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B.N. Rundell continues the epic frontier saga which has captivated and delighted so many
readers and catapulted the series to continual best seller status.Late summer, 1864. America’s
bloodiest war was coming to an end and many displaced families from every corner of the land
in search of new homes, land, and even gold were heading west., unaware of the dangers that
awaited. With the natives continually striving to make peace, and politicians and soldiers
repeatedly breaking treaties and forcing tribes onto smaller and smaller reservations, the people
had had enough. The Indian wars of the west would soon cause the lands to run red with the
blood of settlers, soldiers, and natives alike. Into this melee, Reuben and Elly Grundy are
dispatched in an effort to keep disgruntled renegade rebels from wreaking havoc.But with the
Sioux, the Cheyenne and their Dog Soldiers, the Arapaho, Comanche, and Kiowa all joining
forces against the settlers and others, anything could happen. Add into the mix a handful of
wannabe politicians, glory-seeking soldiers, and blood-thirsty soldiers that believe the only good
Indian is a dead one, the task could prove near impossible…As the Colorado territory plains
burn with destroyed wagons and homes, and blood paints the flats crimson, the challenge
continues. But will it be too much for one well-intentioned couple?

A New York Times Book Review Editors' ChoiceA Most Anticipated Book (Harper’s Bazaar, Real
Simple, Elle, BookPage, Book Riot, Literary Hub, The Millions, CrimeReads)A People Magazine
Book of the Week“Masterful…As compelling as any detective novel…Mesmerizing on every
page.”―Washington Post“[A] beautifully written, disturbing and affecting memoir. This is literary
nonfiction at a high level.”―New York Times Book Review“Splendid…Startlingly fresh…Tell Me
Everything isn’t a testimony of suffering. It’s the evidence of what Krouse has made from it: an
artist, and a formidable one.”―Slate“Riveting…Krouse’s fight for justice shows how we can truly
enact change―in society and in ourselves.”―People Magazine “An engrossing memoir…
[Krouse’s] personal account reads like addictive true crime, and the emotional ending makes
this an unforgettable read.”―Real Simple“[An] unnerving, haunting book...A triumph of literary
reportage and memoir that doesn’t flinch at the ugliest truths―from others and herself.”―Sarah
Weinman, Air Mail“True crime fanatics will devour this memoir.”―Harper’s
Bazaar“Remarkable.”―CrimeReads“Riveting and consistently insightful…Rather than simply
demonizing individuals, the author convincingly demonstrates how institutional practices have
enabled (and covered up) predatory environments…The personal narrative, interwoven
seamlessly alongside the professional one, is equally compelling…An exceptionally well-told,
perceptive examination of a sexual abuse scandal and its personal and social
relevance.”―Kirkus (starred review)“[An] enthralling blend of true crime and memoir…What
began as a fight for one woman’s justice becomes a battle Krouse fights against her own inner



demons that eloquently contends with systemic issues still plaguing American institutions today.
The emotional catharsis delivered by the book’s end turns this sensational tale into a stunning
story of redemption and hope. Readers will be gripped.”―Publishers Weekly (starred
review)“Expert, nuanced…Krouse deftly explores the complicated dynamics between the
university, students, and college athletics. She seamlessly weaves elements of her own history
into the narrative…Readers will devour this searingly intimate tale of institutional misogyny. An
important addition for all libraries.”―Library Journal (starred review)“Riveting…Reads like a
compelling detective novel…With utmost care and consideration for the victims, some of whom
chose not to come forward, Krouse gives readers a behind-the-scenes look at the complications
of pursuing a Title IX case…Tell Me Everything is a memorable, highly personal account of a
landmark legal case, as well as a thoughtful examination of the long-lasting damage of sexual
assault.”―BookPage (starred review)“Compelling…Empathetic…Krouse's brutal candor and
perceptive insights make for powerful storytelling.”―Booklist “Tell Me Everything is the best story
I’ve read in a long, long time. Each scene is a remarkable character study; each development is
shocking. Told with incredible psychological insight, this book is an unstoppable inquiry that
delivers justice for many and, finally, peace for the most deserving. That never happens in real
life. Except in this case, it did. This book is beautiful, exhilarating, and wildly rewarding.”―Lacy
Crawford, author of Notes on a Silencing“Tell Me Everything is a reading event in the landscape
of memoir unlike anything since Dave Eggers’ A Heartbreaking Work of Staggering Genius. It’s a
tale of detection, a mystery, a legal thriller, a whodunit, but it’s hardly escapist fare. Ingenious in
its approach to impossible subjects, Krouse’s vivid and original memoir is state of the art. Tell Me
Everything is our new standard.”―Charles D’Ambrosio, author of Loitering “I devoured Tell Me
Everything over the course of two breathless days, harrowed and deeply moved. It is at once an
exposé, a heart-rending narrative of family trauma and its long legacy, and a thrilling detective
story―propulsive as anything by Raymond Chandler but with twice the emotional IQ. This is the
most satisfying, urgent book I have read in a long time.”―Melissa Febos, author of
Girlhood“Krouse’s remarkable Tell Me Everything affected me more than any memoir I’ve read in
the last decade. Fueled by Krouse’s searching intelligence and studded with moments of subtle
humor, this astonishing, prescient personal tale possesses the urgency of a great novel. Put
simply: I loved it.”―Joanna Rakoff, author of My Salinger Year“Krouse has an eye for memorable
details, an ear for arresting language, a relentless self-awareness, and a mind that roves
tirelessly. Tell Me Everything is gripping and moving, both excavation and investigation, of
Krouse’s past and our collective present, and even of what future justice might look like.”―Caitlin
Horrocks, author of Life Among the Terranauts“Krouse achieves a singular accomplishment of
voice in her stunning memoir. This book asks us all to reckon with the questions, at what cost
justice and at what cost injustice? It is a brilliant book and one I will be thinking about for a long
time to come.”―Michelle Bowdler, author of Is Rape a Crime?--This text refers to the paperback
edition.About the AuthorErika Krouse is the author of Come Up and See Me Sometime, a New
York Times Notable Book, and Contenders, a finalist for the VCU Cabell First Novelist Award.



