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The Last White Buffalo Hide

The Prophecy
When the majestic buffalo are almost driven into extinction by the white
man!
And the last white buffalo hide is given to the most unlikely source!
The beginning, which will lead us to the end… will be upon us!
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Montana
September 1805
A bright flash of lightning streaked towards the earth, when it
was close it split into three separate bolts. A man walking out of
the cabin stopped in astonishment, he stared in awe as the whole
sky lit up unexpectedly in front of him. However, even the
wonder he felt at nature's fury didn't lessen the tears streaming
down his face.
Suddenly before counting to two the building behind him shook
as a deafening clap of thunder made him duck. It was an
instinctive reaction, even though death right now would be
welcomed. It was so loud the ground beneath him quivered in
reaction.
He looked up infuriated at the black and purple clouds hovering
above him; he grimaced in anger as the rain began to fall. Several
drops fell on the bundle he carried, he sighed resignedly. He
clutched his burden protectively trying to shield it from the rain
as he strolled purposely to the grave he dug earlier that day. He
mumbled to himself irritably. "What a lousy day for a burial!"
Any day was a bad day especially one of this sort. He knelt then
gently set the white bundle down beside the deep pit to look one
last time. His hand trembled in reaction as he eased the cloth
away from the faces of a woman and child. He raised his head as
he glared up at the heavens though he could not see much in the
pouring rain. He screamed out in rage, the frustration and agony
in his voice was plain to hear when he managed to gasp out past
his constricted throat. "WHY?"
He looked again at the woman in remorse before reaching out
gently. He lovingly stroked her cold cheek before shaking his
head in bewildered disbelief, how could anyone do something so
unspeakable? How anyone could hurt a woman, especially one so
obviously with child was beyond his understanding! His gaze
turned to the young boy, his breath hesitated on another sob then
his hand dropped from the woman's cheek to his son's coal black
hair; he brushed it back sadly. His son had just turned ten this
past summer, now he would never reach manhood.
He dropped the hand into his lap before lowering his head and
wept bitterly. He couldn't help remembering that Daniel was
alive when he found them, but there was nothing he could do to
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save him; although, he tried desperately. The boy was still lucid
when he first arrived from his trap line. It appeared to the man his
son kept himself alive by sheer will alone, long enough to tell his
father what happened so he could die in peace…
"I tried to help Mom but there were three of them. After the
attack they thought we were all dead, so they started talking
about Dakota wanting revenge against some woman who killed
their brothers. Then they laughed about how she put up such a
good fight, but not as good as the Indian squaw's they found two
years ago."
The boy lived long enough to give a vague description of the
three men to his father before he died. Fortunately, he heard them
call one another by their first names; his son's fascination with
horses meant he remembered what they looked like also...
"There was a man with blonde hair who rode a black gelding,
they called him Marty. The second man had hair that was black;
he was riding a big grey mare, his name's Sam. There was a third
one, his hair was brown; he was taller than you are Dad. His
horse was a red stallion, a mean brute I heard them call this man
Jimmy. The only thing the same about all three was their dark
blue eyes."
With his dying breath, the boy described what the men did to
his mother. The man pushed the thought away it was just too
painful to remember. Gazing at his family one last time in
anguished disbelief, he gently wrapped them back in the sheet
before jumping into the hole then pulled it towards him.
Carefully he lifted the lifeless bundle then put them into a deep
pit, he jumped out with a repulsive shiver before picking up the
waiting shovel. Slowly he began filling in the grave his heart
hardening with each scoop of wet soil. Tossing the dirt over the
shell of his dead wife and son would he ever feel anything but
hate or anger again.
When he finished, he dropped the shovel in distaste then piled
the large rocks he collected earlier on top of the mound to mark
it; it would also help to keep scavengers from digging them up.
He placed a makeshift cross at the head of the fresh mound of dirt
that he painstakingly carved with his own two hands, 'My
beloved family', it read.
Although he knew no prayers, he spoke a few private words of
love. Tears of grief continued to fall unchecked as he pleaded
desperately for forgiveness for having left the two of them on
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their own for so long. Rage took over suddenly as the tears
vanished. His face turned bitter with hatred as he looked up
towards the heavens then made a solemn oath to his family. As he
made his vow, he lifted his fist to the sky in fury. He shook it
threateningly as his voice became lethal in promise. "I will not
rest until I have found and punished those bastards; no matter
how long it takes, even if I have to pursue them into hell itself!"
Before he could drop his hand, lightning lit up all around him
giving him a sinister eerie glow; a crack of thunder shook the
earth seeming to seal his vow as if God himself approved.
*****
A dark-skinned man watching the burial from the safety of the
woods stepped out revealing himself. He didn't understand the
words the white man was saying, but he guessed at their meaning
remembering his own pain still with him after two long years.
The man tensed slightly at a whisper of sound then he spun
away from the grave quickly. As he turned, his hand moved in a
blur of motion drawing his gun. He pointed it steadily at the
stranger standing behind him.
The Indian gazed at the revolver pointed at him without
flinching; looking at the black-haired man with no fear, he spoke
in his own language. "You are the one the Indian's speak of as
'Grey Wolf'?"
Grey Wolf gave the big man a searching look, he didn't recall
seeing this particular Indian before; by the war paint on his face
he was obviously Cheyenne. The white man had him measured in
moments, he lowered his gun feeling no threat from the Indian he
put it away. He answered in the Cheyenne language guessing he
didn't speak much English, few could or would. He nodded in
confirmation and curiosity. "Yes I am what do you want with
me?"
