
 

In the loft, Mom and I were lying on our bed of deerskins and blankets. It must have 

been past midnight, but neither of us were sleeping. Downstairs were the Cassidy 

brothers, and they knew that we knew who they were. For hours, Wyatt and Roy had 

been playing cards as if they hadn’t a care in the world, even though their brother, 

Scoot, lay injured and groaning in our storeroom.  

At long last they had settled down for the night. Knowing that Mom and I would try to 

sneak out to fetch the sheriff from the town, Roy had laid himself down on a blanket by 

the door. Fly, our daft dog, had curled up beside him. Wyatt had pulled the rocking chair 

to the bottom of the loft ladder, and there he would spend the night. All the men were 

now snoring, but Mom and I were prisoners in our own home. 

The men had not tied us up or even taken away the sheath knife I wore on my belt. 

They obviously did not think we were strong enough to fight them, and they were 

probably right. “We have to get out,” I whispered in Mom’s ear. She squeezed my hand. 

We were terrified about making even the slightest sound. But, whispering, we formed a 

plan. 

As quietly as possible, I used my knife to prise several of the roof’s wooden shingles off 

the nails which held them. It was almost pitch black up here and we could not see a 

thing, but soon we had made a small hole. I was worried that Fly would bark, or that the 

men would hear me. 

Carefully, I pushed my head out into the cold night air. The sky was full of stars, but the 

moon was just a thread-thin curve which provided little light. Beneath me, against the 

outside wall, there was a stack of logs piled high enough for me to lower myself onto. I 

turned to help my mother. Her head and shoulders emerged, but the hole was tight 

around her. I tried to loosen a few more tiles, but my foot dislodged a log. It rolled down 

the woodpile, making a noise that seemed to me to be as loud as thunder. Fly began to 

bark and I heard one of the men shouting. “Quick!” I whispered, and pulled at my mom. 

She struggled, but could not get out. 



I heard Wyatt Cassidy say, “Where do you think you’re going?” I could tell that he was 

coming up the steps into the loft. Suddenly, my mom shrieked as he pulled her back 

inside. 

I jumped to the ground and ran towards a patch of trees at the back of the house, my 

heart thumping. 

I crouched in the bush, trying to control my breathing and wondering what to do. For a 

moment, everything was quiet. All I could see was the back of the house, so I couldn’t 

tell what was happening at the front. There was a flicker of light in the one small window 

that I could see, and I heard my mom shouting and struggling. 

Then, Roy Cassidy came round the side of the house. He had lit the hurricane lamp and 

was holding it up, but it did nothing to illuminate the ink-black prairie. 

Fly ran out past him, barking at the night. 

“Tom!” Roy shouted. “We’ve got your mother, so you’d better get back here right now!” 

He had no idea where I had gone, but he knew I must still be within earshot. 

Then Wyatt came out. I guessed he had tied my mother up inside the house. “Go check 

the barn,” he snapped at his brother. “Don’t let him get a horse.” I cursed under my 

breath. The men had stabled their horses in the barn. Mom and I had planned on riding 

into town to fetch the sheriff. We would have scattered the men’s horses out onto the 

prairie first, but that plan was ruined now. 

“Boy!” Wyatt shouted. “You’ve got nowhere to go. We have your horse. We have your 

dog. We have your mother. When the sun comes up, I will start shooting them, and not 

necessarily in that order.” 

I felt sick. On foot, I had no hope of reaching town and getting back here with the sheriff 

before sunrise. 

“Where did that dumb dog go?” Wyatt called to Roy. 



In the darkness, all I could see were the black shapes of the house and the barn, and 

the bobbing orange glow of the hurricane lamp which Roy was holding. But I could hear 

Fly snuffling. He had picked up my scent. If he found me, he would bark. 

I knew that Fly did not bark when he was running. He didn’t have the breath for it. 

So I ran away, hoping that Fly, my faithful, stupid friend, would run after me in silence. 

Sure enough, I soon heard his paws on the soil close behind me. 

Behind us a few gunshots rang out, and I could hear the Cassidy brothers shouting. 

They were searching for me but they wouldn’t search for long. It was too dark. They 

knew I was on foot and that the nearest town was nearly a day’s walk away. They 

thought I had nowhere to go and would have to come back by morning. So, I guessed 

that they would just go back inside and wait for my return. 

I headed north-east. There was one person who might be able to help me. 

Once I was far enough away from the house, I slowed to a pace which I knew I’d be 

able to keep up for hours. With Fly lolloping along beside me, I jogged through the 

darkness. I hoped we would not run into a hungry bear or step on a rattlesnake. 

We were lucky. It took several long hours, but at last we were running down a stony 

slope into a river valley where there was a single tipi, a fire, and someone who could 

help. 

“Red Moon!” I cried as I approached. “Red Moon!” 

Red Moon was my cousin, a Lakota Sioux like my mom. Most of our Lakota friends and 

relations lived many miles away on the reservation, but Red Moon preferred to live out 

here all by herself. 

In the glow of her fire, I could see Red Moon sitting there, her back to me. Her horse, 

Soaring Eagle, was grazing beneath a wind-bent cottonwood tree. As always, Fly ran on 

ahead, and the horse ignored him. But as I got closer, I thought it was strange that Red 

Moon didn’t get up. She turned her head, but that was all. Then I saw, standing just 

outside the glow of the fire, a man with a wide-brimmed hat. He had drawn his pistol 

and was pointing it at Fly.  