Erika’s fiction has been published in The New Yorker, The Atlantic, Ploughshares, One Story,
and more. She teaches creative writing at the Lighthouse Writers Workshop and lives in
Colorado. Her debut memoir, Tell Me Everything, has been optioned for TV adaptation by
Playground Entertainment. --This text refers to the paperback edition.

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/amYE/The-Trail-to-Reservation-A-Classic-Western-Series-Plainsman-Western-Series-Book-7


THE TRAIL TO RESERVATIONPLAINSMAN WESTERN SERIES BOOK SEVENB.N.
RUNDELLThe Trail to ReservationKindle EditionCopyright © 2022 B.N. RundellWolfpack
Publishing5130 S. Fort Apache Rd. 215-380Las Vegas, NV 89148wolfpackpublishing.comThis
book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people or real places are used
fictitiously. Other names, characters, places and events are products of the author’s imagination,
and any resemblance to actual events, places or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced by any means without
the prior written consent of the publisher, other than brief quotes for reviews.CONTENTSGet
your FREE eBook copy of To The Tall Timber1. Journey2. Stage3. Bent4. Parley5.
Considerations6. Visit7. Comanche8. Chase9. Ambush10. Return11. Meat12. Village13. Trust14. 
Travelers15. Wagons16. Passersby17. Return18. Wound19. Letter20. Response21. Council22.
Changes23. Concerns24. North25. Irish26. Chase27. Friends28. Denver29. Report30.
Replacement31. Ride32. Suspicions33. Chivington34. Sand Creek35. AftermathEpilogueTake a
Look: Stonecroft Saga Volume OneGet your FREE eBook copy of To The Tall TimberAbout the
AuthorGET YOUR FREE EBOOK COPY OF TO THE TALL TIMBERJoin for information on new
releases, updates, discount offers, and your FREE eBook copy of To The Tall Timber, Book II in
the Buckskin Chronicles.This is dedicated to the memory of so many that paid with blood to
open the west and make our great country what it is today. There were those of all races and
creeds that carved out their niche in this land, and graves, both marked and unmarked, litter the
land. There have been times that I have stood on ground that had been painted with the blood of
natives and intruders alike, but our Creator was and is always in control, not as a puppet master,
but as the wise master builder He is and always will be, and to that I say Amen! Now, it is up to
this generation and those to come to take the raw material they have been given and make it a
better place. I pray that they will be up to the task and will be, as long as they trust and depend
upon the God of all wonder.THE TRAIL TO RESERVATION1 / JOURNEYThe Remington
Army .44 caliber pistol hung heavy on his hip, his .52 caliber Sharps rifle lay in the scabbard
under his left leg, the stock of the .44 caliber Henry rifle stood high above the pommel of his
saddle. The pack mule that followed free-rein close behind his long-legged blue roan gelding,
carried the panniers with supplies, a haversack heavy with clothing and other essentials, two
parfleches with foodstuffs, and a double-barreled coach gun that lay across the top. Reuben
Grundy was a skilled marksman with any weapon, but exceptional with the Sharps. He had
spent time in the Berdan’s Sharpshooters in the early battles of the civil war, but his wounds
gave him an early discharge, although his skills had been put to use by circumstances and the
duties of his position as a deputy U.S. marshal for the territory of Colorado. His thick dark blonde
hair hung almost to his broad shoulders from under the flat-brimmed black hat. A buckskin jacket
with minimal beadwork covered his linen shirt over his dark wool britches tucked into high
topped boots.Riding close beside him was an almost petite and pretty blonde woman whose