For a moment, the Indian was silent as he took in the white
man's size wondering again if this was a good idea. Most white
eyes were untrustworthy, but he heard good things about Grey
Wolf; like how he always spoke truthfully to both whites and the
Indians. He also remembered hearing the man was quick to anger
but never drew his gun unless given no other choice. There were
great tales of how he helped both the whites and Indians when
trouble brewed between the two nations, he was usually
successful in quelling any disputes.
The Indian didn't miss the speed with which Grey Wolf moved
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either, he knew instinctively everything he heard about this man
was true; he smiled in satisfaction knowing he found the white
man he was searching for all this time. Finally, the native broke
his long silence, he motioned in sympathy at the mound of rocks
marking the man's family grave. "I am sorry about your family."
Grey Wolf looked assessingly into the Indian's eyes for a long
moment; he relaxed his stance at what he saw in the Cheyenne's
eyes. He nodded accepting the condolences before repeating his
question more persistently unsure where this was leading. "What
do you want from me?"
The Indian frowned in disapproval at the abrupt tone the white
man used, he was not very patient. He finally pointed at himself
in introduction. "I am called Chief Giant Bear."
That was a good description of the Indian. He was huge for a
Cheyenne, about six feet and so husky he almost looked like a
bear; especially with the bearskin wrapped around his shoulders.
Most natives were skinny and slight being that they were mostly
undernourished, neither were they usually as tall as this one.
Grey Wolf smiled guessing at how Giant Bear got some of his
name since he knew the Cheyenne Indian's named their son's on
merit. He wondered how the Indian earned the rest of the name
'Bear' in particular maybe it was just because he looked like a
bear.
The polite curiosity was plain in Grey Wolf's tone. "How did
you get such an unusual name?"
Chief Giant Bear kept his face impassive; proud of the unique
name he earned but not wanting to seem boastful, he spoke
without a trace of arrogance. "I saved a small boy from a grizzly
bear when I was eleven summers. I killed it with only a knife, so
earned the name 'Giant Bear'."
Grey Wolf nodded impressed, a bear as large as the skin
hanging from the Indian's shoulders would be almost impossible
to kill with just a knife. He guessed correctly when he figured
that was the skin Giant Bear was wearing now. The big Indian
must have jumped the bear from behind then went for its throat or
eyes in order to get a kill; a bear's thick fur plus its tough hide
would stop a knife easily anywhere else.
Grey Wolf did not speak again knowing Giant Bear saw the
approval on his face, he knew it's all that would be required. The
white man waited impatiently for the Indian to tell him why he
was here, and what he wanted; getting more curious by the
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moment.
Giant Bear waved towards the grave behind Grey Wolf; not
looking away from the white man he tried to convey how serious
he was as he made his offer. "I would like to help in your search
for your family's killers."
Grey Wolf stared in surprise, taken off guard by Giant Bear's
offer not having expected it; he hid his surprise well before
inquiring curiously. "Why would you want to do that?"
Giant Bear gazed at the horizon, his face void of emotions as he
remembered his pain from two summers ago at the death of his
wife then his sister. Finally, he looked back at Grey Wolf before
letting his emotions blaze to the surface for just a moment.
Grey Wolf saw the agony in Giant Bear's eyes; he watched the
pain turned into hate and vengeance before the Indian's face
became impassive again. The white man recognized the hidden
sorrow instantly; he was quite surprised Giant Bear would show
it to him.
Giant Bear balled up his fist in fury as he shook it, which was
now all the emotion he showed. "Two years ago, the same men
that killed your family raped then murdered my wife. They did
the same to my sister before leaving her and my daughter to die,
but they made a mistake. She did not die, three days later she told
me what they did to her then took her own life because she could
not live with her dishonour. I vowed to my family as well as the
Great Spirit to hunt them down; unfortunately, I have been
unsuccessful so far since they are always disappearing."
After an infuriated pause Giant Bear continued as he motioned
sharply in frustration clearly enraged. "It is difficult for a lone
Indian to hunt in white man's territory; I tracked them here, but I
was too late to help your family. I only arrived a few minutes
after you."
Grey Wolf turned gazing sadly one last time at his family's
grave wishing Giant Bear had arrived in time; he did not blame
the Indian though, he blamed himself. He put his family in
danger by ignoring his father's warning not to bring them here…
why did he not listen! Grey Wolf brought his attention back to the
native his face turned pensive trying to decide whether he should
bring an Indian Chief into white man's territory. He sighed
resignedly and knew if he were Giant Bear, he too would find a
way regardless of the consequences. The white man finally
conceded his mind made up. "I would be honoured to have you
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by my side; I cannot do anything more here, so let's head out."
Giant Bear inclined his head; relaxing noticeably at the good
news, he watched the white man turn then walk towards the cabin
before disappearing inside. The Great Spirit was right after all he
mused to himself; after meditating in the sweat lodge for several
days before leaving his people, he saw a vision telling him how to
find his wife's killers. He didn't understand at the time why he
was to go northeast to search for this cabin, but now he knew
why. It was necessary because he found the man the Great Spirit
promised would not only become his friend but would help him
find the killers. Without Grey Wolf to teach him about white
people, he would fail than die; his soul afterwards would wander
restlessly for eternity.
Giant Bear smiled unemotionally in satisfaction, he turned
away to go get his horse. As he walked, he could not help but
wonder who the sacred white hide was for; he had received
another vision the night he left his people, it told him to bring the
last white buffalo hide with him on this journey. He figured it
would be given to the person who helped him, but Grey Wolf
already had a Cheyenne name so he was confused by this.
