
    
      [image: Cover]
    

  

[image: Feedbooks]

Tascosa

Magnolia Belle





Published: 2008

Tag(s): "Magnolia Belle" "historical fiction" "historical
romance" "Black Wolf Books" Tascosa western Texas




Chapter 1
New Chapter


Note:  These are 2 sample chapters of "Tascosa".  If
you are interested in purchasing the ebook, it is available at
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4284

 

Chapter   1  — Tascosa

 

 

Nate woke up wondering, Where am I?
 Outside.  Definitely outside.  Sky blue peered down
at him from above. It hurt to move his eyes as he studied his
surroundings.  He lay on his back in — an alley?  Yeah,
he thought so.  The spur on his right boot tangled with wooden
crates stacked against the side of a building.  His hat,
crumpled, lay a few feet away from him in the dirt. 

He moaned as he tried to sit up, his sides and back on fire. The
king of all hangovers exploded through his brain like a war dance
of furious hammers. What exactly happened last
night?  He held his head in his hands, trying to
remember.  After several impatient jerks, he finally kicked
loose from the crates and slowly, carefully stood.  Swaying
slightly, he took two steps toward his hat and tried to pick it
up.  It took three stumbling tries before he got it. 
Nate dusted the sweat-stained Stetson on the side of his chaps and
gingerly put it on. 

When in better shape, Nate made quite a handsome figure. 
His height carried his broad shoulders well.  Slightly
bowlegged, like all horsemen, he still walked tall and proud. 
His dark hair fell to his shoulders while his eyes changed their
shade of blue, depending on his mood.  He needed a bath and a
shave.

The ka-ching ka-ching of the spurs announced his
arrival into the saloon.

“I told you last night to get out and stay out!” the bartender
shouted angrily, pointing at him.

Squinting around the saloon, Nate winced at the man’s
volume.  A few barflies scattered around the large room. 
One table against the far wall hosted an early poker game. 
Nothing looked out of the ordinary — except the mirror above the
bar hung in three jagged pieces, some tables lay in busted piles,
and the railing along the top floor needed two new sections.

“I don’t reckon I ˈmember what happened last night,” Nate
mumbled, approaching the bar.

“Don’t remember, huh?”  The bartender frowned at
Nate.  “This!” He jabbed a finger at the mirror.

“Was there a fight?”  That would explain his sore ribs.

The bartender snorted.  “I woulda thrown you in jail except
you paid for the damages.”

“I did?”  Nate patted his pockets which felt flat,
empty.  There went a month’s pay.

“What was the fight about?”

“Her.”  A young saloon girl thudded down the stairs, still
not quite awake.  Her tangled hair and old robe stood in sharp
contrast to all the finery she wore the night before.  She
didn’t look very pretty, but the scarcity of women in that town
kept the men from being particular.

“Hey, Mickey[i]. Got any coffee?” she
yawned.

“Yeah.  Here, Ruby.” 

Ruby looked across the room and saw Nate.  “Now, cowboy.”
She backed up a step, wide-awake now.  “I don’t want any more
trouble.  You hear me?”

“Sorry, ma’am.” Nate took off his hat.  “But I don’t
remember last night.”

“I’m not surprised!  You drank like a dying man.”

“Could you spare some aˈ that?” Nate nodded toward the coffee on
the pot-bellied stove behind the bartender.

“Yeah, all right.”  Mickey picked up a tin cup and poured
Nate the strongest coffee he’d ever tried to drink. Hot and bitter,
it got the job done.  He needed to ride back to the ranch in
order to keep his job.

“How old are you, son?” Mickey asked.

“Twenty.”

“Twenty,” Mickey huffed.  “I’m old enough to be your
pa.  Mind a little advice?”

Nate nodded, taking another sip of coffee. 

“On payday, put half your money in a sock or a can or something;
don’t bring it into town.  With the other half, buy what
supplies you need, then come in here and spend what’s left
over.”

“That’d only be enough for a couple aˈ beers.”

