
Goingsnake Inheritance 
 
 
Chapter 1: The Stolen Sovereign 
By Bradley Estabrooks  

  
Forty-four years. For forty-four years, I lived under the impression that I was carrying a curse. You don't think about it that way when you're young. 
When you're in the thick of it, you just think it's bad luck. You spend fifteen years of your life grinding as a general manager. Running high-volume retail 
operations, managing millions of dollars in corporate inventory, pushing thousands of employees to hit margins that only benefit people in skyscrapers 
you'll never see. You sacrifice your time, your youth, and your joints. You build a flawless professional reputation. You think you're constructing a 
concrete foundation for your family.   
And then, the engine blocks break down. Your body begins a systematic betrayal. A rotator cuff rips—leaving you with a sharp, white-hot physical 
limitation. The deep, dull, steady ache of degenerative arthritis sets into the small joints of your hands, making even the simplest movements a 
calculated risk. And inside your own skull, the chaotic, high-voltage currents of bipolar disorder and severe ADHD wage a relentless, daily war against 
your executive function. The fog of unemployment rolls in, heavy and claustrophobic.   
But the world outside doesn't halt for a broken man. Inflation hits the local economy like a physical blow. The price of groceries doubles. The utility bills 
read like mortgage payments from a decade ago. My wife works her fingers to the bone, logging long hours as a librarian at a private Christian 
academy, but in a system this profoundly broken, a single-income household isn't a living. It's a slow-motion drowning.   
But you learn to manage the panic. You don't have the luxury of giving up because you aren't fighting for yourself anymore. You are fighting for your 
bloodlines.   
You look at your son, Jace—a college student who is just now starting to feel the heavy, familiar genetic weight of the very same illnesses I wake up to 
face every single morning. You look at your daughter, Avery—a fierce, independent teenager who watches the world with the exact same unyielding 
fire I used to carry before the corporate gears ground me down. They need a future. They need scholarships, medical resources, and the stability that 
should be guaranteed by our heritage. We needed the Cherokee tribal citizenship benefits that are rightfully ours by blood.   
But every single time I tried to cross that threshold, every time I submitted the paperwork, the iron gates were slammed directly in my face. The 
registry office was a wall of cold, bureaucratic silence. Denied. Invalidated. Incomplete.   
For four years, I beat my head against that wall, trying to figure out why a direct, undeniable line to the territory was being treated like a fabrication. I 
couldn't find the missing link.   
I didn't realize the link wasn't lost. It was being actively withheld.   
It was a Tuesday afternoon when the front door opened, and my sister, Maren, walked in. Maren married into the military lifestyle. She lived in a 
different universe. She had the premium healthcare networks, the ironclad institutional stability, the absolute safety net. She didn't need tribal identity 
to ensure her kids got an education or a doctor's appointment. Her life glided smoothly over the economic potholes that were actively destroying 
mine.   
And because she didn't need it... she buried it.   
For four long years, while she watched me spiral, while she watched Jace and Avery face an uncertain world without a safety net, Maren kept a thick, 
black leather three-ring binder locked in the darkest corner of her closet. It was the master record of our family line, passed down directly from our 
grandmother's hands right before she drew her last breath.   
She sat right across from me at the kitchen table. She didn't offer an apology. She didn't look me in the eye. She just slid the heavy vinyl binder across 
the wood. She told herself and she told me that she was just fulfilling a sacred promise to Grandma Sylvia to keep the history "safe".   
But I've spent a lifetime managing people, reading the subtle shifts in human behavior, and I saw the real truth written in the tight line of her jaw. It 
wasn't about a promise. It was about an unspoken hierarchy. It was the quiet, intoxicating power of looking down on my family's financial desperation 
from a position of absolute, untroubled security. She knew she was holding the one thing that could give my children a foothold, and she chose to 
keep it on a shelf because she didn't personally require the leverage.   
But the bitterness evaporated the moment my fingers touched the plastic edge of that binder. I didn't care about the family politics anymore. I just 
needed the truth.   
I carried the binder back into my home studio late that night. The house was dead quiet. The family was asleep. The only light in the room was the 
harsh, yellow glare of my desk lamp bouncing off the plastic sleeves.   
I started digging. I bypassed the standard family trees, the old marriage certificates, and the modern copies, tracing the ink backward into the dark 
history of the old Indian Territory. And there, at the bottom of a stack of faded, legal-sized documents, I found the official registry records: the 1906 
Dawes Roll files.   
My eyes locked onto the name: James "Clint" Pruitt.   
But it wasn't the name that stopped my breath. It was a secondary document tucked behind his registry card—a yellowed, handwritten, certified 
transcript of a long-forgotten federal land commission hearing from the turn of the century.   
The paper was old, brittle, and curling badly under the intense heat of my studio desk lamp. To keep the document flat so I could scan the text with my 
cell phone, I needed a weight. I reached up with my right arm toward the shelf above my monitors. My fingers wrapped around an old, non-functional 
wooden monitor speaker. It was a heavy, square relic from the 1970s that had belonged to my grandfather—something I'd kept on my shelf for 