A few minutes later Grey Wolf rode up to Giant Bear with a
packhorse in tow; the white man nodded in approval at the chief's
sturdy looking Indian pony. "Let's go!"
Giant Bear motioned to Grey Wolf that he was ready. He
shrugged off his confusion about the hide knowing it would be
revealed to him when the time came there was no doubt about
that whatsoever. He stayed close to his new friend; the closer the
better the Great Spirit told him and he definitely agreed.
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CHAPTER ONE
North Dakota 1814
Melissa Ray stopped her high-strung stallion; she looked
around suspiciously instantly knowing something was amiss. A
quiver of foreboding rippled down her spine as she felt the hairs
on the back of her neck standing erect. Glancing around again,
she touched the butt of her revolver at her side in reassurance.
Just to be on the safe side, she unhooked the strap holding the gun
in place. She looked around nervously, what was making her so
jumpy? At first nothing seemed out of the ordinary!
Once again, a shiver of forewarning rippled down Melissa's
spine unexpectedly; it was all the warning she needed,
desperately she kicked her horse hard into an urgent gallop.
"Ayah!"
Lightning squealed in surprise; instantly he surged forward at
his mistress's frantic command, soon he was in a full gallop as a
shot rang out behind them.
Melissa glanced over her shoulder searching she wondered if
she should turn back to find out who had taken the shot at her. It
wasn't till then she saw three men charging out of the trees; she
grinned knowingly, but kept going.
The men finally gave up, turning they returned to wherever they
came from.
Melissa slowed her horse to a lope when she figured the danger
was past, she laughed in exhilaration; she won again as she patted
Lightning in apology for the rough handling.
If anyone was watching Melissa from a distance, they would
never believe she was a woman. She wore a man's checkered
flannel shirt, a tan coloured vest, with dark blue pants. A black
hat pulled low over her forehead effectively hid her hair; she also
carried not one, but two colt revolvers at her hips.
The people in town were used to seeing Melissa in this strange
attire; most strangers laughed at the guns in disbelief though,
until they saw how well she could handle them.
Melissa kept her horse at a lope, going north; the thick forest on
her left continued to keep her heading fairly straight. She looked
to her right smiling in satisfaction at the newly planted seedlings.
They wouldn't become saplings until at least four feet. Her men
did an excellent job at replanting; she would make sure she
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mentioned it to them tonight.
Melissa skirted the seedlings. It wasn't long before huge
towering trees enclosed her once again. She turned west
following a small game trail it was almost invisible unless you
knew it was there. She continued on the trail as it twisted then
turned back on itself for about a quarter of a mile until she
reached an open valley. A creek meandered through this little
meadow. The trees surrounding it effectively hid her hideaway
from prying eyes. Here the grass was lush with new growth;
wildflowers of every description were just starting to bud.
This was Melissa's favourite spot; her eyes sparkled in pleasure
at finding it just as lovely and peaceful as she remembered. She
dropped the reins then slid off her horse prepared to enjoy the
peace and quiet of her haven having been gone far too long.
Melissa was tall for a female at five feet eleven and a half
inches, she topped most men. However, she was every bit a
woman. This was quite evident when she removed her hat as she
did now. When she stood with her blonde hair flowing around
her, she was a beauty. Clouds of curly hair framed her delicate
features of which the most striking were her large eyes. Looking
into the depths of those turquoise eyes would make a person
think she could read their soul; it made many people nervous,
particularly the men.
At this moment, Melissa's eyes sparkled in satisfaction at the
thrill of the chase she wondered if her men gave up yet; they tried
several times a month to surprise her, but still had not caught her
off guard.
If anyone asked Melissa why she was still unmarried at the age
of twenty-seven, she would snort then answer in amusement, 'I
have yet to find a man who can out-shoot or out-ride me!', that
her life became very lonely at times she would admit to no one,
not even to herself.
Melissa walked to the creek before sitting down on a small rise
beside the bank to gaze into the crystal clear water. She didn't
have to worry about her horse straying for the bond between
them was unbreakable. She turned slightly to admire Lightning
as he nibbled at the tender sprouts of green grass growing along
the edge of the forest; her thoughts went back to the first time she
saw him as a frightened colt...
Melissa riding her favourite mare was enjoying the beautiful
day away from the pressures of work, she had only been back
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doing what she loved for a couple weeks; unfortunately it was
taking her some time to get things back into perspective since
everything had deteriorated rapidly while she was gone.
Scrambling up a steep ridge Melissa heard a horse screaming in
terror. She urged Pepper to pick up more speed as the desperate
sound continued. When she crested the knoll in front of her, she
could see a man using a whip on a small silver-grey stud; quickly
she made her way down.
Melissa jumped off the mare instantly infuriated; she rushed
over then grabbed the whip from the man's hand in rage before
throwing it as far as she could into the thick brush behind him.
Whirling around angrily, the man raised his fist in fury at
whoever dared to interfere being so intently focused on the colt
Brian had not heard anyone approaching. Quickly, he dropped
his arm in surprise when confronted with a deadly revolver
pointed straight at him. He lifted his head in apprehension as he
gazed into icy turquoise eyes; immediately recognizing who was
facing him he swore silently to himself in frustration.
Melissa stared at the sandy brown haired man in disbelief; he
had dark blue eyes with a brown handlebar moustache, which he
always kept neatly trimmed. He was slim, almost too thin, plus
shorter by three inches at five feet eight. Her face-hardened when
she recognized the only man other than her father she respected,
until now. The admiration disappeared from her eyes in a
heartbeat!