“Exactly. That’s about all you can handle.”  Mickey flicked
at a fly with a dishtowel. 

Nate drank the last of the coffee and handed the cup back. 
“Thanks.”  He pushed his way through the swinging doors and
went in search of his horse.

 

* * *

 

“I don’t care if she is your sister’s girl!  We
can’t afford to keep her any more.”  Amanda heard her Uncle
Louis growling at her aunt.  “She’s old enough to fend for
herself.”

“Doing what?” her aunt asked in a pleading voice, oblivious to
Amanda listening outside the door.

“I don’t know.  She’s eighteen.  Old enough to teach
school, take in laundry.  Just not stay here.”

“But, Louis, where would she go?”

“She’s got that little bit of inheritance from her folks’
deaths.  She can get started with that somewhere.”

Amanda never liked her Uncle Louis.  Loud and rude, he
didn’t tolerate anything or anyone who disagreed with him. 
Only his sense of self-importance outshone his impatience. 
Living four years with him proved an endurance.

With angry, wounded pride, Amanda stepped off the porch and
hurried toward the bank a few blocks away.

“I’d like to make a withdrawal, please,” she told the
teller.

“How much?” the pinch-nosed man asked her.

“How much do I have?”

He consulted his records.  “One hundred eighteen dollars
and forty seven cents.”

“I’ll take all of it.”

“You want to close your account?”

“Yes.”  She watched the small man make an unhappy
face.  In a few minutes, she walked away from the bank toward
the stage station, her apron pockets full of money.

At the station, she stepped up to the counter.  “How far
will twenty dollars get me?”

“One way?”

“Yes.”

“Which direction?”

“West.”

“West.  All right, that’d take you as far as Taos, in the
New Mexico Territories, or Tascosa, Texas or Denver, Colorado.”

“When does the stage leave for Tascosa?”

“Tascosa?”  The station manager hesitated and then asked,
“Are you traveling by yourself?”

“Yes.  Why?”

“Are you certain you want Tascosa?”  Concern
filled the manager’s voice.  “I understand it’s desolate
country there.  And, pardon my saying so, but it’s not wise
for a young woman to travel alone, especially to the
frontier.  Going north would be safer.”

Amanda bit her bottom lip while she considered his kind
warning.   Drawing in a deep breath, she jutted her
chin.  “No.  Texas.  That’s where my father would
want me to go, so that’s where I’m going.”

“If you’re sure.”

“I am.  Now, please, when does the stage leave?”

“Tomorrow morning.  Eight.”

“Then, I’d like a ticket.”  She carefully counted out
twenty dollars and handed it to him in exchange for her one-way
ticket.

Back home, she prepared supper, acting as if nothing had
happened.  Over dinner, her uncle only growled once at her to
pass the salt.  Looking around the crowded table, she regarded
the six other children, her cousins, all younger than her. 
Even though her only remaining relatives, it surprised her at how
disconnected she felt from them.  She didn’t like being
anyone’s “Christian duty”, which her uncle managed to tell her at
least once a week. 

Amanda cleaned up the supper dishes and waited.  When
everyone finally slept, she put her few belongings in a blanket and
tied it up in double knots.  Finding a scrap of paper, she
wrote in charcoal, “Have gone to Texas.  Bye. A.”

When they woke up the next morning, Amanda already waited
impatiently at the station for eight o’clock.  No one came to
look for her, though her aunt cried off and on all day.

 

* * *

 

The trip to Tascosa had been days of bone-jarring, heat-laden
misery.  Traveling alone made her a target for unwanted
advances and incorrect assumptions.  Amanda finally started
telling people she traveled to her rich uncle’s ranch.  A
missionary couple adopted her during one leg of the journey, which
helped her tremendously, as others assumed she traveled with
them.

Arriving in Tascosa late one afternoon, she stepped off the
stage, dusty, thirsty, sore, tired and alone.  With her
blanket bundle in her hands, she turned to face her future. 
It looked bleak.  Heat shimmered at the far end of the dirt
road.  Unpainted buildings lined both sides of the street,
each establishment in washed-out, weather-beaten gray. 