decades as a decorative piece of vintage studio nostalgia. A dust collector.   
I pulled it down. But the moment the weight hit my hand, my torn rotator cuff gave way. A sudden, blinding spike of arthritic agony shot down my 
forearm, causing my fingers to instantly lose their grip.   
The speaker fell. The old cabinet shattered across the desk, splitting completely down its seams. Loose wiring and dry-rotted acoustic foam scattered 
across my papers.   
But out of the center of the broken wooden casing, rolling into the light of the lamp, fell an object that had nothing to do with audio engineering. It was 
a compact bundle, wrapped tightly in a thick piece of heavy, yellowed, waterproof oilcloth.   
My hands were shaking as I picked it up. My ADHD brain was firing on all cylinders, the fog completely vanishing as I unpeeled the stiff, wax-coated 
fabric. Inside lay an original, handwritten registry sheet from the Goingsnake District, dated April 15, 1872.   
There was no official government letterhead. There was no complex legal jargon. It was an autonomous declaration of Old Settler rights, covered in a 
row of ink signatures. And right there, cutting directly across the margin next to Clint Pruitt's name... was a dark, irregular, copper-colored stain.   
Blood. Spilled on the exact afternoon eleven men were shot to pieces in the mud outside the Whitmire schoolhouse.   
That bloodstain wasn't ancient history. It was a blueprint.   
I sat under that lamp for hours, cross-referencing the signatures with the modern banking records and land registries I could access online. And that is 
when the entire illusion of my life collapsed.   
The corrupt political dynasty that built this territory—the Vance family—didn't just steal our land grants back in 1906. They realized that if Clint Pruitt's 
direct line ever legally claimed their sovereign identity, the entire multi-million dollar corporate paper trail of their modern real estate empire would 
legally implode. So they didn't just block our citizenship at the tribal office. They went deeper.   
To keep the federal government and auditors from ever looking into their shell corporations, the Vance family has been actively utilizing the stolen 
identities and birth records of Clint Pruitt's descendants to shield their own black-market financial assets. For forty-four years.   
The financial curse I thought I was carrying my entire life? The ruined credit before I was even old enough to understand the word? The dead-end jobs 
and vanished savings? It wasn't a spiritual failure. It was a targeted, calculated corporate blockade. They deliberately sabotaged my economic survival 
from the day I was born to ensure I would spend my entire life broke, distracted, and far too exhausted by basic survival to ever look inside my 
grandfather's speaker.   
They kept me poor to keep themselves rich.   
I didn't wait for morning. I grabbed my cell phone, threw the leather binder into the front seat of my truck, and hit the dark, rain-slicked highway 
heading east toward Stilwell. The anxiety was screaming in my chest, my mind was redlining, but the path ahead was finally clear.   
Or so I thought.   
I glanced down at the phone illuminated on the dashboard. An unlisted number. A single, brief line text message blinking in the dark:   
"The library is closed, Brady. Check the back seat."   
The library. My wife's job. My heart stopped. Closed? What did that mean? Did they fire her? Did they lock the doors?   
And then my mind processed the second half of the text. Check the back seat.   
A cold sweat broke across my neck. I looked into my rearview mirror, staring into the pitch-black cabin of my own crew cab truck. There was nothing 
there. Just empty space. Just the shadow of the leather seats. It was a mind game. A psychological play to get me to take my eyes off the—   
Outside the truck window, the total darkness was shattered by the instant blinding high-beams of a massive, unmarked black SUV dropping out of the 
blind spot. They weren't behind me. They were right next to me!   
Before I could grab the wheel, the heavy steel grill of the SUV veered hard into my driver's side door.   
Next time... in Episode Two... "The Hollow Reel." 
If... if I'm still here to record it. My name... is Brady Brooks. Don't... don't look back....   



