and s gua ICeterglaubled bvercand@ell ta hisskneéss
Frank and Jed hurried off down the walk and into the Bucket of Blood Saloon as Hoss and Joe
ran over to help Crater back to his feet.

"You okay, old fella?"

Crater could only gasp and cough as he shook his head at Hoss.

"Come on, Hoss, let's take him in the Bucket and buy him a beer."

At this Crater nodded vigorously.
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Hoss and Joe seated Crater at a table. Once they got a beer in fionCoéter found
his voice. "They struck it! Danged if them two fellers didn't strike a new lode! They done it!"
he said as loud as he could manage.

"By golly," Hoss said, slugging Joe's arm. "Did you hear that, little brother? Another
silver strike! Well, I'll be dadburned. Didn't ole Adam just say so, though?"

Joe noticed Jed glancing over at them. He leaned to Crater. "Did you see where they
struck it? Where's the claim?"

"Wouldn't let me see that much. Don't think they want to share, therh t

"As long as it's their claim, don't reckon they have to," Hoss lifted his beer. "To a new
bonanza for Virginia City."

"Yeah, don't worry, Crater. They'll be needing help to work it before long and you can
hire out, even buy yourself some shares."

"But they won'tsay which direction it runghat's how | got my gut sore, just asking
We could get new claims worked up if we knew that much."

"Reckon he's right, Joe."

"Yeah," Joe looked back but Jed and Frank were gone. "Well, come onybnisheer,
we can tell Pa and Adam a little piece of good news, angway.

Jokk

Ben and Adam hagistdecided to take their banking to Carson City, whdohld see a
boom nowthat ithad been nameitie new state capitol, arfidishedtheir second beer whenen
heard the YAHOO! from outside.

Down the walk in front of the Assay Office, Charlie O'Hurley, who hadn't seaendiue

of a mine in weeks, jumpeagp and down. As Ben went to Charlie, Adam caught sight of Jed
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Parkerand somebody named Frank riding twest of town at a fast pace, with Jed giving
Charlie a quick glance over his shoulder.

"Simmer down, simmer down, Charlie, what is it?"

Charlie had to hold on to his britches,leéapedso hard. He'd used the rope from his
pants for his muleand the rfont of his shirt flappedbr lack of buttons.

"A new strike! | her'd it, | her'd it inside! Jed's found hisself a new vein of silver!"

"Well, Charlie, that's wonderf ul news, won
AWhi ch mine wathe Goeld awdbQurky] thre ¢ elldwalacket?"

"No, Ben, he had his own little mine just south of the big ones, but that one's done played
out, weeks ago."

"Then he's dug deeper and found more, that's great.”

"That ain't where he found it. It's at an clalve, right near your Ponderosa."”

"It's WHAT?!"

Adam remembered the look on Jed's face when he rode off. The look wasn't meant for
Charlie, but for Pa.

"Right on the edge of your land, Ben, some old cave nobody's bothered with, Jed done
opened it up ashworked it and he struck it! Silver ore and lots of it! YAHOO!" Charlie ran off
down the street, anxious to pass the word.

"Pa," Adam said quietly. "Remember that old cave Hoss and Joe found, Joe went inside
and Hoss tried to follow but got stuck?"

"Oh, you mean the..." Ben pounded his fist against his temple. "Crimson Cave, Joe
named it after the color of Hoss's face. Why?"

"Could be the cave Jed's been working."
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"But that'son our land, Adam, not near it...come to think, there is no othertbaveould
be considered near. That | ever saw, anyhow."

"Think we ought to check it out?"

"Yeah, let's do just that."

As Adam and Beheaded toward the liveiyjoss and Joeameup behind them.

"Hey, Pa, Adam, what's the rush?" Hoss hollered.

"Got aproblem come up."

"Wait, Pa," Joe said, grinning from ear to ear. "We just heard something that could take
care of all our worries. What would you say to a new silver strike?"

Adam and Ben exchanged stony glances. Joe's grintieth hatd i daohe® them up,
not one bit.

"Get your hor ses, bThatsilyersvike@Gauld begustthe a pr obl e
beginningo

-

Jed and Frank spelled Lloy@ho guardedhe mine andpent his timeleaing muckand
debrisand was more than happy to cut outdwhile for some grub and a beer.

"You were right, Jed,” Frank said as they alighted. "News runs like brushfire.”

"Those Cartwrights made good time on theirdrive 1 d i to seé themanxtqwe c t
today."

"So what do we do now? Just hand evenghover to them, seeing as how it's on their
property?" Frank's face soured considerably at the prospect.

"We worked it. If it weren't for us, that silver would have stayed buried and nobody
would be getting it. Must be some way to get discoverysightsomeone else's land.”

"But Jed, it'Cartwrightland--."
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"Hang the Cartwrights!" Jed paused a moment. "Only reason | thought to come here at
all was becausef the way our veimanwhen it petered out. We can't have that held against us,
and | da't aim to let no one's invisible lines stop us neither."

"And now it's looking like the vein is right through Ponderosa land, instead of off it like
you hoped" Frank scratched his head. "We gotta cut into more Ponderosa land instead of away
from it. Damnation."”

"Ben Cartwright will never allow mining on his precious land.” A slow smile crept
across his face. "But maybe we can strike up a deal."

"A deal?"

"What kind of deal, Jed?" Ben's voice boomed from behind them.

Jed and Frank whirled aroutm face the four Cartwrights staring down at them, still
mounted. They were an imposing lot when all together and frowning, Jed realized suddenly,
somethingb hal n 6 t dwlten he evarkedor them for a number of years. The youngest, Joe,
every muscleeady to leap into action in any split second, and the big one, Hoss, as ornery as a
grizzly when crossed, the eldest in black, Adam, as cool as a winter's night and eyes so shrewd
that he missedotso much as a twitchBut the old man, that Ben Cartght, who had been
around the world, they say, and bested the best of them, was the one to reckon with. Jed knew it
would not be easy but then, Ben Cartwright does have his weaknesses.

Three of them.

Frank cleared his throat, getting Jed to step forward

"Guess | figured you'd find us here sooner or later.”

"Yes," Ben nodded, "that is something that should have occurred to you, Jed. Tell me
now why in blazes you even began this foolishness?"

"Why, Ben? Can you sit up there on your high horse andaskhy?"
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Ben exchanged an unnerving glance with Adam.

"Life is never so harsh that a good man will take what doesn't belong to him," Adam said,
pulling his gun. "We used to think of you as a good man."

"I want you off my land, Jed, now," Ben said. dd\you'll go to town, you and your
friend here, and announce you've made a mistake."

Frank pulled Jed aside, whispering frantically. Adam sat up straighter, holding a steady
aim of his gun.

Ben put a hand on Aredbadk.s"Arayogoingup dgdirestdus?” Jed

Jedtook a step forward, spreading his hands wide. "Nothing worth doing comes easy,
Ben, we both know that. You aim to sit alhthis silver | worked o andgold, Ben! Thers'
traces of gold as well!'Ben's expression didrchange. "l reckon | can't stop you. But the
word is out, and | can't stop that neither. So if you've a mind to shoot me, you go ahead. But |
figure you won't, Ben. You might sound mean,
soon enough thathave a right to that silver.”

Without another glance back he and Frank mounted their horses and rode off.

Joe looked across at Ben, who staa¢the mine. "Want me to trail them, Pa, see what
they're up to?"

At first it seemed Ben didn't hear hirkinally he nodded. "Go with him, Hoss. And
both of you watch yourselves. Word will get out now that I'm closing off a vein. There won't be
anyone who likes it much."

Hoss and Joe rode off.

Adam pursed his lips and then with the air of someone vamisathe quickest way out of

trouble, he smiled at BertWhy don't wemine it ourselveand sell the shares to the town?"
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Ben grimaced and shook his head. "For years, I've been hoping against this sort of thing.
Adam, once opened there could be notentd No end."