curls hung past her shoulders and lay atop her fringed buckskin jacket. Elly, Reuben’s wife, wore
buckskin leggings under a buckskin tunic, attire made for her by their close friends among the
Arapaho people. She found the high-topped moccasins more comfortable than the typical
footgear for women of the time. Outfitted much like her husband, a Colt Pocket pistol hung on
her hip and the stock of her Henry stood above her pommel within easy reach of her right hand.
She had become an excellent marksman with both weapons, and skilled with her Flemish knife
and metal blade tomahawk. Although it had not been officially recorded, she had also been
appointed as a deputy marshal and most often sided her husband in any conflict. The appaloosa
mare she rode had been a wedding gift from Red Bear and Running Antelope, women of the
Southern Arapaho people.The sun had spread the gold of early morning across the panorama of
the eastern plains as they rode the trail that had become known as the Cherokee Trail, although
it had been known by other names in the past. It branched off the Santa Fe trail at Bent’s Fort,
turned due west before pointing north and on to Denver City and beyond. They were riding into
the rising sun, their long shadows stretching behind them, the big black dog they called Bear
scouting in the lead. Rolling hills, flat-topped mesas, ragged rock formations, and scraggly piñon
offered contrast to the dusty neutral shades of the dry buffalo grass that was pocked with cholla,
prickly pear, and occasional hedgehog cactus. The trail rode the southside of the Arkansas
River that was marked by a thin line of green as cottonwood, alder, boxelder, and willows that
sought the wetlands stretched their branches high for the warm summer sunshine.The terrain of
the plains was deceptive, giving the appearance of vast flat lands, while the low rolling hills,
bluffs, and flat-top buttes could hide an entire village of natives, herd of buffalo, and more. With
eyes always searching the land around them, both riders were silent, the steady rocking gait of
the horses with only the creak of leather and the shuffling of hooves on the dusty trail was
mesmerizing. This was the silent time when both Reuben and Elly allowed their quiet thoughts to
fill their minds and search for answers to problems and questions.They had been asked by
Governor Evans to go to the plains and do what they could to make the three trails, the
Overland, the Cherokee, and the Smoky Hill, safer for the immigration of gold hunters and
settlers. They came by stage, wagon, mule train, freighters and even hand carts, but the land
they traveled through was contested territory. Although it had originally been the land of
Arapaho, Cheyenne, Comanche, and Kiowa, the 1851 treaty of Fort Laramie had made it the
land of the Cheyenne and Arapaho. But the renegotiated treaty of Fort Wise of 1861 had
reduced the area to a miniscule portion of the original land. Yet it was not just the natives that
were resisting the terms of the treaty, but southern sympathizers were robbing stages and
freighters under the guise of the war. Further complications were coming from the troops under
the command of Major Chivington, the former Methodist preacher, who was in pursuit of a seat
in the Senate, thought the only way to have peace was to destroy all natives.The sun was
arching toward its zenith when Reuben nodded toward the riverbank, “Looks like that’d be a
good place to noon.” Three big gnarly cottonwoods stood tall among the willows, alders, and
chokecherry. A slight break in the undergrowth allowed the water of the Arkansas to show itself



and bounce diamonds of light about the small clearing as it slowly wound its way to lower climes.
As they neared the trees, Reuben stepped down, waited for Elly, and took the leads of both
horses and the mule to lead them to water. Elly started gathering some firewood to make a small
cookfire for coffee and heating up the leftover biscuits and bacon.With the animals picketed on
the grass, Reuben and Elly found a grey log in the shade of the cottonwood and sat on the
ground, leaned back against the log, and sipped the hot coffee. Elly looked at her man and
asked, “I can tell by your silence and your expression you’ve been doing a lot of thinking. What’s
goin’ on?”He was silent for a few moments, enjoying his coffee and searching his mind for an
answer. He began with, “Well, I reckon part of what I’m thinkin’ is this marshal thing. When we
first agreed with Ben Holladay and the territory marshal to do this, I was thinkin’ it was just for the
short-time of dealin’ with the stage hold-ups and such. Then the governor stepped in and asked
for more, and again with this… whatever this is,” he rambled, waving his hand around to take in
the terrain and their tasks. “Now, don’t get me wrong. It’s a good thing we been doin’, helpin’
folks and puttin’ outlaws away, cuz somebody’s gotta do it. But it’s just not what I had in mind for
my life,” he looked at her and corrected himself, “for our life.”He picked up a stick and tossed it
toward the simmering coals of the cookfire, glanced at his wife and continued, “When we built
our cabin in the Wet Mountain Valley, that’s the first time we had anything of our own and it was
beginnin’ to feel like home. But I also know that nobody will have a home to speak of if there’s
nothin’ but fightin’ and killin’ and such.”Elly twisted around to lean her arm on the log and look at
Reuben, waiting to see if he would say more, and shared her thoughts. “What we’ve done has
been good. But a few good deeds won’t totally put evil away. Wherever there are people, there
will be both good and bad and if the good people don’t stand against the evil, then, well… evil
will totally take over and then where will we be?”Reuben chuckled, looked at his woman and
smiled, “At home in our cabin?”Elly giggled, shaking her head, and said, “On that profound
statement, I think we need to get back on the trail.” But she did not move, nor did Reuben, whose
smile turned into a somber expression.“Remember when we were with Little Raven and his
people?”“Of course, I’ll never forget that. That’s when we were married, stayed in the special
lodge with his people, and that’s when his women gave me Daisy!” nodding toward her
appaloosa.“Yeah, and it’s Little Raven’s Arapaho and Lean Bear’s Cheyenne Dog soldiers that
are part of the problem.” He paused, turning to face Elly, and continued, “It was his father, Little
Owl, who signed the Fort Laramie treaty that agreed the Arapaho and Cheyenne would have all
the land between the North Platte River to that,” pointing to the water that flowed a few feet away,
“the Arkansas River.” He pointed to the land on the far side, “All that land from here to the north,
and from the mountains to the headwaters of the Smoky Hill River, was to be theirs and white
men were to honor that, but they haven’t. Settlers and prospectors flooded across the land on
their way to the California Gold Rush, and now with the Pikes Peak Gold Rush.”He picked up a
small stone and tossed it toward the river, watched it splash and turned back to face Elly. “Now,
with the new Fort Wise Treaty, that land has been reduce to a fraction of what it was, but this
land,” giving a sweeping motion with his arm to indicate the land on the north side of the river, “is