Brian Jenkins winced swearing silently to himself again. He
watched the esteem he so carefully nurtured fade from Melissa's
eyes he knew he just made a grave error.
Melissa spun away from Brian in loathing disillusioned she put
her revolver away. She looked at the frightened colt again; it was
love at first sight.
Brian recognizing that look when Melissa turned towards him;
immediately, he knew what he would have to do. He turned,
gazing at the white thoroughbred for a moment in regret, thinking
of all the trouble plus the expense the stud had caused him. In the
past, before he cared what she thought, he would have train his
horses at his ranch. However, Mell was so against people beating
horses he needed to hide his true nature.
Brian sighed in frustration at losing such a valuable animal, but
he didn't have a choice he needed to take the look of disgust off
Melissa's face. It had taken him too long to get where he was with
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her, he would not lose everything because of a stupid horse… no
matter how much it cost. He shrugged in resignation before
turning back then handed the halter rope to her. "Here I give him
to you as a gift with my apologies I can't do anything with him,
anyway."
Melissa stared at Brian in disappointment a scowl of disbelief
still on her face. "I cannot believe you of all people would harm
an animal you know how I feel about any kind of abuse!"
Brian lowered his head in apparent shame giving himself time
to come up with a good excuse. He shrugged as he looked up at
Melissa pleading for understanding. "I didn't really want to hit
him I bought him from a rancher in South Dakota as a welcome
home gift for Mary. I have been working with him for over a
month in secret so she doesn't find out about him, but I just can't
seem to do anything with him; every time I go near him, he kicks
and rears up completely out of control. I got so frustrated this
time I lost my temper so took out my whip that is when he came
after me like a mad dog. I needed to use it to protect myself!
When you got rid of the whip he calmed down."
Brian watching Melissa's expressive face continued his charade
when he figured he was fooling her. "I just realized the sound of
your voice is what stopped him from attacking me further.
Perhaps it was a man who abused him that's why he has such a
violent reaction when I go near him. He is too volatile for Mary I
thought of making him a gelding but he is too beautiful as a
stallion, so here you are he is all yours; I hope you have more
success with him than I did."
Since that time, a close bond formed between Melissa and
Lightning; it took her a long time with a lot of patience to get him
to trust her, it was definitely worth it in the end.
Melissa's thoughts returned to the present as she faced the creek
then removed her boots, her socks quickly followed wanting to
wade into the inviting looking water. Her face was pensive as she
reflected on the excuse Brian gave her for his cruel treatment
towards the colt. It had made sense at the time until she met Mary
that is; reflecting now on their conversation she realized his
account was lame even laughable.
Why would Brian purchase such a valuable animal for his sister
when it appeared to Melissa he didn't even like her? Was she a
thorn in his side could it be possible he even hated her?! She
didn't press the issue afterwards since she had no way of knowing
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what he actually planned for the stud. After all, she couldn't call
him a liar without proof could she!
Not long after this incident, Brian changed for the worse.
Melissa started avoiding him as much as possible especially after
he asked for her hand in marriage and she refused him; the fury
on his face took her by surprise leaving her feeling uneasy.
''Neigh!!'' Lightning suddenly trumpeted a warning call just as
Melissa heard the menacing growl of an animal; she looked up in
shock a large black wolf came out of nowhere then sprang
towards her unexpectedly. She heard hoof beats clattering on the
ground behind her as her horse sped towards the scene.
Melissa instinctively put her left arm up to protect her face; she
grabbed desperately for her right revolver, which she thankfully
had not tied down yet. She screamed at Lightning in order to keep
him from getting in harm's way. She needed to be able to shoot
the animal without having to worry about her horse getting shot
by mistake. "Stand Lightning, stand!"
Melissa revolver came loose just as the big wolf surprisingly
jumped right past her; she almost fell backwards in astonishment.
She watched in amazement as he grabbed a large rattlesnake not
more than a foot away from her back.
Lightning came to an abrupt halt at Melissa's sharp command;
he quivered in fear at being so close to a wolf he stood his ground
though refusing to leave his mistress.
Melissa sat there bewildered and dazed with her revolver
hanging limply in her hand watching the wolf kill the deadly
rattlesnake; it was then she noticed her horse was headed in the
direction of the snake not towards her as she first thought.
A sharp whistle sounded to Melissa's left. Watching in stunned
amazement she saw the animal drop the rattlesnake before
running to sit docilely beside a man dressed in buckskin pants,
moccasins, plus a fringe doeskin shirt. The man stood at least
six-feet-five or six inches tall with large hands that appeared
surprisingly gentle as he stroked the wolf's head tenderly; his
murmur was husky and quite deep as he praised the animal for
killing the snake.
Melissa felt a cold nose poke at her shoulder as Lightning
nudged her checking to see if his mistress was all right, she
ignored him. Hastily she put her gun away but didn't tie it down
just in case she needed it. She quickly pulled her socks back on
before jamming her feet back into her boots. Mell jumped up
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instantly as another man emerged from the trees farther left of the
first man. Her hand automatically reached for her right revolver,
she didn't draw it since they just saved her from a rattlesnake;
cautiously she kept her hand on her gun.
Melissa took small hesitant steps towards the two men for a
better look, when she got closer she noticed the second man was
native; or maybe just part Indian since he was the largest she ever
saw. Approached cautiously, she examined them more closely.
The white man's face was rugged and masculine his nose came
straight down with only a slight flare around the tip, it fit
perfectly not too big or long. His lips were full almost too large
with a chin that jutted out giving him a slight appearance of
arrogance, long coal black hair hung down to his shoulders.