"And you're worried about your ranch turning into ruins like Sutter's in Sacramento
Valley. But Pa, that couldn't happen to you, because you know better."

"Greed and hatred can happen to anyamevhergson. Come on, let's go haveoak
inside."

-

"You're right, Paijt looks bad, a ledge of silvand traces of coarse gold,"” Adam said
when they crawled back out. "I sure don't like the direction of that bridal chamber.” His eyes
shut briefly in pain.

"They've even chuted itEmall as it is!" Ben straightened up with a grunt. He saw the
‘Caution, staked claim' sign hammered to a tree and tore it down. "The vein, Adam, the way it's
running, could go right under our house."

AOdds are against t hdéaktolfasteng haad stare trenmine Ad a m
opening. "What can we do to stop a whole town, if they want that silver?"

"There's the law." Ben took the reins of his horse and mounted. "Adam, ride to Carson
City and enlist the aid of the sheriff there. Alsmda wire to that New Yorker, James Nye, |
hear tell until Nevada gets its own governor he's the one to talk to. See if there's anything he can
do. I'm going back to Virginia City to fill Roy in, and see if we can't do a little deputizing.”

"All right, but first go along the west ridge and send McNally back. We need to keep a
guard here."

"Good idea, son. Hyah!" Ben spurred his horse into a quick sprint, leaving Adam behind

in a cloud of dust and gravel.
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Adam held his horse until Bdeft, then puléd it to a pinion pine and tied it. He tudne
back to the cave, where it mockeaith in its smug corner of the ragged and rocky fobtaff the
traveled road a bit. tll, Jed did work for them so he h#éake opportunity to find it and
remember its locan. The opening had been much smaller then, nohmare than a
bellycrawl but nowopened enagh to get through on his knemsd almost stand once inside.
Theyhadput a lot of work into it ad yet couldn't have been at it lofgefore the Cartwrights
returned from that cattle drive.

He took his canteen off his horsad drankvhat he needed, rinsing and spitting to clear
out the mine taste that had settled in his mouth. He emptied the rest in his hat and let his horse
have its fill.

"Sorry | can't mcinch you, boy, but we should be leaving again shortly." He patted the
horse, who looked up and snorted before dipping back into the water.

Adam tossed what little bremainedn the hat and hung it on the saddle horn. He
wished he could go back toethanch house for adst a clean change of clothé&hen he tied
up those two ends in Carson City he'd get himself a bath, a shave and getttbisasted
anyhow. He sat and leanadainst a rock where he could see the trail fairly clear.

Pa thoght the law would be the answer inisth But nen in desperate times didsgerate
things, and Adanhad the feeling that those men outnumbered the law, in Virginia City anyway.

No miner cared, not onbpw hard Pa worked for the Ponderosa, how many timses
back broke building what he haahd it suradidn't matteto themthat he and his brothers wee
raised to give to the land temigs over before getting anything bad¢#o matter how much love
and devotio they put into the Ponderoshitistood in he way of greed and avariciousness, it

would be torn dow like useless tree piling.
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Adam told someone once that building the west was a challenge worth giving your life
for. Now he wondered about that wisdom, and what grief might lie ahead. It coutzbtuo
be nothing, could all blow over without a single hand lifted or gun fi@dit could end up
much worse than any of them could imagine.

He could only hope for novand hope could bemetty helpless feeling.

He saw movement down the trail astdod.

"What do you t haboutkJod?htdogs' shifted irt his lsaddlera® he and Joe
stayed far enough behind Frank and Jed, skirting the ridges instead of using the road to Virginia
City to stay out of sight. Frank and Jed stopped whey met two more riders.

"I don't know," Joe sniffed and rubbed his nose. "Could be something. But it's probably
nothing."

"Yeah. Seems to me i f t hewgnougkyettopat t ol d
not Hi no

"Unless they had it plannedréar. You can never tell. Quiet up and let's watch what
happens.”

The fourfellows didn't seenanxious, not glancing around as though guilty or afraid. It
seemed theyodd just met with someone to pass
pair going in the same direction as before, at the same pace, the two strangers coming towards
them. Hoss and Joe backed up a little farther up the ridge and watched them go by.

"Know who they are?" Joe asked under his breath.

"Nope. | think | seen thdittler one before but not to get his name."

"Don't sit like gunfighters, neither of them, nor judging by the pieces they.'caosy

whispered past the time he needed to.

t

t
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"Whelp, let's leave them be and get back to the other two."
ok

Joe and Hoss flawed Jedand Frank to the Assay Office. As they reached the City the
two men recognized they were being followed, so the ride and riders became less secretive.
They needed to hear what those tmauld have to say They alighted next to the others' hes's
andhitched theirs as well, and entered Assay Office shortly after them. Jed and Frank
glanced at Hoss and Joe but made no claim to caring one way or another.

"Think theydre gonna pull something, Hoss?
counter where the weights and scales were ready to tell a man how much richer he'd become.

"1 Ospect so0. 0

"I'f youdd get a smaller horse, they woul dn

"Hah!"

"Gimpey," Jed said to the man behind the counter. "I figure you kiadpne word.
There won't be no more silver coming out of that vein we hit."

"What?" Ginpey, small, stout and grdaired, came out from behind the counter. "You
can't be serious. Dead ended again?"

"Nope."

"Everybody in town's counting on that s&ik You gotta keep mining it, find the direction
it's going."

"Can't."

"Well, I..." Gimpey saw Hoss and Joe. He turned back to Jed. "If you aren't the most
arbitrary--."

Jed held up a timeworn, mine shakytda "Not me, Gimpey. You think | don't wat the

silver, don't want to see this town prospering? Just found out today it's not a free claim.”
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"Oh. Sorry to hear that." Gipeyuncrossedhis arms from his expensive double
breasted suit coafiwhod you jump? For the tovém sake it doegshmater who works #--.0
AiThe Cartwright
Gimpey turned his suddenly narrow beady eyes on Hoss and Joe. They gave each other a
sick grin and walked back outside.
Joe and Hoss found Baénbuckskin tied in front of Ray office. He and Roy were deep
in conversation when they walked in. By Besullen eyes and R&ydrooped mustache the
talking wasid@ going so good.
fiHoss! Jo&d Ben sprang to his feefiThought you were following Jedl.
fiThey went to the Assay Office, Ba&joss said, his big facettled in lines.iGimp e y 6 s
gonna spread the word that we done shut down a silver &trike.
Ben frowned, rubbing hiseyeé. Fi gur ed as much. Candot be h
Roy put a hand on Bérshoulder filtés like | said, Ben, if the whole town gets in an
upraar over this, thei® not gonna be a whole lot | can do. Not and live to tell about it,
anyhowo
fiBoys, | was telling Roy here that | sent Adam over to CarsoncCity.
fiTalking to the marshal theesd wiring Governor Nye is fine, but Ben, you got to face
facts. Right now, here today, the people are unhappyd/¥@iready got anighty big spread,
youdre a rich man. To sit on a massive silver strike
fA curse,youmean!lBen s voi ce r umblfRay, ytutkmowwhgth t he o
happens to lanathen men get greedy and start digging. Adam and | saw the vein, Roy, it could
run right under our house!

fYou saw it, Pa? When?



Cartwright Saga/BebowReinhard280

Ben looked at Joe as though it was a stupid quesiioh, you and Hoss had already left.
Adam and | crawled all the way and found a bit of candle to light. Adam stayed there to wait
for McNally.o

He didrd notice Joe and Hoss exchange a puzzled look. Something bothered them about
that, but neither of them could quite figure out what.

fiRoy, all IGm asking is thayou back up my legal rights, tiiatall IGm askingd

fiThatmuchd | do, Ben. But | ¢ andRoywatehgdthemn 61 | b e
leave with worry in his tired eyes.

Outside Ben stoppediwell, only thing we can do right now is go on badkne. Its
been weeks since we left on the cattle drive, &mdféeling mighty riped

AiTherds reason for that, RaJoe said, laughing as he backed away.