still theirs. But that hasn’t kept the settlers out.”Elly nodded, frowned, “Didn’t Little Raven say he
and Chief Niwot make peace with the gold seekers?”“He did, and he has always been for peace.
But if you remember, when we met him, he and his people were further north on a buffalo hunt.
He admitted that was off the land that was supposed to be their reservation, but they had not
been given the rations promised and his people were hungry. So, they went on a buffalo
hunt.”“He said he thought war would come between the Arapaho and the whites,” mused Elly,
slowly shaking her head.“And I’m thinkin’ war is here. It’s not just the Arapaho, it’s also the
Cheyenne, especially the Dog Soldiers of Lean Bear, and there’s some Lakota and Kiowa also
involved.”“So, are we supposed to keep peace with all those? What about the outlaws and
rebels that are hitting the stages and freighters?”Reuben shook his head, tossed another rock,
glanced at his woman, and said, “Complicated, ain’t it?”“Ummhmm. But I think that calls for a
short nap!” declared Elly, scooting down into the grass beside the log, and slipping her hat over
her eyes as she crossed her arms over her chest, crossed her legs at her ankles, and mumbled,
“You could use one too!”Reuben chuckled, motioned to Bear to come near, and said to the big
dog, “You keep watch for us boy, we’re gonna get a little shuteye.”2 / STAGEThe bright
afternoon sun pierced the spotty shade from the cottonwoods and pried open the eyelids of
Reuben. The warmth felt good, but time was slipping by, and they needed to be on the trail down
the Arkansas valley. He rolled over to look at Elly who was sleeping but with a broad smile on her
face and he chuckled as he reached to touch her face. “Hey sleepyhead, we need to get a move
on!”She slowly came awake, knowing the voice of her husband also assured safety and security.
She rolled to the side, still smiling, and looked at her man, “I was dreaming.”Reuben chuckled,
“And just what were you dreaming that put such a smile on your face?”She giggled, jumped to
her feet, and gave a coy smile as she answered, “That’s for me to know and you to find out!”
Trotting to the horses with a glance over her shoulder, she snatched up the lead of her
appaloosa and pulled her close to start tightening the girth to be ready to leave. As Reuben
came beside her, the lead of the blue roan in hand, she asked, “So, are we going to the fort or to
Bent’s ranch?” She knew his plan was to find William Bent and talk to him about the troubles with
the natives and to see if he had any information about the stage robberies.“Wherever we can
find Bent, I reckon.”It was pushing close to mid-afternoon and the trail had shown little more than
an abundance of long-eared snowshoe rabbits often chased by hungry coyotes as they
zigzagged in and out among the sage, greasewood, and rabbit brush. Reuben and Elly were
side by side, Bear well out in front on his scout of the trail, when beyond the rise in the hills
before them came the distant sound of rumbling thunder. They looked at one another, frowning,
and scanned the sky that was totally devoid of any clouds. Reuben turned to face Elly as he
stated, “Gunfire!”Elly nodded as they reined up and looked at her man, “But from what?”“This is
a stage road,” pointing the trail with his chin, “and I’m guessin’ the stage is getting attacked,
either by Indians or outlaws. He pointed just off the trail to a rock formation, “You take that! I’ll
take the brush yonder. When the stage nears and we can see what’s chasin’ ‘em, then…” and
shrugged, leaving the choice up to her.With a quick nod, she dug her heels into the ribs of Daisy



and made for the stack of rocks. Before the appaloosa slid to a stop, Elly was swinging out of the
saddle, rifle in hand. She grabbed the reins, led the mare to a slight overhang of the rocks to put
her out of sight of the trail, then quickly mounted the rocks and dropped behind a boulder that
stood atop the slight rise. She looked at the trail, then across the road to see where Reuben had
positioned himself. He was moving through the brush, saw her and waved, then ducked out of
sight behind a thick cluster of sage.They were no sooner in position, when the gunfire and
screaming foretold the appearance of the stage as it crested the slight rise between the flat-top
buttes. They heard the big bark of the coach gun as the messenger or shotgunner tried his best
to discourage the attackers. The Jehu or driver was cracking his long bull whip that sounded like
a pistol shot, urging the six-up of lop-eared mules to quicken their step. A billowy cloud of dust
rose behind them, masking the attackers.But the screamed war-cries told Reuben and Elly all
they needed to know, this was an attack by Indians and as Reuben thought about it, he guessed
they were Dog Soldiers of the Cheyenne or the Kiowa. The Dog Soldiers were a militant arm of
the Cheyenne who had refused to honor the treaty signed by several of the tribe’s head men,
declaring the treaty to be invalid because it had not been presented to the council of forty
leaders nor the people of the Cheyenne nation. Several of the attackers were firing pistols, but
most were using the traditional bow and arrow.As they neared, Reuben saw the shotgunner
frantically reloading his coach gun and the driver shouting to his team. The attackers were
gaining ground and would soon overtake the coach. A quick glance showed at least one
passenger trying to shoot from the window of the coach, but none of their efforts were showing
results.The coach was just about a hundred yards away when Reuben opened fire. His first
round unseated a warrior, and as he jacked another round into the chamber, he heard the sharp
report of Elly’s Henry. As he picked another target, he saw one of the warriors, slump forward on
his horse, having taken a slug from Elly’s rifle. He swung the muzzle away, chose another rider
and fired.The coach was rocking on its thoroughbraces, trace chains rattling, mules grunting,
and lathering up, feet digging into the dirt of the trail and the coach gun of the shotgunner barked
again and again. Reuben and Elly had laid down a deadly barrage, easily dropping six or more
riders, and as the coach drew near, the screaming of war cries lessened, and the leaders had
shouted their orders as the remaining five or six warriors turned away and disappeared in the big
dust cloud.Neither Reuben nor Elly moved, but kept their position, watching the dust cloud
dissipate and the warriors ride over the crest of the rise. They had lost about half their number in
an attack they had presumed would be an easy victory that would gain them additional weapons
and plunder, but they knew the cost was too high and would probably not return. As the dust
settled, Reuben rose from the brush, looked toward the rock formation, and waved, prompting
Elly to stand up and wave back. They went to their horses and mounted up, swinging toward the
stage that had stopped a couple hundred yards down the road.The cottonwoods had grown
thick along the riverbank and the driver was nudging his mules toward the river. They had
worked hard and would need a long drink and a short rest. The shotgunner stood beside the four
passengers and watched as the two riders approached. He stepped behind the coach, big