Studying his eyes, she was startled by their misty light blue
colour. Gazing back at her, he seemed to see right through her.
His expression seemed sober until he grinned in reassurance tiny
laugh lines appeared at the corner of both eyes with a small
dimple emerging on the right. The smile softened his face
significantly and it was devastating!
Melissa shivered feeling the effects right down to her toes she
could tell a lot about people by studying their faces. It was part of
her job to assess a person quickly, she was one of the best at
reading expressions; what she saw in the white man's face
relaxed her considerably, she removed her hand from the butt of
her gun.
Melissa turned her head to study the second man intently; she
revised her thinking when she got a better look. He was definitely
a full-blooded Indian, Cheyenne she figured. There were a
couple of scattered bands just over the border in Montana, but
most had moved on settling further west. She could tell he was a
leader or a chief by the way he carried himself and how he
dressed. She happened to know all the chief's there, but she didn't
recognize this one so he must be from Western Montana. What
was he doing this far from home; in addition, why was he
travelling with a white man?
Grey Wolf studied the woman approaching them, her beauty
amazed him; he frowned in annoyance at himself as he gazed into
her deep turquoise eyes feeling the first stirrings of desire since
his family died so many years ago. He gave a small sigh of relief
when she turned away from him to study Giant Bear.
As the white woman got closer, Giant Bear stepped into the
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background not wanting to cause trouble for his friend; he smiled
impressed by what he saw in the woman's eyes. She did not
hesitate to approach them nor did she show any fear as she
studied them intently.
Melissa stopped suddenly looking from one man to the other
curiously; her firm no-nonsense voice demanded an immediate
answer. "Who are you?"
Grey Wolf stepped forward quickly; wanting to put the woman
at ease he answered for the both of them. He motioned first to
himself before pointing at Giant Bear in introduction. "My name
is Jed Brown my friend here is Chief Giant Bear."
Jed pointed to the wolf before looking down to make
introductions; he grinned fondly at the comical looking wolf as
he sat there scratching an irritating itch behind his ear. "This is
Three Toes we gave him this name because he only has three toes
thanks to the trap we rescued him from as a pup."
Jed looked back at the woman in amusement; it was then he
noticed her strange clothing. The smile disappeared as he eyed
her in displeasure studying her more closely he frowned in
disdain; he could hardly believe his eyes, she was dressed in
men's clothing and carried two lethal colt revolvers on her hips.
From the worn looks of the two guns, they were definitely well
used. Were they hers or did she take them from her brother or
father? In spite of the odd attire, she was a beautiful woman. He
grimaced in aggravation at himself as he felt a stirring in his
loins.
Jed shook his head in exasperation trying to clear his thoughts;
he waved towards the woman in invitation then smiled
encouragement wanting to put her at ease, hoping to distract
himself from this unexpected attraction. "And who are you, if I'm
not being too bold to ask? I am sorry if we frightened you, but I
didn't have time to warn you about the danger you were in."
Giant Bear watched the two with silent interest for a moment,
turning he melted soundlessly into the trees before heading to
their camp nearby to get their horses; he knew instantly they
would not be spending another night here.
Melissa didn't noticed Giant Bear leaving since she was too
preoccupied with Jed; she tensed suddenly in mistrust when she
glanced to the left and realized he was absent. She quickly looked
back at Jed threateningly as a hand automatically dropped to her
gun. "Where did your friend go?"
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Jed saw her quick reaction towards the gun on her right hip he
noticed immediately the speed of her hand. He couldn't help
feeling a touch of admiration; she might even be faster than he
was. Grey Wolf wondered silently why she wore two guns when
she only reached for one. Perhaps she only used the one on her
left as a backup or if there was more than one opponent. It left
him to speculate why she would feel the need of such protection
unless there was trouble with outlaws in the area, which was
always possible; so judging by her quick response the guns must
be hers, her movements were too smooth and practised for them
to be someone else's.
Jed grinned disarmingly then put his hands up soothingly
showing he was not a threat to her. "Giant Bear went back to
camp to gather our belongings; we are looking for work in this
area, but so far we have had no luck."
"I could use a couple men on my ranch." Melissa scowled
furiously at herself; she immediately lamented her thoughtless
outburst. It was too late to take back the offer when she saw Jed
nod quickly in acceptance not even hesitating.
Jed turned away instantly, having noticed Melissa's grimace of
regret he didn't want to give the woman a chance to change her
mind; he spoke over his shoulder as he headed in the direction his
friend went. "I will go get Giant Bear and we will follow you to
your ranch."
With that comment Jed disappeared into the trees quickly
before Melissa could run off without them. His curiosity was
definitely aroused by her offer as well as by the woman herself.
Not only did she carry two revolvers, but she also owned a ranch;
she said 'my ranch' not our ranch, was she a widow? Whatever
the reason his interest was piqued Grey Wolf knew there would
be no leaving now until he found out all the answers to this
mysterious woman.
Giant Bear met him halfway then they both returned
immediately to the creek.
*****
Melissa led Lightning to the water for a drink; she rested against
him waiting for the two strangers. Her thoughts were on the man
she wanted to know about; still, she couldn't help regretting her
offer. Instantly thinking about him brought a mental picture of
Jed to her mind, she felt that strange tingle once again. Shrugging
in frustration not sure if what she was feeling was a warning or
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premonition, but she desperately needed to find out what was
causing it. Mell learned long ago to listen to that warning shiver it
had saved her life more than once in her lifetime.