As Hoss laughed, Ben mocked anger at higssoni mper ti nence and sl ap
as they wentor their horses.

Adam didr@t recognize the man, so it coufiibe one of the hands. At first the man
didnd speak, but sat on his horse and stared open faced at the mine feRd@srgun athis
side, more an automatic gesture than recognitighreft fiLooking for someone?

Lloyd shook his head, forced a bleak grin and stepped down from his sabfiiesorry,
Idm Lloyd Beck, a minetil they ran out of work for me. | wonderd Emean, | heard you
Cartwrights got yourselves a mireo

fiNewstravels fast

f...so lwonderedf youd need a little help. Lloyd took a few steps to the left to get a
better look at the mirie opening, and Adam turned with him.

Al wouldnd worry, youdl be going back down into the Comstock any tine.
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AAny time doesi@ feed my little ones today.

Adam looked at the mé@p belt, he had a gun but carriedexdrabullets. fiGuess nob

Adam saw Lloyd nod not at him but somewhere behind him. He turned to look but not
in time to react as a gun bettnnected hardith his skull He felt his knees weaken and fought
the blackness but collapsed against his will.

Adam came to shortly before dawn with a throbbing reeatla kinked neck from
sleeping uprightbut he'd had worsaghts than this That Lloyd fellowsleptwithin kicking
distance, so Adam kicked his arritey."

Lloyd grunted and turned over, showing Adam his dirty and worn backside.

"Come on, get up!" Adam stretched dacked harder, using the heel of his boot
between the shoulderblades.

"Uh? Huh?" Lloyd sat up.

"Aren't you supposed to be watching me? Here I'm awake and you're still sleeping.”

"Oh, sorry." Lloyd scratched his chest and stretched. "Where's Tom? Oh, he musta left
already. Yup, your family should be getting the news abowt'n

"What news? You plan to trade me for the mine?"

"Yeah." Lloyd yawned loudly.

"Hmmm. You gonna untie me now?" Adam fidgeted in the hardback chair.

"Ha, you're kidding, right?"

"This is no joke. Don't you think it's a little inhumane togk@eman tied up so he can't
go outside for some relief?"

"Relief? Oh!" Lloyd frowned. "Never thought of that."

“I'bet. Ki dnappi ng 1 snotNoausntieena,dllyonhyabse a mitutes ound s .
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"You must expect I'm too slow for ya." Lloyd gtohis head, plainly disturbed by this
dilemma.

"Now | know you're not a bad fellow, you're just caught in a bad situation. Believe me, |
understand. Why, if | had my way, I'd let the whole town have the silver."

"Oh, no, you would not, you-."

"All right, tell you what, untie me but you can escort me outside yourself, watch me
every second. Thotg don't usually like company

"All right!" Lloyd jumped to his feet. "But I'll be watching you every second, so don't
try anything funny."

Holding his gun in one hand Lloyd fumbled with his other hand to get the rope untied.

As soon as it loosened Adam's right arm shot up and knocked the gun to the floor. In the split
second while Lloyd was too stunned to react, Adam whirled around and delivetetpusoh

to his jaw. Lloyd staggered backward but came back with his own fists ready. Adam dodged the
first swing but caught the secondjuwabove the jaw and saw blaeknoment. He fell to his

knees but as Lloyd's hands came down to grab his necky gdahold of his wrists and pushed
against him as Lloyd struggled to get away, pulling Adam to his feet. Adam loosened one wrist
and drew back to deliver a gut punch but Lloyd brought his hand down on the back of Adam's
neck, knocking him flat. Adam reld and got his hands on Lloyd's gun.

"All right,” Adam said, breathing hard. "Fun's over." He got up and found his gun and
belt. 1T donodot fight well Dbefore t oalittlesoitbug . But
you're no pushover. A littl@b humane for your own good, perhaps.” He walked to the door.

"If you don't mind, I'll be &king your gun with me You can find it ahead on the trail." He put

his hat on and tipped it at Lloyd. "And ah, tell your friends I'll remember this."
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As soonas Adam stepped out the door, Lloyd followed. \#ad gonna be furious if he
let this one get away.

—

At the breakfast table Bdglt out of sorts. He stared at Adam's empty chair, wondering
why he needed to stay ov eowBegwoudld be anxidDsato lrear n
what he found out? He didn't realize someone had knocked on the door until Hop Sing led
McNally into the room.

"McNally! 1forgot | was having you come in after your shift. What do you have to
repor®?” McNally sat in Alam's chaiand Ben tensed again. "Any trouble?"

"No sir, didn't see no sign of nobody. But what didn't set right all night was that when |
got there last night, weren't no sign of Adam."

"What? He left the mine before you got there?" Ben had a suideng feeling.

"Well, | guess so, because he wasn't there."

"Arnold's at the mine now?"

McNally nodded, filling his mouth with grits.

"Doesn't sound like Adam, Pa," Joe said. "He wouldn't just leave."

"Hey Joe, remember those two fellas seev talking to Jed? You reckon they gave Adam
a speck of trouble?"

"What fellows? What are you two saying you didn't say before?"

There was another knock at the door. After a moment Hop Sing came out again,
muttering under his breat Ben rose to hifeet,as unused to this much coany at breakfast as
Hop Sing

"You want to see Mr. Cartlight, you wait til he done bleakfast.”

"I'm not waiting," Tom said, pushing his way past the Chinaman.
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"It's all right, Hop Sing." Ben's voice boomed from the mgnioom. Ben and Tom met
halfway. Ben didn't recognize the lanky, nervous man, but he didn't like"i=ll?" Ben
asked "You come to my door and push your way in, so state your name and your business."

"Ah..." Tom looked around the house as thongher before seeing someone so grand.
Hoss, Joe and McNally stood next to Ben, making Tom step backward. "It's about the mine.
We want it back."

"Oh, you do, eh." Ben folded his arms across his chest. "I'm not selling the land. You
are welcome to me the mine."

"You don't understand. You'll give us the mine. I'm Tom and Lloyd, he's part owner too,
and Jed and Frank, well, we have your son. And won't give him back until you give up the mine
and any direction the silver rufis

Ben's usual gut redion climbed in his throat, to grab his guns and go after his boy, but
he choked it down. He knew Jed, these were simple town folk, and blazing guns was not the
answer.

"Did you hear that," he said todds and Joe, who staredamazement at his calfth.
don't know how many times we've been through this." Tom fidgeted, puzzled. "Just let him go,
Tom. There are other ways of settling this. We'll take it to court, challenge your claim, find a
compromise--."

"No, uhruh, no sir, give us the claim ooyr son is dead.” Tom backed away, grabbed
the partly open door and flew outsidde leged on his horse and rode®fa second later, it
seemed he hadndot been there at all/l

Ben quietly shut the door. Everyone waited for him to say songgtturact. Finally he
motioned to the table. "Come on, let's finish our breakfast."

"But Pa, aren't we going---." Joe stood
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Hoss grabbed Joe's arm and pulled himka d o wn . " P a, sosthatisdhatt i ni s h
we're doi"

For the rest of the breakfast reotvord wa exchanged. The chewing sountmdier
than usual, the clinks of silver and sips of coffee grating on Ben's ears. He tried to avoid
glancing at Adam's chair where McNa#lgt but couldn't help himself. He knew if it came
down to it he'd have give up the mine for Adam'’s life, even if it meant the destruction of his
land. He could live with that, not with the death of his son. But there had to be a better way.
These were not bad men, they were flesperate and he understood.tHaat Hell's fire, they
had to understand whi could do to him to havkis Ponderosa marred with digging and cutting
and blasting and all that confounded noise of the stamping machines...

But perhaps the Ponderosa was too big. Perhaps he could sell a toatti@mown and
let them come no further with the vein.

Mentally he shook that thought away. He had three sons who would eventually build
their own ranches. They were going to need every acre.