The only two women Amanda saw walked arm-in-arm, clutching their
shopping baskets as they headed to the general store.  The
rest, men, filled the planked sidewalks and road.  They looked
like ranchers, cowboys, Indian scouts, buffalo hunters, gamblers
and ne’er-do-wells.  Ignoring their stares, she turned her
head at a blast of music.  A saloon girl in bright pink pushed
her way through the swinging doors, laughing with a drunken cowboy
draped over her.  He leaned in, trying to kiss her, but she
playfully pushed him away and walked back in, leaving him to weave
his way toward his horse.

Amanda frowned, shaking her head, and looked to her left. 
A hotel stood a short distance away, so she crossed the dirt street
toward it. 

Overstuffed furniture filled the dark hotel lobby. 
Antlered deer heads hung around the walls, staring above her with
blank eyes.  Amanda walked up to the desk and asked for a
room.

“How long?” Mr. Moritz, the small, round desk clerk asked
her.

“How much for a week?”

When he told her, she paid for a week and asked, “Is there a
bath available?  And a restaurant?”

“A bath?  Yeah, we can do that.  You can have dinner
across the street.  It’s not that good, but it’s cheap.”

“Thank you.”  Amanda took her room key and trudged wearily
upstairs. 

“When do you want that bath?” he called after her.

“Now.”

Moritz shook his head.  She didn’t look like one of the
saloon girls, so he had no idea why she arrived alone.  With
no family and only one sheriff for the entire county, she had no
protection from the multitude of lonely, rough men in Tascosa.

 

* * *

 

Amanda soaked in her bath until the water grew cold.  It
felt good to her muscles, especially on her back.  Next, she
washed her hair.  After that, she threw her laundry into the
bath water and washed it as best she could, rinsing it with cold
water.  She hung her things on the furniture and pegs on the
wall to dry.  Putting on the only other dress she owned, she
got ready to go out for dinner.  She kept a dollar, hid the
rest of her money in the room, and went out into the night.

“Restaurant” sounded too fine a name for the eating
establishment.  It consisted of one large rectangular room
with whitewash on the plaster walls. A fireplace ran the length of
the far right wall. Several tables of various shapes and sizes sat
scattered throughout.  The wooden floor, badly gouged and
pitted from years of spurs, needed swept.  Two windows,
flyspecked and curtainless, overlooked the street, both opened in
the warm evening air.  Mosquitoes, flies and gnats ate better
than the patrons.  Kerosene lamps with soot-darkened chimneys
hung from walls and sat on some of the tables, sending everything
into stretched shadows.  Whirling cigarette smoke filled the
air.

Amanda stepped into the dining hall and paused. As she did,
every eye turned to look at her, first as a glance and then as a
stare.  Her chestnut hair curled to her waist, framing her
pretty face and hazel eyes.  Her dress had been mended several
times, but she wore it well with its little purple flowers and
white lace around the throat and cuffs.

Finding a table in the far corner next to the fireplace, she sat
with her back to the room, feeling painfully self-conscious as the
only woman there. 

“Tonight we got steak and beans,” the gruff-looking cook said,
wearing a filthy apron as he walked up to her.  “Two
bits.”

“That will be fine.”  She didn’t know what to do or where
to look while she waited for her dinner.  Too much quiet
filled the room.  None of the men spoke.  Peeking shyly
over her shoulder, she saw they still stared at her, as if they
expected her to sprout wings and fly around the room.  She
didn’t know an unescorted woman with such a demur appearance
confused them. They understood ranchers’ wives and saloon girls,
but not her. She smiled timidly to no one in particular and turned
back quickly.

A plate of steak and beans had just been set in front of her,
along with some bitter coffee, when two cowboys and two saloon
girls, well on their way to being drunk, burst in with an explosion
of noise.

“Hey, Cook!” one of the cowboys yelled.  “We need some grub
over here.”  He flopped into a chair and pulled one of the
girls down next to him.  They started laughing, though nothing
seemed funny.