When the two men appeared, Melissa sprang up on her horse to
lead the way.
Melissa took the opportunity to study both men closely as they
rode along and liked what she saw. You could tell a lot about a
man by the horse he rode as well as by the gun or guns he used.
Jed was riding a bay gelding larger than Lightning; he looked
well treated with no spur marks on his side or a chaffed bleeding
mouth from a cruel bit. His six-gun lay low on his hip it would
take only a flip of his hand to grasp it telling her he had
experience using it.
Giant Bear rode a smaller paint mare, his saddle was a worn
brown blanket; his halter plus the reins were made of homemade
rope with no bit in the horse's mouth. The Cheyenne Chief wore
no spurs or guns, but he had a rifle in a homemade beaded pouch
hanging from the saddle blanket, from what Melissa could see it
looked okay.
Jed caught Melissa staring curiously at them then smirked
inquiringly, but didn't make a comment. Melissa flushed in
embarrassment before quickly averting her head.
Jed's grin turned into a mischievous smile as Melissa looked
away. He allowed his own gaze to roam over her figure
assessingly. When he first glanced into her expressive eyes, he
saw honesty with a stubborn resolve, as well as a great deal of
determination. It made him think she was a widow bound and
determined to keep her ranch. However, the girlish flush at being
caught staring baffled him. It changed his mind slightly, it
brought to mind a young girl mortified when caught looking at a
man. Grey Wolf frowned confused; she was definitely a beautiful
woman, not young either perhaps in her late twenties, she must
have been married at one time. He shrugged to himself, but his
interest was piqued he needed to understand what she meant by,
'my' ranch.
Jed lowered his gaze to Melissa's stallion in appreciation; he
approved of the way she handled her horse, not once did the stud
look towards Giant Bear's mare and she was in heat. He
wondered how she managed to keep him under control she
almost seemed a part of him.
Melissa at that moment was wondering what Jed would think
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when she told him how she acquired the ranch or what her
profession was. She grimaced in anxiety what would he say?
Mell was sure he wouldn't understand most outsiders didn't.
Many of the townspeople had not understood it at first either. Of
course, they didn't know she was a woman when she first started
working there. Over the years, she had proven herself to them
countless times they knew she was just as capable of doing the
job as any man.
After riding south for most of the day, they turned southeast for
several hours before cresting a hill just as the sun was sinking;
Melissa heard Jed draw in a deep breath of amazement, it brought
out a huge smile of satisfaction from her.
The view before them was spectacular, nestled in a valley was a
long two-story ranch house painted white with red trim
surrounded by trees on three sides. There were two large corrals
to the left neatly constructed; they were both painted white, one
with two-dozen mares and their foals inside then in the other
corral was six horses some for breeding others for gelding. The
barn situated between the two corrals was painted red, with white
trim further left Jed could see two bunkhouses side by side both
black with white trim. Further back he saw a couple other small
buildings probably for chickens, pigs, as well as a milk cow or
two.
Amazingly, there were no logs not even at the corrals
everything was built with lumber, this was an unusual sight in
Dakota; another large building could be seen about two miles
north deeper into the trees.
Melissa heard a warning shout from the ranch yard then saw
half a dozen of her men galloping towards them. She slowed her
horse frowning in disapproval knowing now why she did not
seen Joe at his post; he must have seen them coming so rushed
ahead to forewarn the other men that strangers were with her.
Mell stopped to wait for them with a scowl of annoyance the
others in her party reined their horses in waiting with her.
The wolf growled a warning.
Instantly Jed snapped his fingers sharply in command not
wanting him shot by mistake. "Three Toes come here you better
lie down now."
Three Toes obediently moved closer to Jed, he dropped down to
his belly dutifully, observing the newcomers closely with no
more show of hostility; his job of alerting his master was now
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done.
Jed watched the man in front closely guessing correctly that he
was the foreman of the ranch. He had dark brown hair and was
clean-shaven; he estimated his age to be early forties with hair
slightly greying. The closer he got the more Grey Wolf could see
his skin was leathery looking from obviously spending a lot of
time outdoors. When the manager was close enough, he saw
straightforwardness with a great deal of honesty in the man's
brown eyes. He grunted to himself in approval at Melissa's
choice of foreman.
Melissa's men came to a halt a few yards in front of her the
foreman eyed the strangers suspiciously for a moment; speaking
for all his men waiting anxiously behind him, he looked at Mell
before nodding towards the two men with a hint of command in
his tone he inquired. "Do you have a problem here?"
Melissa sighed in vexation before shaking her head in disbelief
at her foreman; she waved slightly in furious reprimand at her
men. "Of course not you all know I can take care of myself."
Melissa's men looked abashed smiling sheepishly at one
another, but it was the foreman who spoke for all of them, he
smirked without any guilt on his face. Wade shrugged in
explanation at his angry boss. "We can't help it Mell, we worry
about you; I guess you will just have to put up with us!"
Melissa nodded resignedly well aware her men would never
change; she chuckled slightly in humour at the look of
amazement on her men's faces now that they could look the
strangers over more carefully.
After introducing everyone Melissa motioned to her foreman as
she pointed at the chief. "Wade, I want Giant Bear to work at the
ranch; Jed will help me in town."
Jed frowned in surprise wondering what Melissa could be
working at in a town that he would be any help with; he finally
shrugged to himself Grey Wolf was sure he would find out
sooner or later.
Melissa turned to Jed in forewarning. "Be ready to ride before
the sun is up; Wade will show you where to bunk down for the
night."