But not at the cost of ora their lives. Which broughtim no doser to a decision now
thanfifteen minutes ago.

Everyone looked up as the door flew open.

Ben held his breath and jumped up. "Adam?"

"Yeah, it's me, Pa." Adam strednto the dining room. He grinned but with a new kind
of fire in his es, something Ben didnrecognize. When Adam saw McNally in his chair he
put a hand on his shoulde&itHope you saved some for nme.

fAre you all right, boy@ Ben grasped Adaés shoulders for reassurance.

Além fine. Hungry and really really wanting atho

AWell, sit down. Hop Singl
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fiNo, Iém going to clean up first. Have Hop Sing bring up some water. And\Bam
stopped him as he turned awdstick around while | eat, we have to télkde went to the
stairs. fil ah...didr@ like what | hada@ do to get away, Pa. Théen ugly mess out there and we
have to settle ib

Ben watched Adam climb the stairs. The idea appeared in the back of his mind that
Adam didrit seem to be who he was just the day before.

"Pa," Adam spooned a heavy halp of grits into his bowl. "This threat is only the
beginning. They mean to cause us big trouble.”

Ben looked up from his paperglievedthat Adam was ready talk buthedidn't like the
tone in hisvoice, the one he used lecture his own father.

Hoss walked in the front door and grabbed his gun belt. "Pa, me and Joe are headed out
to the south range with the supplies.” Ben didn't answer. "Pa, you all right?"

"Just be careful out there, Hoss," Adam called from the dining table.

Hoss poked Isi head in at his brogh. "You think they're gonnay something else,
Adam?o0

"Hoss, right now | wouldndot put anything

"Hmm. Right,” Bermutteredn response. "Watch yourself, boys."

Hoss looked at Ben, then shrgglbgand went out.

"l have to tell you this, AdartiBen said with reluctance"When that fella came to give
his demandshe mine or your life, mynstinct was to call his bluff.”

Adam stopped chewing, then swallowed and laughed. "Good call, Pa."

"You're not angry?" he asked with raised eyebrows.

p
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"Our friends and neighbors are living under a falleckrright now. They're in paiout
they're not killers. Although the way Lloyd came after me, he had me fooled for a minute."
Adam winced in brief pain’'He followed me after | left, | didn't think he would. He found the
gun | had thrown aside on the trail and...l had to shoot him. Only winged him, but bad enough."

"Well," Ben looked down at the papers in his hand. They were no longer important so he
put them down. "Times like this tell wgho our friendsare. And...bw strongwe are."

"l don't think this is a time for a show of strength against the town."

"You WHAT!? What better time could there be!!?

"Just simmer down and listen. | believe wtiae Comstock mines need is to go down a
little deeper, stretch out a little more and there'll be more than enough silver. What's needed is
some financial backing and the Crimson Cave is just that."

"Adam, you're not suggesting we let them tear our &patt!"

Adam pushed away from the table. "The sacrifice of a few for the good of many."

Ben strode to his son and turned him so they were eye to eye. "Don't use that holier than
thou tone with me!"

"The point I'm making is-."

"l know the point youe making. I'm well aware that turning the silver over to the town
is an option. But it's not one I'm willing to consider."

"You have to consider it, don't you see that?" Adam felt his own temper rising.

"I'd just as soon throw gunpowder in that cane blast it shut!"

"Fine, blast it shut! At the same time destroy our relations with everyone in Virginia
City!" Adam ran his hands through his hair, his head pounding. He walked away from his
father, needing to be anywheasiseat the moment. "I'majng to keep Hoss and Joe out of

trouble.” After strapping on his gun he looked up. "Sometimes we have to make small
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allowances to keep out of big trouble.” He slammed the door behind him, making the clock
chime softly out of turn.

"Small allowances.Tearing our land apart? We'll hold off until the Comstock strikes or
Sharon comes through. Wedve got to." Ben po
decided ora plan of his own

When Adam got theréjoss and Joe had already split up teathseparate sections of the
herd. Hoss found the path felowed blocked by a handful of miners, some attg past
mining yearsand hunched over, and all of them with that look of old hunger in their eyes. He
stayed up on his horse.

"You fellers mindmo v iasidé?"

"Yeah," Jed stepped forward. "Yeah, we mind."

"Jed, you leading this bunch? Now you know Pa, he wants to help, he'll do what he can
for any of ya. Butladburnityou gotta give him time. Jed, you know it takes him some time
when the poblem is deep.”

"Sure, | know your pa. And | know he loves this precious Ponderosa so much it doesn't
matter what happens to the rest of us. Or to you, either!"

Hoss remembered thinking that himself when Pa told them to sit back down to breakfast
with Adam missing. "Now Jed, it is his."

Jedgrabbed a handful of the dusty granite soil. "It's just dirt, that's all it is! Here for you
and me to live off, anthkeanything the land is willing to give, not hide like some buried

treasure while we alkarve."
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The logic wadlawed. "At any price?" They were making him mad ndvossfelt his
gut and his muscles tighten. He probably couldn't whip them all, but he could give them a good
show. Seven of them, he counted. He reckdmeekdandledive atmostin the past.

"At any price," Jed answered. The men all took a step forward.

"Tell you what I'll do, Jed, I'll tell Pa how it is for you and'

"Grab him!"

Hoss and his horse triedjtamp forward. Theyulledhim off his horsdike a sack of
flour. Three men jumped on him but he kicked with his legs and flailed wildly with his fists until
he had laid everyone near him flat and scrambled to his feet. Two others jumped on his back but
he pulled them off by the scruff of their necks and tosseohtover his shoulders.

A punch from the side to his ribs caught him off guard and then two others grabbed his
arms from behind but he jerked one arm away and delivered each one a punch so solid it
knocked them through the air and out cold. The otherridgrouped and all sprang on him at
once. He got off a couple of punches before his arms were pinned successfully behiHg him.
could do no more bugke itand lopethey knew when to quit.

Joetalkedto a couple of drovers about a stampede that hapened a couple hours
earlierand how they averted it only because the herd was now so much smaller, when Claude
from the south end came riding up. Adam jusd been there and left agagone off lodking
for Hoss, after warning Jagain to be caful. Joe snickereih responsé hat Adam hadnot
carefulfirst.

"Joe! Got a message from your brothe@laude called.

NHoss®
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fiThats right. Says h@ gone to town, and yae to join him there as soon as ¥
done here

AOh yeah® Joe fowned. iWe didré have any plans to go to town today. Tell you this
himselfd

fiNope, fellow coming from town met up with him, | ha@even seen him today. The
last name is Simpson, | believe.

Joe remembered the Simpson family, pretty decent fobdstlyn but then, they all were
until the silver became a curse on the Ponderosa. Ever since Tom showed up demanding the
cave as ransom for Adam, Joe felt hissesrheighten in every directiand now he sensed
trouble. He thought it over, feeling if hwent héd be walking into a trap.

AYou see Adam on your way over here?o

ANope. Want me to find him?0

3t

Y e alhhim | tvent to town after Hoss. And if he finds Hoss first, for both of them to
come to town after me butheytotldbe asing Hosstasthedaittso a p ,
he didrd have much choice. & have to go to town, but étego with guns blazing if he had to,
to get his brother back.

Adam rodehalfway to the herd when he saw Hoss coming up the crest of a hilpegum
over the sadle. He ran his horse up to Hoss and leaned diéisgg his chin."Hoss! Who did
this to you?

“I'm all right, Adam," Hoss could barely swallowJust...get me home..."

Adamhelped Hoss drink out of his canteen, and wetted hidareaho wipe Hoss's face

happy that his horse held still for onc&ure you can hang on?"
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Hossnodded and Adam grabbé#te reins of Hoss's horse in one hand. He rode back to
the house as quick as he dared through the narrow rocky trails, keepirgamidgs.

He knew who didthisAnd i f Pa doesndét agree with him
to take matters into his own hands.