“You know,” he said loudly, “you and me are gonna be real busy
later on tonight.  Real busy.”  He leaned
closely to the girl’s face, leering.

“You wanna keep it down?” one of the men suggested from the
nearest table.

“Why?  We’re jest out havinˈ a little fun.” 

At the man’s silent nod toward Amanda’s table, the cowboy
twisted around in his chair.

“My, oh my,” he cooed as he stood.  “A real
woman.”  He took a step toward her when the saloon girl
grabbed his arm.

“Then what am I?” she asked.

“Oh, honey, we all know what you are.” He disgustedly
pushed her hand away.

The drover continued walking toward Amanda, who feared to look,
even though she could hear him getting nearer.  “Hey, you,” he
said when he reached her table.  “What’s your name?”

Amanda finally glanced over her shoulder, not quite sure what to
do.

“What’s your name?” he repeated, leaning down close to her,
whiskey on his breath.  She stood and faced him, trying not to
give away how scared she felt.

“My name is none of your business.”  Her chin jutted
out.  “Now, please leave.”

“Naw.  I don’t think so.”  He pulled out the other
chair at her table, turned it around, and straddled it. “I mean to
know your name and I ain’t leavinˈ ˈtil I do.”

 

* * *

 

Nate sat at his table with his two partners, Randy and
Bill.  Randy stood a little shorter than Nate.  His most
striking feature, his red hair, had caused him grief all his
life.  He and Nate became instant friends when, at their first
meeting, Nate addressed him by his name instead of the hated
“Red”. 

Bill’s straight brown hair and plain face neither blessed nor
cursed him with remarkable features. As the oldest of the three,
his life showed in the creases around his eyes and by the calluses
on his hands.  He kept his life simple, living with honor,
hard work, and few words.  Nate and Randy couldn’t have asked
for a better friend.

They finished dinner and now waited for their piece of apple pie
and another cup of coffee.  When the room suddenly got quiet,
Nate looked up and saw the expressions on some of the faces. 
Curious, he turned toward the door only to see the most beautiful
creature in the world standing there.  She looked lost and
nervous and absolutely gorgeous.  He couldn’t take his eyes
off her as she walked to a table.  Her lilac water left a
sweet aromatic trail when she passed behind him.  He breathed
in deeply, closing his eyes.  When he opened them again, she
had already sat down. 

Turning back to the table, he saw his partners in the same
condition as him — completely under the young woman’s
spell. 

“Damn!” Bill muttered under his breath. 

“Kinda takes the wind outta ya, don’t she?” Randy agreed.

All thoughts of ranching, cattle and work went completely out of
their minds.  They sat there silently, not knowing what to
say.  When the two cowboys with their “dates” came in, Nate
straightened up in his chair.  That kind shouldn’t be in the
same room with the graceful woman. She sat with her back to them,
though, so he hoped it wouldn’t be too bad.

When the drunken cowboy began walking toward her, Nate’s hair
stood up on the back of his neck.  He looked around the room
to see several other men with the same grim expression.  That
cowboy had better be careful.

They all clearly heard this beauty tell the drunk to
leave.  She said it politely, but firmly, no one mistaking her
message.  So, when he sat down anyway, four men, including
Nate, jumped up and reached her table by the time he finished his
ultimatum.

Two grabbed the drunk’s arms, pulling him up from the chair, and
roughly marched him outside.  Nate and the fourth man turned
to face his friend.

“You want some aˈ this?” Nate growled, standing between Amanda
and the other drunk.

“No.  No.  I was jest leavinˈ.” 

When the room finally cleared of the unwanted guests, Nate
turned to Amanda.  “Sorry ˈbout that,” he smiled and put his
hand out.  “I’m Nate.  Nate Bradford.”

“Amanda Clark,” she said, shaking it quickly and letting
go.  “Thank you.”  She turned halfway toward the
room.  “Thank all of you.  You’re very
kind.”