shotgun in hand and watched as they came near. He grinned wide enough to show his tobacco-
stained teeth, even from the distance of thirty yards as he hollered, “Boy, I was never so glad to
hear your shootin’! You saved our skins!” He pushed off his hat and rubbed his bald head, “I
weren’t too worried ‘bout muh scalp, since I ain’t got none, but I seen what them Kiowa can do to
a fella and I don’t mind tellin’ ya, I was skeered!”Reuben and Elly drew close, Reuben leaned on
his pommel with crossed arms and said, “You sure they were Kiowa?”“Youbetcha! Them fellers
have that roach at the back of their heads, feathers all a flutter, an’ many of ‘em have that
hairpipe breastplate. They’re easy to spot by that big roach at the back of their head, though,
ain’t no others use that!” declared the shotgunner. He looked from Reuben to Elly and frowned,
“Hey! You’re a woman!” His remark drew the attention of the four passengers that were following
the coach to the water but turned at the declaration, shading their eyes to look.Elly laughed, “You
don’t say! I was kinda thinkin’ the same thing!”The shotgunner began sputtering and fussing,
shaking his head and grinning, “I just dint ‘spect no woman to save my bacon from a bunch a
screamin’ Kiowa!”Bear had dropped to his belly between the horses and sat with tongue lolling
out as he looked at the shotgunner, a diminutive man with a pot belly, sagging britches that
stretched his galluses, a weathered and worn buckskin jacket that was missing most of its fringe,
and high-topped boots that reached to his bow-legged knees. The man sat the coach gun’s butt
on the toe of his boot, crossed his arms atop the muzzle and grinned, shaking his head and
muttered, “I’ll just shut up now ‘fore I get muhself in real trouble!”Reuben led the way to the river
to give their horses a drink. The driver had unhitched the team and led them to the water, giving
the big mules a long and well-deserved drink. He was leading them away from the water when
Reuben stepped down from Blue, nodded at the man and started to the water.“You the one’s
what run them red-devils off?” asked the Jehu.“You might say that, but that coach gun was
barkin’ pretty loud, too,” answered Reuben.“Hummph, that’s about all those things are good for is
makin’ a big noise. They ain’t no good at any distance, but Baldy does his best, I reckon.” He
paused, looking from Reuben to Elly and asked, “You folks do that often? I mean, jumpin’ into
fights you didn’t pick?”“Just doin’ our best to help out, that’s all,” answered Elly, walking past the
man and leading Daisy to the water. She shook her head and walked on, leaving the talking to
her man.“Didn’t mean no disrespect. I’m mighty grateful for what you done. It’s just that there’s a
lot o’ folks would just find a hidey hole and wait till it was all over, but you didn’t, and thanks for
that!”Elly waved over her shoulder and led Daisy out on the sand bar for her drink. She glanced
back and saw Reuben was still talking to the man and watching the passengers belly down and
get a drink of the cool clear water of the Arkansas River. She shook her head and muttered,
“Pilgrims!”The mules had walked across the sandbar and out into the water before getting their
fill and returning to the bank. The Jehu quickly re-hooked the trace chains and lined out the
teams, stretching the ribbons or reins up into the box to wrap around the break lever. The mules
stood quiet, occasionally stomping a foot, swishing a tail, or shaking a head, anything to show
their impatience about getting back on the road. Reuben and Elly swung back aboard, and with
a hand motion to Bear, sent him on his scout, and Reuben grabbed up the lead for the mule and