After helping Hoss get comfortabéand making sure Hop Sing could stay with him,
Adam went back out on the trail. téiok him the rest of the morning to find four men who knew
mining or were willing to learn. Adam gathered all the equipment he could, second rate mostly,
but it would do until they got out enough silver to show the town their intentions. Adam showed
whathe remembereddm his days back when he helpmd PhilipDeidesheimer. He
remembered enough and stayed to wonky enough talig out a bucket ofjuality oreto take
back to town.

He marveledover the size of the vein, but at the same time felt thehBawent
through. Pa will have to understand why his eldest felt this necessary. One look at Hoss and he
would see what Adam saw, how desperation can lead to murder.

He only hoped Joe could avoid trouble until Adgot as far as he neededaiing this
whole thing to grinding halt.

Joe rode into town, his nerves tingling in anticipation. He hadn't been in a gkog m
some timeand looked drward to one. Pa was right in keeping townspeople from the cave. They
had no right to something bfh e C a r, honmatteghow rdush the town needed the silver.

His ride took him right down C Street but he found no sign of laslsno one staring

him down. Everything seemed peaceftle pulled Cochiseupin front of the Silver Dollar and
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alighted,searching for signs of anything he ditliike. He tied the holster strap to his leg as he
walked into the saloon.

fiHi Charlie, nice to see you. Give me a cold one, will you?

AWill try, Joeo He turned and cranked out a brew.

fiYou seen my brotherd$s in town? We got split up.

fiNope, air@t seen Hoss. You might try the livedy.

fiYeah, Bl do that nexd He swallowed a big mouthful and then ran the back of his
sleeve over his mouth before turning.

Cheri, one of thealoongals,satat a tablealone and crooked a finger at him. There were
six other men in the saloon but Cheri seemed glad to see him. He smiled willingly and strolled
over to her.

fWell, Miss Cheri, | doét know that éve ever seen you at work this time of day.

fltGs actuallymy day off, Little Joe, but for some reason | just felt like being here. Do
you think is because | had the feelinig kee you®@

Joe pulled out a chair and sat across fromiidow, Miss Cheri, yodve seen me lots of
times. Is there something moreesfal about me today than yesterday?

Cheri slid over to the chair right next to Joe and put a hand on hiélethat what silver
does to you, Joe, makes you suspicious?d@agirl hide a fondness for someone for only so
long until it all bubblesd the surface and boils over?

She leaned into him and kissed his cheek, her lips lingering on his skin.

fiMiss...Cheri.0 he turned, and their lips met briefly before Joe pulled aviagrefer to
be alone with a girh He tried to get to his feet b@heri grabbed his hand and pulled him down.

fJoe! | gotta tell you somethirgCharlie called from behind the bar.
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Joe turned to him but Cheri turned him baékle can wait. You want privacy? How
does my room in the back soudRer hand squeezedrther up on his leg.

He grinned sheepishlyiYou know, youdre one convincing kind of womanHe started
to get to his feet with her, but heard Charlie drop a glass behind him, shattering it.

This started a nervous flame in his gut, spreading out tmissles.

fiYou know, Cheri, | think | better take you up on this some other dirbie. pulled her
hand off his arm and backed ufil. gotta find my brother, he could be...in troubléde dashed
out of the saloon, leaving Charlie to shake his head amchfad Cheri.

Lloyd came out from the back room where Cheri had been heé@ed. let him get
away, gal®

fiSorry, Lloyd. He just washbuyingo

fil told you to offerfree!d

Sheonly shruggedand sat back down

AwWell, never mind. Lucky we had a bkap plano

At the sound of the gunshot Charlie dropped another glass.

Ben rode into town fromhee opposite direction, nddr enough tesee Joe's horse at the
saloon Hepulled up &the Assay Officeand alighted Hetook out the chunk of silver hiead
chiseled out of the minthe first and only time he entered that hellhaled went inside.

He waited pagntly for Ginpey to break down the specimen and analyze it.

"What do you think? Should I offer stock to the town?"

"Ben, that's good quajitore. The townspeople will be indebted to you. What made you
change your mind? We were all placing big odds that you'd remain stubborn to the end."

"Guess | just got to thinking. The sacrifice of a few for the good of many."
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"Think this'll make Frak and Jed happy? They believe they have a right to that mine."

"Then let them prove it in court. As a matter of fact, | thought to allow them a good
share of the mine at half the purchase price."

"That oughtasatisfy them Let me write you out a cefitate and if you brought your
deed of ownership you can go right from the bank to the printer for those shares. And Ben..." he
added as Ben turned away. "Go see Jed as soon as you can."

"Oh, I plan to, Ginpey."

Ben stood on the walk, feeling bad abdateiving that fine man thavay. Thaeshares
of stock would be worthless. Had no intention of working theaim but only in buyingtime.
Another week perhaps and tempers woeddl. In the meantime he could take his sons on a
well-deserved tripa San Francisco...

Just before reaching the bank he heard the gunshot. Curiosity took him down the street
more than anythinglse First thing he noticed was Joe's horse and alarm rose in his chest. A
crowd had gathered around the fallen man, anak tmly another momeiior him to know
who had beershot down.

"Joe!" Ben pushed people away and crouched down beside his son. The bullet had
entered below his left rib and was bleeding badly. Carefully Ben picked his son up and walked
as quickly as hdared to Dr. Martin's, leaving the townspeople wordless behind him.

Dr. Martin finished cleaning his hands and went back to Ben sitting beside his
unconscious son. "A 31 caliber, Ben, could have been worse. He'll be all right.”

"Thanks Paul,” hesighed heavilyyoice shaking. "lI've been a fool. How could | believe
| could hold off a town?" He took Joe's still cool hand in his.

"You were just protecting your land, Ben, as you've always done."
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"As I've always done. Nahis time | called theibluff. This time I risked my sons
because | thought | could outsmart them. These people were our friends, Paul. We were on
good terms with everyone."

"That's true, Ben, and in my opinion," Paul looked back down at Joe, "if they wanted to
do your sorserious damage they could have." He put a hand on Ben's shoulder. "They're trying
to scare you."

"Well, theyodve succeeded. Do you know why
silver to town to get Ginpey to verify the mine so | could sell shaBes they were going to be
worthles$ | planned to dig out as much as | could and show off an empty"'mine.

"And now?"

"l guess | have no choice anymore."

Joe stirred and squeezed Ben's hand back. "Pa?"

"It's all right, son, I'm here. You're gonnafire.”

"Pa, this doesn't change things,” he whispered.

"What?"

"It's our land, Pa, and we can...do what we want..." he drifted away again.

Ben smiledand squeezed Joe's hand. "You're right, Joe, we can. Paul, you'll stay with
him, won't you?" Wheaul nodded, Ben walkemitside. What he began had to be finished,
properl y. Hedéd have to get those phony certi

He sawded coming out of the bank. Guey had given Ben good advice that Ben now
meant to take:'Jed," they strode tmeet each other, "I can't prove that you shot my boy, but |
can believe it. | should beat you senseless but that would get us nowhere. I've got a proposition

for you."
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Jed's venomous glare didn't change. Before Ben could get any further Jed lastmedd out
punched Ben in the jaw, not hard enough to knock the big Cartwright flat but hard enough to
sting. "Not rich enough, are you, Ben? You gotta have it all, gotta have the whole world. | just
came from the bank where | learned something interestiog. cguldn't get a loan. Our
discovering that silver on your land came in mighty handy, didn't it? Planning tatramc
keep it all to yourself!?

Jed ran from Ben and jumped on top a wagon parked down the street. He made hollering
noises to get pedtgds attention, as Ben stood helpless.

"Guess what, folks? Our good friend Ben Cartwright was about to do us all in. He
brought one small chunk of silver to the assayer and said he was gonna sell stock. Well, guess
what? He had no intention of backiang that stock. Go on, admit it, Ben, that stock was gonna
be worthles! He needghat money for himself, just ask Clyde over to the bank!"