 
 
Chapter 2: The Closed Library 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
The world doesn't end with a bang. It ends with the sound of rain drumming against a shattered windshield and the smell of leaking radiator fluid 
mixing with Oklahoman dirt. 
I didn’t lose consciousness. I wish I had. Instead, I sat there trapped in the driver’s seat of my wrecked truck, listening to the rhythmic, metallic 
tick-tick-tick of the cooling engine. Through the spiderweb cracks in the side glass, the taillights of the black SUV bled into the downpour, fading into 
the dark highway like twin drops of blood. 
They didn't stop to finish the job. They didn't need to. The slick, rain-drowned blacktop of the rural highway gave them all the plausible deniability they 
wanted. Just another late-night accident. Another statistic on a lonely stretch of country road. 
My hands were shaking, slick with a cocktail of cold sweat and a slow leak from my hairline. I didn't care about the blood. I didn't care about the truck. 
"The binder," I muttered, my voice sounding hollow, a stranger's rasp inside the claustrophobic cabin. "Where is it..." 
I scrambled across the center console, my ribs screaming in protest as they scraped against the gearshift. My fingers clawed through the 
debris—shattered plastic, loose coins, old receipts. Nothing. I dropped to my knees in the passenger footwell, my hands digging wildly beneath the 
crumpled dashboard. 
The leather cover was gone. The heavy, unyielding weight of forty-four years of family secrets, the records of Sylvia Pinkley, the lineage of John Henry 
Clinton Prewitt—vanished. 
They thought I had it. I thought they took it. 
The realization hit me harder than the SUV. If the Vance family had that binder, I was a dead man walking. If they didn't... then we were both hunting a 
ghost in the mud. 
Three days later, the rain had stopped, but the dampness stayed inside my bones. 
I locked myself in the back room of the house. The blinds stayed drawn, blocking out the harsh Oklahoma sun, turning the room into a tomb of yellow 
lamplight. My body was a roadmap of deep, dark purple bruises, but my mind was running a fever. A manic, electrical current buzzing right behind my 
eyes. 
I didn't sleep. You don't sleep when the walls are closing in. 
Instead, I used a black marker to sketch the Vance family tree directly onto the drywall. From their corporate offices in Tulsa down to the limestone 
quarries and water rights they guarded like dragons in the old Goingsnake District. 
I could see the pages of the binder in my mind. I hadn't just read them; I had memorized the shape of the ink. I remembered the 1872 land allotments. I 
remembered how John Henry’s name had been systematically lined through on the state ledgers, replaced by a shell company owned by a Vance 
patriarch. 
"They missed a spot," I whispered to the empty room, my fingers tracing the jagged lines on the wall. "They think they scrubbed the blood off the dirt. 
But the dirt remembers." 
The paranoia wasn't a weight; it was a weapon. It kept me sharp. Every car that slowed down on the gravel road outside made my chest tighten. Every 
click of the landline felt like a corporate ear listening to my breath. They had the resources. They owned the county. They had everything—except the 
one thing that could dismantle their entire empire. 
 