with a wave to the men, started back on the trail, hopeful of making up for the lost time and
finding a good camp for the night. It would be another day before they made it to either Bent’s
ranch or Fort Lyon.3 / BENT“That’s right, this shipment is all for a C.W. Kitchen and Buckskin,
we are headed there now. But, señor, I haf never been to Buckskin, but I’m told I can follow the
Arkansas to Cañon City an’ from there up to Fairplay and on to Buckskin,” explained Jose
Padilla, the captain of the freighters bound for South Park. They had come from Westport,
Missouri under contract with C. W. Kitchen and his mercantile store in Buckskin.Reuben grinned,
“So this is your first trip to Buckskin?”“Si, señor, but not my first trip to this country,” waving his
hand about him, taking in the valley of the Arkansas. “What can you tell me about the trail?”“If’n I
was you, I’d swing north out of Pueblo, cut west to Colorado City, and on into South Park. The
road through that country is better traveled, and much easier than anything out of Canon City,
and it’s not any further and it is better road.”“Si, si. I have heard of this Colorado City. Perhaps we
will go that way.”“Then maybe you can help me. I haven’t been through this country, and we’re
bound for Fort Lyon and Bent’s ranch. We’re lookin’ for William Bent.”“Ah, si! It is not far. The
ranch of Bent is on the Purgatoire River, south of the confluence with the Arkansas. It is easy to
find, the land it is flat and there are few ranches. Fort Lyon is further, maybe ten miles or so, and
on the north of the Arkansas.”“That’s what we were told before. Have you had any trouble with
the Indians?”“No, senor. We saw some near Fort Lyon, but they did not come near. We have too
many men, all well-armed.” He nodded toward the group of men that were mostly gathered near
the cookfire, awaiting the evening meal. Reuben had already noticed the four men stationed on
guard and guessed there to be about fifteen to twenty men for the six big freighter wagons. Each
of the wagons had a four-up team of big mules and there were about twenty or more horses in
their remuda. Although it would be a tempting target for the natives, it was also a prohibitive risk
for the natives who would usually move in war parties of about twenty warriors and to go against
a band of men, all armed with modern rifles, Spencers, Springfields, and Sharps, could be costly
for the attackers.“There was a band of Kiowa that attacked a stage yesterday, about ten miles
west of here, so you might keep a sharp eye out, although they lost a handful of their warriors
and might not be too anxious to try it again,” explained Reuben, lifting his coffee cup to his lips.
He tossed the dregs of the coffee aside, sat the cup upside down on the rock and rose to his
feet. “Reckon we’ll be turnin’ in. I s’pose you men’ll be leavin’ early in the mornin’?”“’Fore first
light!” declared Jose, nodding, and finishing his cup of coffee.“Since we’re goin’ in opposite
directions, you men have a good ‘un,” suggested Reuben.“Si, si. And vaya con Dios!”“And you as
well,” replied Reuben, turning from the fire to go to their camp that was set apart from the
freighters in the edge of the trees near the river.Mid-morning saw Reuben and Elly approaching
the confluence of the Purgatoire and Arkansas Rivers. The cottonwoods stood tall along the
Arkansas, but the smaller Purgatoire that came from the south, held mostly scattered willows,
alders and serviceberry, current and chokecherry bushes. The shallow river held many marshes
thick with cattails and bluestem and sedge grasses. As they neared the river, Reuben reined up,
stood in his stirrups, and looked around, searching for a trail or road that might lead to the ranch



of William Bent. He shaded his eyes and looked to the south to see the silhouette of a flat-top
adobe structure that stood slightly above a stockade. He grinned, nodded toward the sight, “That
looks like it! From what the freighters said, that’s gotta be Bent’s ranch. Now, if only he’s to
home!” He dropped into his saddle and reined Blue toward the dim trail that followed the west
bank of the Purgatoire and pointed toward the stockade.Elly stayed at his side, “And if he’s not
there?”Reuben huffed, “Dunno. We were told he’d be the best source of information ‘bout what’s
happenin’ around these parts, both with the natives and pilgrims. So, I’m hopin’ he’ll be there and
be willing to talk to us.”As they neared the stockade which was neither large nor imposing in
comparison to the Big Timbers Fort that had been built by this same man, but it was sufficient for
protection and defense for a small group, they slowed their approach, taking in everything.
Although William Bent had built his first trading fort twenty years prior, and the second newer fort
called Big Timbers, less than a decade past, that fort had been leased to the Army and was
currently being used for storage of the rations and more for the Cheyenne and Arapaho that
were reservation bound. With this being Bent’s home, and that he had been friends with the
many different natives, he had little to fear from any of the tribes. Three hide lodges were
standing to the west of the stockade, thin tendrils of smoke rising from cookfires tended by
women in native dress.The big gate was open, and they rode inside, looking around cautiously
but focused on the long-covered porch of the main house, where a man sat in a rocking chair
and watching the newcomers. He lifted a hand, “Mornin’! Step down if you’re friendly.” He was
puffing on a pipe and the smoke rose above his partially bald head.“Mornin’,” answered Reuben.
“I’m Reuben Grundy and this is my wife, Elly. If you don’t mind, we’d like to talk to you a
spell.”“Certainly. And I’m William Bent. Join me!” he answered as he waved his pipe toward a pair
of ladderback chairs and a bench.Reuben stepped down, reached up to assist Elly as she
swung a leg over the rump of the appaloosa and leaned back into his arms. He easily lowered
her to the ground, nodding to the porch and as she stepped away, he loosened the girth on the
appy, stepped around Blue and loosened his girth. With the horses and mule tethered at the
hitchrail, Reuben followed Elly up the three steps to the porch. Reuben extended his hand to
Bent, “Mr. Bent, pleased to meet’chu.”Bent accepted his hand, shook it as he looked up to
Reuben, then motioned to the chair for him to be seated beside Elly. “So, what brings the two of
you to my home?”Reuben leaned forward, his elbows on his knees as he began, “Well sir, the
governor asked us to come.”Bent frowned, leaning forward, and spat, “The governor sent you to
see me?”“Not to see you, but to do what we could to, well, to stop the stage hold-ups and
such.”Bent fumed, shaking his head, “That sounds like that worthless whelp! Five different tribes
of native people up in arms because he and his political cohorts can’t keep a treaty! Raids goin’
on and people gettin’ killed, cuz they ain’t gettin’ their annuity goods and are starvin’, and he
sends two people, and one a woman, and thinks it’ll put a stop to it! No wonder he wants to be a
senator! He wants to go to Washington and get rich with all the other crooks!” He huffed around,
looking about his compound, and shaking his head, then looked back at Reuben, “And you fell
for it? You got a death wish or somethin’?”Reuben chuckled, shaking his head as he sat back