Ben drew himself up as people looked his wayt how could he not admit that part of it,
at least, was truePle made a horrible liar.

"You got it all wrong, Jed!"

Ben looked down the street and saw Adam with Charlie O'Hurley. They were both
mounted and each held a bucket of ore.

"We are working the mines and every share we sell will be valuable. And Jddggbu’
your shares at a discount, you and your partners.” Adam and Charlie got down out of the saddles
and walked toward them with the buckets of ore.

"You're lying," Jed said evenly.

"No, he ain't lying, Jed," Charlie jumped in. "He's hired me onias foreman and to
witness the issuing of the stock. Come on, we're going to the Assay Office.”

Jed stood, mouth gaping, as the townsfolk followed Adam and Charlie.
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Ben stood next to Jed. "Well, aren't you going to go see for yourself8'iHe u led n 6 t
surprised. He and Adam did think alike, when the time made it necessary.

Jed looked down at his feet and laughed ruefullith face turning red, heffered his
hand to Ben, without meeting his eyes. He turediptlyand headed to the Assay O#ic
himself and Ben thought he caught a quick apology for all the trouble

Ben went back to Dr. Martin's and found Hoss sitting next to Joe.

"Hoss! What happened to you? Oh, | don't suppose you have to explain it." He rubbed
his big son's shoulder, figgg the glisten of a tear. "I'm sorry, son."

"It's best forgottenPa. Dr. Martin says I'll heaind so will the town. Pa, what Adam did
was not--."

"Oh yes, it was." Ben turned from Hoss and took Joe's hand. Joe was awake and more
alert. "How ae you feeling?"

"I think I'll live, Pa. If that's all right."

Ben laughed. "Well, | guess so."

Hoss and Joe looked up at the presence in the doorway and Ben turnedstéathm
alone, his face shadowed.

Ben looked back down at Joe, face as unreadabies eldest son's.

-

Adam felt the tension, felt his Pa's hurt. He strode into the room nonetheless, feeling
every footstep, and stood behind Ben. He put a hand on his shoulder.

"Pa, | had to do it. When | saw Hoss all beat up..."

"I know," Benreplied. "l learned myself seeing Joe lying in the street. | think | must be

getting a little too old to learn quick enough anymore."
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"You're not slow, Pa. But this silver strike hit too close, reminding you of what happened
long ago. It was too harfdr you to let go."

"Pa,"Hoss said,"nan of us c¢an bioaathteeir pldful dénothinktheyy i n 0
ever meant more than just to scare us a little." Hoss talked convincing, even though he winced
through puffy eyes and mouth.

Ben put his am around Hoss's shouldersl. never should have let it get this far. The
compromise is the right solution, Adam. | thought of it myself but, like you said..."

"I know, Pa." Adam squeezed his shoulder briefly. "Well, Joe, | see you got yourself
into another grand mess."

"Yeah, Adam, but at least with me they thought to use a woman. Guess everyone knows
it's the only way | can be fooled."

"Ah-ha. Do you think you can heal fast so you can help us work that mine?"

"Oh," Joe groaned, "l doubt it!m feeling so poorly it'll be six, seven months before I'm
healed up."

They all laughed.

Gimpey stuck his head in the doorway. "Excuse me, but how is the young one?"

"Oh, he'll live, until he's healed and his brothers tar and feather him,"” Ben sgitinig
"What you got there?"

"It's a document that Jed and all the others had drawn up and signed. It says they're
willing to accept however far you intend to mine your claim. No further trouble.”

Ben looked at the paper. "Boys, | think we just fdwar friends."

Charlie O'Hurley stood outside the door. "The Gould and Curry just announced they're

going down with deeper shafts!"
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Gimpey excused himself and ran outside, as all four Cartwrights stared at the commotion
out the doctor's window.

"Well, I'll be dadburned,"” Hoss finally said. "Adam, you were right all along."

"Hoss, how many times have | told you never lose faith in your brother's wisdom?"

"Oh, many times, Adam, many, many, many, many...."

Adam laughed and everyone joined in, but exghe enjoyed the family, Adam knew
that things could never be the same again between him and Pa.

He wasn't just a Cartwright son anymore.

Hit#
Adam coul dndét say he was unhappy |l iving at
tended to forgethowdl t hey wer e. He coul dndét say the se

he could take a piece of land and settle @mytimehe wanted. But for some reason, the
romance and chances to settbevd kept alludinghim. 66 d f el t baargmet hi ng f or
somehi ng he coul dndét al ways be o0smarnyieghevtelsrigitov e, a
to him, but before he knew it, she was gone.

He got back into his routine once he could walk again, once the melancholy left, but
something good had gone out of liis. He figured it out one d@yhope.

But how to tell Pa? How to want to stay, and yet want to leave?
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Conclusion:

BITTERSWEET TRAIL

Ben Cartwright sat alone at the breakfast table in an unusually quiet house. No clanks of
silver on the stoneware, mtamor of hungry sons reaching for the last biscuit, no stories of
drovers wrestling in the mud with mavericks that needed branding or of training new herd dogs
for spunky cattle without getting them trampled.

He had been allowed to sleep in this late #signorning and felt poorly about it. Too
often because of the rigors of running the ranch he missed out on the company of his sons. Adam
usually had something humorous to say about his brothers' follies, which could be, Ben would
admit, quite funny. Hossould grin in that fetching way of his and end up saying something
profound thatvould surprise even him. Jdesh, that youngest son had the confoundest way of
saying the most outrageous thing just to start an argumenteBatdless of their differences
they all worked together as one unit, sharing a heartbeat that stayed in place where it®elonged
onthe Ponderosa.

Ben loved every minute of their life as a family, the anguats, the tumbles, the figbts
although sometimes he wished his boys could ducketullets and fists a little fastét.e 6 d
never deny ta dangers of lifeut here, and hiead comeclose to losing each of them more than
once. Whenever the house was too quiet his nerves flamed, wondering what they were up to.

He had been left to sle@pthis morning because he had only just recovered from the
ague.

Hop Sing bustled in with more coffee. "Feeling much better now, Mr. Cartlight?"
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"Oh much, thank you, Hop Sing." Ben dug into his eggs. "Has the hole out back been
properly covered?" Theydiddt move the out hoadenandeditbe movedat of t
when angne had just recovered from illness, to help prevent the sprelad disease

"Oh yes, Mr. CartlightBoys choose short sticks and Mr. Hoss, he lose again." Hop Sing
chuckled anghook his head as he went back into the kitchen.

Ben chewed thoughtfully, trying to remember what the boys might be up to this morning,
off on their own sine iliness struclseveral days ag®Vith the end of summer weeks away, so
was roundupAll the fences were mended that he knew of. A ranch this size could be a curse,
just in trying to keep track. Of course, Ben
mands memory of it.

And they had just finished up another big timber contracipaeparedor fall tree
planting season, moving saplings from one ground where they grew too tight to more open areas
to increase their survival rate.

The boys. Benbs appetite hadndot returned a
worrying, hey were grow men. How hardor a father tahink of his sons as grownwhere had
time gone off to? He felt fortunate that they all seemed comfortable here, that they knew, once
they married, that they could still make a home on the Ponderosa.

Plenty of land and worfor all of them.

But marriage has eluded theaths o f ar . Not that they hadnot
some inner concern they woul dnodét expatemss kept
could be part of it, learning filsand how hard lifeeaul d be on women out her

So quiet. Where could they be?