The room filled with “Sure.” “No problem.” “Think nothing of
it.” 

She sat down to continue her meal, but Nate still stood
there. 

“Yes?” She looked up.

“I don’t mean to pry, but’re you alone here?”  He could see
his question bothered her.  “I mean, I could sit with you
while you eat.  That way, no one else’ll trouble you.”

“That would be nice.  Please.” She pointed to the chair the
drunk had just vacated.

“Jest one second.” He held up his index finger, hurried back to
his table, and picked up his piece of pie and coffee cup.

“See you boys later,” he grinned and returned to her table.






[i] Mickey – Mickey
McCormick, the town's first saloon owner. 


[http://www.tsha.utexas.edu/handbook/online/articles/TT/hnt7.html]
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Chapter   2  — Apple Pie

 

 

“So, Miss Clark,” Nate said once he got settled, “what brings
you to these parts?”

“A fresh start,” she explained, grimacing as she tried to cut
the steak. “And please, call me Amanda.”

“Awˈright.  Miss Amanda.  My boot’d be easier to eat.”
Nate pointed to her steak, chuckling.

“I believe you’re right.”  She resignedly put down the
knife and began eating the beans. 

“So, a fresh start?  Where you hail from?”  He took a
bite of pie and waited for her answer.

“Nowhere in particular.  Nowhere that anyone cares,
anyway.”

“Oh.” He sat silently for a moment.  “Well, I’m originally
from Tennessee.  Been in Texas for four years now, I
reckon.”

“What do you do?”

“I ride for the LX Ranch[i].”

“So you’re a cowboy.”

“Yep.  What about yourself?”

“I’m not sure.  I’m trying to figure it out.  I was
hoping to teach school or be a seamstress or something, but… ”

“There ain’t much call for a schoolteacher ˈround here. 
Seamstress either.  Maybe in a few years, when everything
builds up.”

“Then, what does this place need?”  She looked
worried. 

“Someone who can cook,” he laughed, making a joke, and then saw
her serious expression.

“I could do that.  I certainly couldn’t do any worse than
this!”  She pushed her plate away. “The beans are burnt and
the steak is full of gristle.”

“You might have better luck with the pie. It ain’t too bad.”

“All right.”  She turned in her chair, looking for the
cook.

“You stayinˈ over to the hotel?”

“Yes.  I’ve got a room for a week.”  Amanda still
didn’t see the cook.

“Jest a minute.”  Nate stood and walked to the
kitchen.  “Hey!”

“Yeah?”  The proprietor leaned against a table,
smoking.

“I need some pie for the lady.”

“All right.”  Cook threw the rest of his cigarette in the
cookstove fire and stood.

“Also, she’s stayinˈ at the hotel for a week.  Would you
take her meals over there to her?”

“Why should I?” he growled.

“It’d keep your place from gettinˈ busted up.”

Cook thought about that for a moment. 

“A young, pretty, single gal could cause a lot aˈ trouble among
the cowboys. That’s for sure,” Nate continued.  “You really
wanna risk gettinˈ this place tore up?”

“All right.  Breakfast and dinner, but that’s it.”

“Thanks.  I’ll tell her.”  Nate picked up the slice of
pie and walked back to their table.

“Here ya go, Miss Amanda.”  He set it in front of her
before he sat down.  “Cook’ll bring you breakfast and dinner
over to the hotel from now on.”

“But… ”

“It’ll be easier that way.”  Nate didn’t explain why it
would be easier as he watched her take a bite.

“Well, you were right.”  She smiled and put her fork
down.  “The pie isn’t too bad.”

“Good.”  He nodded with satisfaction, but then silence fell
between them. 

While she continued eating, Nate finished his coffee and noticed
the room filling up.  Not a chair remained vacant.  Men
crowded at the door, waiting for someone to leave.  All of
them kept glancing at Amanda.  Nate figured the drunks had
gone back to the saloon, griping about their ill treatment, all
over just trying to talk to an unescorted female.  Several men
came to the dining hall to see her for themselves, and that many
men made Nate nervous.  He excused himself and walked over to
his partners.