Melissa glanced down at Three Toes before looking back at
Jed; she cocked an eyebrow in inquiry.
Jed shrugged in apology and smiled at Melissa's silent question
concerning the wolf. "Three Toes chooses his own path."
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Melissa looked at the wolf before nodding in acceptance as her
expression softened considerably. "He can go anywhere he wants
on my land; after all it is the least I can do since he saved my
life."
Wade gave Melissa a quizzical look when she looked back at
him, but he didn't comment; he knew she would explain things to
him at their customary meeting later tonight. The foreman
beckoned for Jed to follow him the new hand obediently turned
his horse towards the ranch.
Melissa figured Jed's friend would get along better with Daniel
who happened to be half Cheyenne; she waved for him to take the
Indian Chief to the bunkhouse. "Dan take Giant Bear with you
and help him settle in."
Giant Bear had eyed the Cheyenne in curiosity as Melissa and
her foreman were speaking. Dan was in his early thirties with the
typical light dusky skin of a half-breed, his eyes were dark brown
with black shoulder length hair; he also wore a headband that
showed he once lived with his Cheyenne family. His gaze was
direct without shame for having chosen to live with the white
man rather than his native family.
Giant Bear inclined his head as he nodded in thanks towards
Melissa at her choice when he passed her, but did not comment.
Melissa nudged Lightning into a trot, she headed for the ranch
house after waving to the rest of her men to go about their
business; she was glad to be home in familiar surroundings where
she could get her bewildered thoughts together.
Melissa entering the yard got closer to the barn her horse
slowed right down in order to step upwards, a sharp hollow sound
came from his hooves. Lightning was crossing planks laid along
the ground as a sidewalk going from the house to a door on the
left-hand side of the horse barn. More planks went from the door
then turned left towards the paddocks before going to a small
gate that Mell's father could open to go through; a ramp was on
the other side allowing him to coast in his wheelchair to firm
ground. The sidewalk had been constructed to help him get to the
barn as well as the corrals without assistance when he needed to.
Melissa looked down and was surprised to see Three Toes
following her, laughing down at him in permission she nodded in
amusement. "Okay, you can come if you want."
Melissa dismounted not far from the barn doors.
Immediately, young Tommy appeared from the stables to care
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for Melissa's horse; when he saw the wolf, he stopped short
standing there petrified he trembled in shock and terror.
Melissa smiled in encouragement at the young boy as she held
out her reins invitingly. "He will not hurt you, Tommy I promise;
he saved my life!"
Tommy was taking no chances he grabbed the horse's reins then
ran back into the stable without comment.
Melissa laughed at the retreating Tommy before shaking her
head in humour; he was only ten after all, with black hair, dusky
skin, and blue sorrowful eyes the high cheekbones pointed to his
half-breed Indian status. He had not left the ranch since his
mother brought him here at the age of six for Mell to look after.
Melissa shook off her reflective mood turning away from the
stables she raced across the yard to the veranda; she took the four
steps two at a time as she walked towards the front door. Further
to the right was a gently sloping ramp for her father's wheelchair
he used it to get to the sidewalk which allowed him to move
about more freely.
Three Toes slipped by Melissa when she opened the door
before trotting inside uninvited. Having completely forgotten
about the wolf following her she made a grab for him, but missed.
"Oh no, you don't!"
However, it was too late the wolf looked back at Melissa with
what she could only describe as a wolfish grin. She chuckled in
surrender letting him have his way. "Okay, I said you could go
anywhere you wanted to so you can stay."
Melissa glanced around in pleasure as she began removing her
outer clothing she was quite proud of her home, it was bigger
than most others in the area; inside it was more open since Mell
had all the doors to the rooms removed, except for the kitchen,
den, and Alec's rooms. There was even a second floor, only one
other ranch could boast about having a second story it belonged
to Brian.
There was a huge front entrance with two large windows, one
on each side of the main door giving lots of sunlight since
Melissa had the wooden shutters removed. Once inside, a wide
hallway going the full length of the house greeted you, to her left
a stairway went up to the second floor. The banister was made of
oak intricately carved at the top and bottom with a wolf's head.
Upstairs there were five bedrooms the one on the left were hers, it
was the master bedroom which boasted its own sitting room; on
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the right, there were two guest rooms tastefully decorated. Mell's
maid Gloria as well as her fostered son Tommy occupied the
remaining two bedrooms at the end of the hallway. All the
bedrooms had small fireplaces in them for cold winter nights.
Melissa frowned when her thoughts returned to Tommy, she
just couldn't help herself. Her foster son was such a sad boy for
his young age quite intelligent, but too mature for one so young;
he is Mary's son, who happens to be Brian's sister. The boy was
half Cheyenne, because of that his uncle hated him. Brian
threatened to harm her son so Mary brought Tommy to Mell in
the hopes she would foster him he's been with her ever since. She
tried again to shake off thoughts of the troubled boy as she
continued disrobing.
Melissa's contemplation once again returned to her home; on
the right side of the main entrance, there was a formal drawing
room with a western decor. It boasted a piano, a huge fireplace
along the far wall, with a large portrait of her mother hanging
above the mantel. This room was rarely used now that she lived
here only twice could she recall using it.
Past that room was the dining room next was the kitchen it was
one of the few rooms that had a door. Only because of smoke
when cooking, she put in a swinging door so it was easier for her
father to get in and out. There was a second door just before the
counter that would take you into the back entrance; the back
entryway wasn't too big two doors greeted you when you walked
in from the kitchen; the one along the far wall would take you
into the cellar, the one to the right lead outside.