Ah yes, Joe had an inkling to look at that stallion of Joh@ssleey considered

unbreakabletHHossmust beheaded to towto pick up a couple more pusn case the ones they
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haddidht wor k out, he said. But hedod tpakned any ex
to escorthe pretty young daughter of a Carson City lawyer to some northern towmfer so
reason that escaped Ben at the moniEm stage din't run as soon as she wahtend she
hated "stuffy bumpy stagecoaches anyway."
She was a bit stuffy herself, Ben thought with a grin as he picked up his coffee. But
Adam could do worse. She had a certain charm about her, and a month or two on the Ponderosa
would rid her of the stiihess.
Ben rubbed his forehead where an ache | ing
his lost engagement to Lauis though fearing he might lose feeling in his legs asen
wonder ed i dterrhseviihssing am@aeand readiamily like Laura and PeggyAdam
will probably always wonder what he could have done differeablyays look off with longing
into the distant hills as he think of them together, \fidlbeing fatherto PeggyBe n f el t he 0
lost someone nearly like asontohime cause chances were good they
Will again.Ben felt a slightemorse ovethe whole thing. He saw it coming. He should have
told Laua the truth about the househe could have acted surpris@shd then Adam would
never have fallen
But how does one hold on to a love thad d n 6 thereébt@begin with? At &st, not on
her part. Berstill d i d n 6 if Adam realy loved her, or only thought he diBen figured he
never would know.
Adam, as his eldest, should be settled down by, mmdhe came close witbaurg more
than anyone els&here were others, of course, like that woman Ruth out on the Mountain of the
Dead. Ben remembeadwith great sorrovhow immediately aftet hey 6 d f ound hi m ar

him home, how he forced a quibkaling and went looking for hi&érand he tragic tale he told
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on his return. He never met Ruth himself, but Adam described her so well Bem&mweould
have loved her

Adam was now 36!And as handsome, cultured, and intelligasa man could beAdam
naurally drewinterest from women in town, but has found no reason to spark with any of them.
Ben thought his eldest was too smart to allow one or two burpirigs | o v @o&soil hars h e s
for good.

Aside from the tragedies theyadl experienced, too conwn here in the wilds of the
west, it seemed that his boys just plum got cold feetreTWeren't enough gals out hered that
was a fact. One for every five meNot a lot of good the Ponderosa can do them with odds like
that. But perhaps, now with th&ar Between the States oyest a few months agand more
people headed west, all that could change. H
that would help.

Ben quit rubbing his head and finished his coffee. His headhche n 6 to albvehisv e
memorytoreturnAdam had told him somet hi nigopSitglit he |
Hop Sing poked his head out, his face half covered in flour. Ben hid a laugh, hoping the
Chi naman hadndét sneeze i n t heesidkgustqxdwButfiechey cou

did look more covered than just itch scratching.

"Whereb6s everyone?"

"Gone to town, see Adam off."

"How | ongédoes Adam intend t o woseldfiguene?"” NoO
out that Bends memory was going.

"He not know. Willsend word, maybe a week." When Hop Sing sensed Ben had no more

guestions, he went back into the kitchen.
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A week? Hedl | be gone more than a week? Be
his el dest gone that | ong,Wharevérddaimeds goeng, Beamet hi
figuredwi t h h ultsnatesgoahw@astdorestall troublesomewhereAnd the Cartwright luck
couldno6t hold up forever. Ben | ost count, pur
his sons carried.

Their motlers could be getting weary of caring for them from beyond.

Since the hatbrothers were headed to Virginia City for their errands anyway, they
agreed to keep each other company. Adam wondered how much Hoss and Joe knew of the real
reason for his errandHe had tried to tell Pa about it, having made up his mind about it only days
before. But Pa hadno6t been in the mood to | is
something unusual for a Cartwright was in the wind.

"Say Adam, | hear tell this galsweet on you," Hoss said with a twinkle in his eye and a
wink at Joe.

"Yeah Adam, talk in town is there'll be a wedding on the Ponderosa before long."

"Now shut up, the both of you. We've never actually kept company, so no one could be
talking." Adam hd just about decided to tell tlmebut their customary teasidgvhich they
could rave foregone, just this onéethanged his mind. They can find out in due course. He
wasnot sur e how thisprojedt,atanyaate. goi ng wi th

"Maybenot, older brothemut you been known to jump whérzaSue needs a favor
done."

Adam pulled his horse up short and narrowed his eyes at Hoss. "You know, | get the

feeling youte jealous. Seems to me you eyed up yourself when they first moved to town. Tell
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you what, you \ant her, you escort her on this trip." His horse jumped away from the other two,
kicking up a cloud of dust that settled unnoticed around Hoss and Joe.

"Hey, you don't have to get so touchy!" Joe yelled after him.

"Ah, something been eating at him atiorningdReckon what it is?"

"I don't know. Come on." Together they rodea&st cantor, to catch up to their brother.

The Cartwright brothers stopped in town at the International House for a cup of coffee.
The daywas already warm for eartyiorning inmid-summer of 185 andexcept for the Bonner
Brothersthe restaurant was enypfThey looked like they hadn't slept the night before and had
their coffee cups glued to their lips, as if holding that predmwaakfasimineral wated
whiskey

The Cartwright walked to a table on the other side of the room. Ever since Adam nearly
had them thrown in jail awhile back, theyodove
enough, a few minutes later, they were gone.

"Hi fellas! The usual?" Marge called from whestee served coffee at another table.

"Yeah, thanks, Marge," Joe said.

"And bring one of thenterrific blueberry muffins too!"

"Gotcha, Hoss!" Marge said with a laugh.

The brothers sat in companionable silence, with Hoss and Joe looking everywhere but at
thei r br ot h e rittsewall stars. At\a distrconp @atter outside Joe jumped up and
looked out the window. "Looks like LizaSue is here, Adam."

"She'll wait." Adam sat back as his mugcoffee appeare@nd picked it up.

"Yeah, | reckon shegonnarun inside the ladies' parlor and tidy up after that long trip

from D Street," Hoss said with hiuckle
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"Hey Hoss," Joe poked him, laughing. "Can you see Adam pulling over every mile so she
can fix her bonnet?!"

They laughed but Adam didn't join iHe studied the door to the street so hard it looked
like he thought itvould fall off its hinges. Hoss and Joe exchanged glances. They ieadd
each othero6s t hought seredphysiaatly fréndhss fadl thoagth nomo st | y
and again they'd teh him stretching his back autbut emotionally he wasn't quite the same
since heodd | o.sAndNigat®wlahe ammall Crdvebgygwas all he talked about.
He visited the Crowsvery chance he got. He wanted to get them moved onto Pondeihsa lan
but both Pa and the Croshiefswere stubborn on that matter.

"Hey, Adam." Hoss waited until Adam looked at him. "We won't fun you anymore about
LizaSue if it bothers you."

Adam smiled. "It's not that, Hoss. You know | can take as good as | give,imest t
But..." he shruggedff a wall of inconstant thougland leaned forward. "You remember last
week, when we found that Paiute shot and dumped on a dead cow carcass?"

"Yeah, we gave him a decent busial'

"Decent?" Adam turned to Joe. "Decent woulgeéhbeen bringing him back to his own
people.”

"Oh, come on now, Adam, in the condition his body was in...."

Adam started to argue with Jbat changed his mind and leaned back.

"And besides, how do you know he wasn't killed by one of his own kind? Ortcaugh
stealing that cow?"

"It wasn't one of his own kind. And that cow was dead longer.” Adam said with a finality

that made Joe let it go.

r
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"Say, Adam, howcom al | of a s yodd Hass asked. "SVe'le seerhlasr | n 6
of it, whites and Indians notget i n g 6 a leach @her sihde géwvias young'uns. It's not
getting better but it's not any worse than it was."

"Look, you remember those Indians who are living just off our north section of the
Sierras, | stopped a posse from butchering them,leydstood their ground peaceably against
the US.Army?Ever since thené" he pi wikeditl"Therearei n up
thingsislbul d be doing besides cattle ranching. I
and drained hiscbfee. " Li sten, | dono6ét know when 161 I
ride to the fort and offer to sign on."

"Sign on? As what?'Joe, as usual, wanted the comment in black and white.

"Ah, comeon,Adam."Hoss coul dndt | o obkthhkneswAdbmwas her i
serious.Hoss could see it coming for weeks now, but avoided looking it in the face.