and looked at Bent. “No, but we’ve had a little success with things and if we can do anything
that’ll help, then we’ll give it a try.”Bent frowned, shaking his head as many thoughts and
memories flitted through his mind of others that thought they could do something and were now
nothing but memories, both good and bad, as their bones bleached in the hot sun of the great
plains. He looked at Reuben, “Tell me about yourselves and what makes a man bring his wife
into this, this…” he mumbled as he waved his hand to take in his surroundings. He sat back in
his chair, puffed on his pipe, and looked at Reuben, waiting for an answer.After a short pause to
gather his thoughts, Reuben began, “First off, you need to understand we did not ask for this,”
waving his hand as did Bent, “but I reckon it all started with Ben Holladay…” and he began to
relate many of the happenings of the past couple years from his coming west, meeting Elly,
getting appointed marshals, and helping the Overland Stage Company. He ended with their
recent incursions with the Reynolds gang and getting the telegram from the governor about the
problems on the Cherokee, Smoky Hill, and Overland trails.“Well, you have been busy, I’ll give
you that. But what do you know about the natives, you know, the Arapaho, Cheyenne, Lakota,
Kiowa, Comanche and such?” queried Bent.Reuben glanced to Elly and back to Bent, “Can’t
say much about the Lakota, but we’re friends with Little Raven and his Arapaho,” he paused as
he saw the brow of Bent wrinkle as his long eyebrows shaded his thin piercing eyes that showed
disbelief. But Reuben continued, “did a little trading with Lean Bear and the Cheyenne Dog
Soldiers, were neighbors with the Mouache Ute and the Jicarilla Apache, fought the Comanche
and just recently had a little set-to with some Kiowa. Didn’t talk much though.”“Hold on. You’re
friends with Little Raven?”“That’s right, spent some time with him and his family.”Bent frowned,
his eyes narrowing even more, “And you traded with Lean Bear?”“Ummhmm.”“Lean Bear’s dead.
Got killed by a wet-behind-the-ears lieutenant name of Eayer. Lean Bear rode out to parley with
the sojer boy and was shot down. The lieutenant turned tail and run back to Fort Larned.
Happened this spring,” he stated, dropping his eyes to the floor, shaking his head. He looked up
at Reuben, “What kinda tradin’ did you do with Lean Bear?”Reuben grinned, “He had a couple
white women captives and we traded him a Sharps rifle for the both of ‘em.”Bent let a slow smile
split his face, looking from Reuben to Elly, “Seems to me I heard about some woman gettin’ the
better of that ol’ chief!” He chuckled, looked to Elly, “Was that you what done it?”Elly smiled,
slowly nodded, “Yessir, it was. But it was all in good fun. We were determined to get the women
back, one way or another.”Bent looked back to Reuben, grinning, “And how do you know Little
Raven?”Reuben glanced to Elly again, smiling, “Little Raven did the joining ceremony for us to
get married. He had a marriage tipi set up and we stayed the week with his family. His wife gave
Elly that appaloosa there,” nodding toward Elly’s mare.“Well…you just might be able to help
things out after all,” answered Bent. He slowly stood, stepped to the edge of the porch and
knocked the dottle from his pipe, turned and said, “My wife, Yellow Woman, took my son
Charley, and left to return to her people. But my wife, Island is out yonder by the lodges, and
she’s been fixin’ a meal for us. So, how’s ‘bout the two of you joinin’ us for a meal?”“That would
be fine,” answered Reuben, standing. He looked to the horses, “Should we leave them



here?”“That’ll be fine. We’ll eat, talk a little, then decide what we’ll be doin’ next,” answered Bent,
taking to the steps to lead the way to the lodges.4 / PARLEYThey sat cross-legged, carved
wooden trenchers or platters on their laps, but talked little during the mid-day feast. Although it
was a tranquil scene, two other women helped Island, Bent’s third wife, as she prepared and
served the meal, and the location of the lodges atop a slight knoll beside the stockade offered a
view of the bosque of the Purgatoire River as it made its way to the confluence with the
Arkansas. The sky was clear, the blue canopy giving its usual backdrop to the vast expanses of
the great plains that stretched beyond the extent of their vision, and the bright sun warmed their
backs. Elly looked at Reuben, her fingers cupped to hold a mouthful of stew, “What kind of meat
is this? It’s tender and tasty, but different. Is it antelope?”Reuben chuckled, looked around and
noticed Bear lying beside Elly, leaning closely against her. With a grin he said, “Have you noticed
there are no dogs around?”Elly’s face melted into a somber expression, eyes wide as she slowly
looked around the camp and back to Reuben as she whispered, “You don’t mean…” she asked
as she unconsciously reached down to pull Bear closer.Reuben chuckled, slowly nodding his
head as he took another bite of the stew. “And if you don’t eat, it will be an insult to the women,”
he nodded in the direction of the native women.Elly looked toward the women, down at her food
and up at Reuben, “But…” she frowned and held the plate away as her nose wrinkled and the
frown painted her face in despair.Reuben chuckled, “At least try to look like you’re eating,” he
whispered.Beyond their little clutch, and nearer the farthest hide lodge, a white-haired man sat
leaning on a willow back rest, a trencher on his lap as he was tended to by another woman. Two
youngsters sat beside the old man, quietly focused on their own plates. Bent saw them looking
at the man and spoke softly, “That’s White Thunder. He was a great chief of the Cheyenne and
the father of my women. He arranged my first marriage with Owl Woman, and as is the custom of
the people, I later took her sisters, Yellow Woman, and Island,” nodding to the woman that had
prepared and served their meal, “as my wives. Owl Woman died in the cholera epidemic, but
Yellow Woman took care of our children. She left with Charley, Pe-ki-ree, meaning White Hat, our
son, and he joined the Dog Soldiers. Now my other son, George, Ho-my-ike, has joined them
and lives with the Cheyenne.” He looked down, shook his head and looked back, “And that’s
after he went to school and college back east. But he likes the life with the Cheyenne, and I
understand that.”“Did you have any daughters?” asked Elly, doing her best to keep down the
meat without gagging as she chewed.“My oldest was Mary, Ho-ka, and she is with the
Cheyenne, and youngest was Julia, Um-ah, and she married Edmund Guerrier, a trader and
rancher who is also part Cheyenne.” He sat his trencher aside, reached for his coffee cup and
leaned back against the willow back rest and took a long sip. “So, if you’re gonna be doin’
whatever you can for peace, maybe I should tell you a little about the people and the
problems.”Reuben nodded, also setting his plate aside and picking up the coffee cup. Leaning
back, he turned slightly to face Bent and nodded, “That would be very helpful.” He glanced to
Elly who had copied the men and sat back, ready to listen and learn.“I’ve been here for, oh, goin’
on thirty-five years. And from the beginnin’, I’ve dealt with every tribe of natives that have been in