“Hey, y’all.  It’s gettinˈ crowded.”  Nate ignored the
two strangers now sitting with Bill and Randy.

“Yep,” Randy stated matter-of-factly as he tormented a toothpick
between his teeth. 

“I might need your help takinˈ Miss Amanda back to the
hotel.”

“Yep,” Randy nodded.  “We already thought aˈ that.” 
Randy pulled the toothpick out of his mouth and tossed it to the
floor while Bill gulped the rest of his now-cold coffee.

“Thanks.”  Nate nodded once and returned to Amanda. 
“If you’re finished here, we might oughta get you to your
room.”

“Yes, I’m finished.”  She stood, turned around, and noticed
the crowded diner.  “My goodness,” she murmured to Nate. 
“This is a popular place.”

Nate only scowled as he walked her over to his partners, already
standing.  “Miss Amanda, this here is Randy and Bill.”

“Ma’am,” Randy said in his delightful drawl.  Bill just
smiled shyly, ducking his head. 

“Stick close,” Nate told her.  He put his hand in the
middle of her back and guided her toward the door.  Randy led
the way while Bill followed Nate.

At Randy’s glare, the gawkers reluctantly made a path to let
them pass.  Once they got outside and onto the street, Bill
turned briefly to face the staring men.  His earlier shy
demeanor had been replaced by one of warning as he meaningfully
touched his revolvers.  Satisfied at having no challengers, he
hurried three steps to catch up to Nate.  The small party
strolled toward the hotel, unmolested.

In the balmy evening, the Texas sky looked like thousands of
lights on midnight velvet.  The afternoon heat had given way
to cooler temperatures, made even more pleasant by a soft
breeze.  Music from the saloon spilled into the air, joined by
muted laughter and shouts from its patrons.

“I should be tired,” Amanda sighed, glancing up at Nate, “but I
don’t want to go in yet.”

Nate looked beside him at the sound of her voice and unknowingly
quit breathing.  Moonlight held her features in black and gold
relief, her hair dark except for an occasional softly gleaming
curl.  He didn’t want her to go in yet either, but where else
could she go?  The few women in Tascosa worked at the saloon
or lived at home with their husbands and families.

“Ya know,” Nate finally spoke, “maybe you could rent a room from
one aˈ the families ˈround here.  It’d be better than stayinˈ
at the hotel.”

“Who?” Amanda asked. 

“Don’t know.  Let me study it a spell.” 

The four of them reached the hotel and went into the dim
lobby.

“Well, gentlemen, I guess this is goodnight.”  Amanda
smiled sweetly at all of them.  She shook Randy’s hand and
then Bill’s.  “Thank you for your help.  It was a real
pleasure meeting you.”

“You, too.”  Randy spoke for both of them. 

When Nate extended his hand, she surprised him by ignoring
it.  Instead she put both hands on his shoulders, reached up,
and gave him a slow, soft kiss on his cheek.

“Thank you most of all,” she whispered close to his ear and
looked into his eyes without smiling.  After a brief moment of
silent communion, Amanda turned and disappeared up the stairs, all
three of them watching her.  When they heard her door click
shut down the hall, they headed out to the street.

“Woohoo!” Randy exclaimed.  “I could look at her all
day.” 

Bill grinned in agreement.  “I don’t remember ever talkinˈ
to a young, single gal before.”

“I got news for you, partner,” Randy chuckled.  “You still
haven’t.” 

Bill stopped in midstride, a puzzled expression on his
face.  “Damn.  You’re right.  Oh, well.  Least
she talked to me.”  He shrugged pragmatically and resumed
walking.

Nate didn’t comment.  His mind kept replaying her soft lips
on his cheek — her beautiful eyes — lilac water. 

“Hey, son,” Randy teased, slapping Nate’s shoulder, “you gonna
be aw’right?  That looked like some kiss back
there.” 