"As Indian agety Joe. | can help tribdsd land peacefully where they can live as they
want to live." Adam finished his coffee and stood. "Iimdiarebeng forced to treafor land trey
dondét believe anyone can own alone, and they
i's why they continue to hudbegcaewbgethbdpegdr dondu
understand the concepl. h e yfarcedeto give up the resources of the land along with the land
itself, sanethingtheyd o n 6 t  u d ahe no srte axplairnything appropriately, causing
more violence, more bloodshéd.

"Wait a minute, youdre gi vi ngstlikeghat?"daec hi ng?
knew better than to raise his voice to his older brother when he wasflacivemood like this,
but didndét al ways stop and think about Adamoés

" P a 0 sgonoatet ygu give away so much of the Pondarosdam, even to Indians.”

8Seefi Af t er t  http://mRver.Williamsmitladrg/bonanzaauthorlist.html
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"1 dondét mean it | i ke that, Hoss . "
"So youbre going to just ride off and | eav
go riding around being pals to the I ndian

"Joe, listen to me a mine---."
"1 remember when you went off to coll ege,

| felt miserable until | finally decided, to hell with it, people die all the time but life still

goes on. Then you came home from college, and | thoughtvere this strange older version of

Pa. | had to get used to you all over again.”

"What are you trying to say, Joe?"

Joe pursed his lips before looking up, his eyes strangely hardened. "If you leave again,

and the rest of us have to wait, everydaypnvdoe r i ng whet h-et youol | be b

"Just because | want to take a pe'sition wi
"l think it does,too, Adam," Hoss said quietly.

"l should have kept it to myself." Adam stood and walked outside.

Joe chased after hinm@ Hoss reluctantly followed® Come on, brother, | e
What 6s your real reason for | eaving?"
"My real reason?" Adam acted as though thi

Like a snake Joe lashed out with his fist but Adam blocked the blow.graisised Litté

6s ar m. J asjustasrquickiystaded to Fogkirsally he turned back to

m and put an apologeti"d 6mamsadrory, hiAdgl almmr o Blue
y a |l ot Il ately. |t delinggpodrly-dn my nerves. And
"1 think Lifbrg@puAdami"s wai tino

Adam turned to see her sitting in her buggy watching him.
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"You can do this and still come back to the ranch, right?" Joe nearly bit himself but the
boyish pleading had already escaped.

"Sure, Joe." Adam waved to LizaSa&d her returning smile made her bonnet loosen by
the way she immediately turned to fuss with it. He sighed. Getting hitched to LizaSue, what a
t hought . He felt Joe and Hoss behigatagoddi m, st
couple of weeks before roundup. I 61 1 be back
shoulder before turning away.

But his throat closed up tighinaking it hard for him to swalloviHe can control his own
reactions to change, butnbetrs. The pain he |l eft behind hedd ha
hurt worse than anything else.

"Adam, we need to get riding. Fat herdos wai

Adam forced a smile as he hitched his horse to the back of her buggy and patted it under
its mane. He got up into the buggy and took the reins from LizaSue. "You been waiting long?"

"Long enough and you know it, Mr. Cartwright. | know you were spending time in the
International with your brothers." Her tone was filled with honey, only a touldnmain, so
Adam didndét respond except with a smile. "How

"Four Troughs? Four days maybe. We'll follow frreckeeRiver for a piece before
finding a route east through the hills." Adam gave the reins a shake and thsh®rczalled
Dancer started off. Adam held the reins tight to keep the horse within the town's legal limits.

There was more to LizaSue than it seemed, handling a big, excitable horse like this.

"Are you sure your father wants you up in Four Troughs? §basert country, and just a
small mining town."

"Can we ride out of town first before | tell you the whole story? My mogest closing

up on me herd.need some fresh air."
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Adam smirkecas he gave the reins another shake. Virginia @ight not be tle most
sanitary of towns, but the wind mostly dadr adors elsewhere. Perhaps she was takingfor a
ride, as well.She had heardsplans for this triggo the fort where the ary was temporarily
stationed and was just hisuick that her father, aotonel,lived in this small townthat happened
to be on hisvay.

"Did | tell you Father wants to run for governor?"

"Huh. A military man as governor? Well, | guess if they can be president. Personally |
think wedre better of fMaybeif hincdinehadypeen amilitaly méan, mu c h
he could have seen the inevitable conclusion of the War of Succession. Not that foreseeing
would have made ardifference to saving his lifeHis own experiences with the slaveryuss
and with Lincoln made hirknow firsthand that there wemoreissues than what common
ordinary folk arded to believeAnd Li ncol n himself, since Adamob
became much more the abolitionist than how he

He smiled as hadtened to LizaSue eftterindg all things really do happen for a reason.

"Father is having a party Saturday night a
t he event prtedeeryaeafor mite aosddivemyour pa should have got an
invite. He plans to annowee his candidacy for the next election.”

"Then | guess itodés understandable why he w

"And he specifically asked that you bring me."

Adam feigned surprise. "Why, Miss LizaSue, are you flirting with me?" As she laughed,
Adamrealizedthatheé i d n 6t mi nfdrabde.iTallgng to @dtordtedders about the
Indian agent vacancy was only a matter of formality. He had already decided to accept the

position. After that, he might just feel likgoing back to Four Troughs adding a litte
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dancingg "I guess the area i s growi wbseep, even th
railroad.”

"Oh Adam, | bet Virginia City will get as big as New York when that happens!"

Adam laughed but with a bitter edge. "I hope ndan you see tall brick bidings
crawling down the side of that mountain?

They traveled omvith considerable laughter and smalk and Adam figured this wo 6 t
be such an uncomfortable trip after all.

"Hoss! Whatcha got there?" Roy Coffee stood out on the walk in frontasthee r i f f 0 s
office, dirt smudges on his brown trousers and tan vest and his shirt half undone, looking as
though hedd just finished cleaning his office
wiped at them with his kerchies Hoss walked oveo him.

Big gentle Hos$eld twosquirming pups under one arm, one adldi and one black and
brown, hisother arm heavy with his saddlebag. The pups wiggled and nipped at his arm, making
his grin spread wider. "Oh hey, Roy, this here's our new range’pups.

"Ah. Tough spring roundup, was it?"

"That's right." Hoss nodded at Roy and continued on toward his, lig/isg to figure
out how to get theseups to stay still all the way home.

Roy watched, as Hostopped, seeminy wonderif he neededa box or sme kind of
sack or somethingr if the pups wouldit in his saddlebag”Ah, Hoss?"

"Yeah?" He turned back, his mind oreth pu p s . He didndét want to
sack

"Is that your brother | saw heading north?"
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"Yeah Roy, and I'd be carefifll was you. He doesn'ttaketookin y t o bei nd6 he
a b out fawbrs forrLiazaSue."

"Wel |, Ji mminell e, boy, everyone. Shen town Kk
musta told everyone in town. No, sgriefovarthatdt t ha
Indian attack on white settleasvhile back isot letting things lie like we thought. You
remember o6éem, Hoss, you got O6em |iving out ne

"Yeah, yeah, | know O6em, Roy. "

"Word is theyore igomisng ftfad nd ryiowe tlhaenmd linfd t h
one of O6em. And they got a power f ul grudge ag

Hoss somberly studied the back of the black pup's head.

"Now | donot know how serious thi srtwos, mi n
of O6em. |l 6m gonna try my hand at cal ming them
government feels about them Indians.”

"Yeah, Roy, thatdés a fact.™"

"I hear tell that even if we were to take them Indians to court for the trial of the Johnson
murders, no government official has to take t
candt be trusted. Dondét matter who fired the

"Andthat 6 s about ascanbe'f air as anythind

"You and me know it .untBut our opinions dono

"Tell you what, you |l et Pa and me know i f o
enough men together and stop 6éem. "

"Now Hoss, you know you cané6ét draw down on
in for a peck of trouble, more trouble tharea you Cartwrights can handle.”

“'f they want to threaten my brother, Roy,