this land,” he waved his hand to take in all the terrain in a grand swoop, “But the Cheyenne have
always been special. My wives were Cheyenne and I’ve lived with them and the Arapaho, as well
as the Kiowa, Comanche, Sioux and others that have traded with us at the forts, and we’ve been
friends with them all, some better’n others.”He took a long sip of coffee and continued. “But this
year, things have gotten worse. I reckon it’s because of all the gold hunters and settlers coming
through and payin’ no heed to the natives, ‘ceptin’ maybe to kill ‘em, and that of course caused
the natives to seek a little retribution.” He paused again, “I reckon the biggest problem is the
whites just don’t understand the natives, their way of life, and such. They don’t live nor think like
the white man.”“Like early this summer, up north a spell, a band of raiders, prob’ly Arapaho with
Notnee or Roman Nose, hit a ranch and killed the family of one of the ranch hands, a fella by the
name of Hungate. Now, I don’t know exactly what happened, but because it was a bloody mess,
the folks in Denver called it the Hungate Massacre and got all upset, understandably.” He
nodded and took another drink, “But nobody was upset when Major Downing went against the
Cheyenne and killed twenty-five and wounded forty, or when Lieutenant Eayer faced off with
Lean Bear who wanted to parley, and the wet-behind-the-ears officer shot him down without a
word bein’ said! And if it wasn’t for Black Kettle stopping them, the dog soldiers would have
followed them killers back to Fort Larned and wiped them out!” He shook his head and squirmed
around trying to stifle his anger and get comfortable.He glared at Reuben, took a deep breath
and continued, “Sorry, that kinda gets muh dander up. So, after that I went to see Black Kettle.
But that was after I learned from Major Wynkoop, who, by the way, is ‘bout the only sojer boy I’ve
met that has any sense when it comes to the natives, that Chivington and Evans have decided
the only way to deal with the natives is to kill them all, thinking that’s the only way to have any
peace at all!” He paused again, “So, when I was talkin’ with Black Kettle, he wanted me to know
that he and the Southern Cheyenne, most of ‘em anyway, planned on stayin’ outta the war that
the Dog Solders and Sioux declared on the whites! So, I said I’d do what I could to talk to
General Curtis and try for peace. But when I got back to Fort Lyon, Chivington was there and
said that I had no right to request a parley with Black Kettle, and that Curtis had ordered all
Colorado troops to attack all Indians! He also said he was personally ‘on the warpath’ and wasn’t
gonna stop till all Indians are kilt!”He leaned back again, shaking his head and tossed the dregs
of his coffee to the side, motioning to Island to pour him some hot coffee. As she filled his cup,
he continued, “That was when that Indian agent Colley said that Evans wanted some kinda
peace that would keep the friendly Indians from getting killed, and that he was sending
Chivington back with some money to provide for the rations and such for the friendlies.”He
sipped again, “So, I went back and talked to some of the chiefs of the different tribes and several
of ‘em came with me to Fort Larned, and we found Captain Parmetar sober and got a tentative
truce, and they promised more annuities and trade goods to the peaceful tribes. Now, that was
just last month.” He breathed heavy, leaned forward and added, “Since then some o’ the Dog
Soldiers and Sioux have been raidin’ up north on the Overland Trail and Smoky Hill.”He chuckled
as he remembered, and with a smile of mischief looked up at Reuben, “Then the Kiowa chief,



Satanta, goes to Fort Larned and asks for a parley with Parmetar. Now, Satanta had him some
‘firewater’ and some pretty squaws and so Parmetar and some o’ his men went on a bender with
Satanta. But when they woke up, Satanta and his men had killed a sentry an’ stole o’er two
hundred horses and mules, him and the squaws made a clean getaway! And ol’ Parmetar was
mad, whoooeee, he was mad!” chuckled Bent, laughing at the thought.He sobered quickly and
looked sternly at Reuben, “Then the Arapaho chief Left Hand approached the fort with a white
flag, wanting a parley. He was gonna tell Parmetar where he could find the stolen horses, but
Parmetar was still mad and fired a howitzer at Left Hand’s party. So, that chief high-tailed it and
ain’t interested in any peace with them sojer boys!” He laughed again, “And now they’ve closed
the Overland Trail and will prob’ly be closin’ the Smoky Hill trail!”As he sat shaking his head and
occasionally sipping his hot coffee, he glanced up at Reuben and Elly, “So the way I see it, the
natives, just ‘bout all of ‘em, have tried to make peace, but the soldiers with their drunken officers
and those bent on killin’ em all, just ruin any chances of peace. Just goes to show ya’, anytime
those in power, like the governor or the Major, are lookin’ to make their way by becomin’
politicians, ain’t none of ‘em can be trusted!”
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