“What?”  Nate snapped to attention, glancing at
Randy.  “Oh, yeah, I’ll be fine.”  He stopped
walking.  “I’m gonna head to the ranch.”

“No whiskey?  Oh, c’mon,” Bill pleaded.

“Naw.  Not tonight.  I’m not in the mood.”

“Aw’right.  See ya tomorrow.”  Randy turned toward the
saloon, with Bill on his heels. 

Nate walked to his horse and stopped to look at the hotel. 
A light shone through an upstairs window, showing a woman’s
silhouette through its sheer curtain.  Standing outside in the
dark, completely enrapt, he watched Amanda brush her long hair and
braid it for the night.  He didn’t leave until she blew out
the lamp.

Nate made the long ride home deep in thought.  With his
horse unsaddled, brushed, and turned into the corral, he headed to
the bunkhouse.  The long room sat empty, with most of the
cowboys still at the saloon.  He got his beat-up guitar and
carried it to the porch.  Leaning against the post, he began
strumming with no particular song in mind.  He simply couldn’t
get Amanda out of his head, and this gave him something to do while
he thought.

After an hour, two of the hands rode into the dirt yard, clearly
the worse for drink.

“I heard she had black hair and her name’s Annie,” one of them
slurred with an air of authority.

“Naw.  Not Annie,” his friend argued, swaying
slightly.  “Amy.  Her name’s Amy, from Boston
way.” 

“Oh, I didn’t hear that part. There was a big fight at
the dining hall, though.”

“Hey, Bradford,” one of them greeted as he stepped past to go
inside.

“Yeah.  Hi.”  Nate smiled to himself.  They were
both wrong, but that’s how gossip worked on a ranch.






 

[i] LX Ranch - The LX Ranch was established in
Potter County, TX in 1877 by W. H. (Deacon) Bates and David T.
Beals, two men from Boston. 
[http://www.tsha.utexas.edu/handbook/online/articles/LL/apl3.html]
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The story of Kûy Syân Joshua tracks two diverse ways of life: Kiowa
and white. In 1851, Lana Cooper, a white woman, makes a choice to
live with her Kiowa husband, Two Hawks, thus keeping her family
from knowing she’s alive. While the western frontier brews in
hostilities between indigenous tribes and bluecoats, back east, the
country is divided by Civil War. When the war ends, Lana’s first
husband Liam O’Connell finds himself on the losing side and must
somehow piece his world back together. These two lives dance and
weave around each other, bringing them closer and closer to the
truth, while Lana and Two Hawks fight to keep their family alive on
the high plains of Texas.

This is the second in the "T'on Ma" trilogy.

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4274



	


Black
Wolf at Rosebud (2008)
~~~2 Chapter Sample~~~

"Black Wolf at Rosebud", the second in the Black Wolf series, finds
Matthew Black Wolf, keyboard player for his band, in a relationship
that tests even the strongest love. He is constantly on the road
for concerts and press junkets, surrounded by beautiful people and
seductive women. But Lainie Two Kettles has only known her life on
the Rosebud Reservation. Is his life too much for her? Will his
cousin, Dan, steal her away?

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4389



	


Black
Wolf on Tour (2008)
~~~2 Chapter Sample~~~

“Black Wolf on Tour” tells of the youngest Black Wolf brother,
Joaquin. He is rich, a talented drummer, young, famous, handsome —
and already jaded. Romantic relationships mean nothing to him, and
his cavalier attitude concerns his family. He refuses to change,
until Life teaches him a better way.

This is the third novel in the Black Wolf series.

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4390



	


Black
Wolf: Loco Lobo (2009)
~~~2 Chapter Sample~~~

“Black Wolf: Loco Lobo” shows how Joaquin Black Wolf, talented
drummer for his and his brothers’ band, tries to put his shattered
life back together, one piece at a time. Ghosts and nightmares and
hallucinations haunt him at every turn, making him doubt his own
sanity and his own heart. He turns to his family’s beliefs for
help, but will their ancient rituals heal him?

This is the 4th novel in the Black Wolf series.

Available at

https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/4391
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