Across the hallway from the kitchen were Alec's living quarters
with a door that gave him direct access to the den from his room.
The den was large enough to hold two Victorian chairs a small
two-person sofa along with a cozy fireplace. A desk with several
armchairs surrounding it was against the far wall, directly across
from the library archway, here her father did the daily ranch
business; the den's main entryway was almost directly across the
hallway from the dining room.
Since Melissa's father came to live with her, she redesigned the
downstairs of her home to accommodate him. She added a
comfortable couch with one chair around the fireplace in their
library. Mell got rid of all the other furniture so he has more room
to manoeuvre his chair around. Shelves lined each wall, which
held books of every description; some belonged to the previous
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owner and her father added all his to the collection filling the
bookshelves.
Melissa hung her clothes plus her gun holster on pegs along the
wall before putting on her inside moccasins; she turned then
headed down the hallway calling out expectantly. "Dad where are
you?"
Melissa heard the squeak of wheels coming from the den, she
hurried past the stairway and library before turning left then
pushed the door open since it was ajar. When she entered she
stopped short in surprise; there was Three Toes sitting on his
haunches regarding her father fixedly with his head cocked to the
left. Alec was staring just as intently at the wolf in awe
wondering if it was okay to move they were at eye level Mell
couldn't help noticing.
Melissa took the opportunity to study Alec while he was
occupied with Three Toes; her smile was full of love with a touch
of sadness apparent as well. She inherited his curly blonde hair,
but his eyes were crystal blue hers were turquoise like her
mother's. Before the accident put him in a wheelchair, he stood at
six feet eight inches tall which accounted for Mell's height. Her
mother died in the same accident that put her father in the chair.
Pain, with plenty of worry lines filled his craggy face which at
one time only held love and laughter. She pushed thoughts of her
mom away it was still too painful for her even after all these
years.
Melissa eyed Alec's chair; Mell, with the help of her men
custom-made it for him plus his outside chair. The wheelchair
allowed him to keep his pride making it possible for him to be
independent.
Several years ago, Melissa read about a new type of chair the
Boston hospital was using called a wheelchair, made especially
for crippled people. In excitement she rushed there to investigate
this newfound invention. When saw the huge ungainly high
backed chairs they used, she knew there was no way Alec could
maneuver the cumbersome thing around by himself. After Mell
returned from Boston, she gave her men a sketch that the
attendant in the hospital gave her so they could see it for
themselves. She couldn't help expressing to them her deep
disappointment it would be too difficult for her father to go
anywhere in one of those chairs; the men decided to try to build
him a better one.
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They took a sturdy wooden chair then cut off the legs one of
Melissa's hands made two wheels similar to a wagon wheel, but
smaller. They were not too tall, only a foot above the arms of the
chair so he could push them both making them roll forward. A
long round wooden bar was riveted to them holding the wooden
seat up with two even smaller wheels in the front. It took them
quite a while to figure out how to get all four wheels to roll freely
when any weight was put on the seat. The two wheels on either
side of his chair were twice as thick as wagon wheels making it
sturdier. A wooden platform in front held Alec's legs up, so they
were not dragging on the ground this put the small wheels
directly under his feet.
It was only made of wood, so was not sturdy enough for
outside. However, while Melissa was in Boston she bought two
of those new bicycles; of course, one of her men just had to come
up with the idea of using them for an outside chair. It didn't taken
them long to figure out how to put it together, it work even better
than the wooden chair. Mell lost her bicycles, but it was well
worth the loss to see the look of relief then contentment on her
father's face.
Melissa shrugged off her thoughts before laughing at the sight
of the two staring at each other so intently; she shook her head in
amusement as she walked over to Alec's chair bending, she
kissed him on the cheek. "Hi Dad, how was your day?"
Alec Ray looked away from the wolf for a moment as he
accepted Melissa's kiss then glanced up at her in loving pride.
"Mine was the same as usual how was yours?"
Melissa grinned down at Alec before patting his shoulder in
reassurance; she motioned towards the wolf making
introductions. "Just great Dad, this is Three Toes."
Melissa looked over at the large wolf before snapping her
fingers sharply in invitation. "Come here, boy and meet my
Father."
Three Toes instantly dropped to his belly whining eagerly then
crawled forward; he approached the chair ever so slowly. When
he reached it the wolf raised his head until Alec's hand was
touching him; still non-threatening he lifted his head to sniff at
the hand Melissa's father turned over for him.
Alec beamed in delight as he leaned forward to touch Three
Toes fully when the animal licked his hand in greeting and
introductions were complete; he looked at Melissa inquiringly as
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he continued to stroke the huge wolf's silky fur in enjoyment. "He
is a fine looking animal where did you find him?"
Melissa smiled down in appreciation at the wolf's antics; she
looked at her father before gesturing casually. "I hired a couple of
new hands today Three Toes was with them. He decided he liked
me better so followed me into the house. He saved my life so I
couldn't refuse to let him in."
Alec looked back down at the wolf to hide his worried
expression as he frowned in surprise, but didn't ask any
questions. He knew Melissa would resent his concerns, she was
way too independent for even his peace of mind; his face under
control again he looked up then waved towards the kitchen.
"Gloria came in a few moments ago to call us for supper, but I
decided to wait for you how about giving your old man a helping
hand?"
Melissa chuckled in humour when Alec referred to himself as
'old man', really he wasn't that old. She walked around her
father's chair before taking hold of the handles gladly Mell
pushed him into the kitchen where supper was waiting.
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