The Cherokee County Records Office smelled like ancient dust and institutional indifference. 
I stood across the high wooden counter from a man whose name tag read Miller. He didn't look at my bruised face. He didn't look at the slight tremor 
in my hands. He only looked at the computer screen with the glazed expression of a man who had spent thirty years hiding behind red tape. 
"I told you, Mr. Brooks," Miller said, his voice flat, exhausted by my persistence. "There's nothing to validate. The filing you're asking for doesn't exist in 
our modern database." 
"It's not in the database because it's from before statehood," I leaned over the counter, keeping my voice low, letting the authoritative grit of my 
delivery cut through his apathy. "Look at the historical rolls. Look at the Dawes Commission logs from the late 1890s. Sylvia Pinkley. John Henry Clinton 
Prewitt. The land allotment ties directly to the water and mineral rights currently leased by Vance Energy." 
Miller finally looked up. There was a brief, flickering shadow of fear in his eyes when I said the name Vance. It was gone in a second, replaced by a cold, 
bureaucratic wall. 
"I know exactly what rolls you're talking about," Miller said, dropping his pen onto the desk with a sharp click. "And the answer is no." 
"No what?" 
"No authority," Miller leaned in, his voice dropping to a harsh whisper. "The Dawes Commission ruling from nineteen-hundred explicitly denied your 
family's registry claim. That historic denial trumps any modern tribal rules or validation attempts today. The link is disconnected, Mr. Brooks. 
Permanently. As far as the State of Oklahoma and the county are concerned, your ancestors never held a valid title to that limestone settlement." 
"The Dawes ruling was fraudulent," I said, my knuckles turning white against the edge of the counter. "The Vances paid off the commissioners to clear 
the registry so they could seize the water rights. Half the power and money controlling this district belongs to my bloodline." 
"Then take it up with a ghost," Miller said coldly, stepping back from the desk. "The library is closed to you, sir. Have a nice day." 
I walked out into the blinding heat, the bureaucratic stone wall echoing in my ears. They hadn't just stolen the land; they had weaponized time itself. 



They were using a one-hundred-year-old act of corruption to lock the door to my future, and without the physical proof in that binder, I was just a 
crazy man shouting at a courthouse. 
 
Maren’s apartment was located on the ragged edge of town, sitting above a vacant auto-body shop where the air tasted like rust and asphalt. 
She didn't invite me in. She stood in the doorway, her eyes darting past my shoulder to the empty street below. My older sister. The wildcard. The 
woman who had handed me the fuse that lit this entire explosion. 
"You look terrible, Brady," she said, her voice lacking any real warmth. It was the rehearsed tone of someone trying to act normal. 
"The truck's totaled," I said, stepping past her anyway, forcing my way into the cramped, chaotic living room. "Someone ran me off the road on Route 
Four. The binder is gone." 
Maren froze. Her hand stayed hovered over the doorknob. "They took it?" 
"I don't know," I said, turning to face her, analyzing every microscopic shift in her expression. "I thought they did. But their people are still watching my 
house. They’re still digging through the county records. If they had it, the hunt would be over. Which means it's still out there. Or..." I paused, letting the 
silence stretch between us until it felt heavy. "...someone else has it." 
Maren let out a sharp, cynical laugh, turning away to light a cigarette. "Don't look at me like that. I gave it to you to get it out of my life. I don't want 
anything to do with that old family curse." 
"You lied to me, Maren." 
She stopped, the lighter flame hovering an inch from her face. "Excuse me?" 
"You told me you found it in our grandmother's attic last month," I walked toward her, my voice dropping into that commanding, relentless register. 
"But I checked the old house. The attic has been empty since ninety-eight. You didn't find it. You stole it. Or someone gave it to you." 
The mask slipped. For a fraction of a second, I didn’t see my sister; I saw a stranger. A compulsive liar who had spent her entire life running from our 
family, convinced she belonged in a different, grander world than the one we grew up in. She had isolated herself from us not out of fear, but out of 
absolute, calculated resentment. 
"You always think you're the detective, Brady," she hissed, the smoke curling around her face. "You think you're the one who has to carry the family 
flag. You don't know anything about what happened in the Goingsnake District. You don't know what it cost to keep that book hidden." 
"Then tell me the truth." 
"The truth?" She sneered, stepping close, her eyes flashing with a lifetime of bitter envy. "The truth is you're chasing ghosts, and you're going to get 
yourself killed for a piece of dirt that was washed in blood a century ago. Get out of my house." 
She didn't deny it. She didn't explain it. She just slammed the door in my face, leaving me completely alone in the dark corridor. 
The midnight air was still thick with humidity when I finally drove back out to the crash site on Highway Three. My head was thumping, my ribs burning, 
but the mania wouldn't let me rest. I had to see the dirt for myself. I had to know if the Vances had truly beaten me to it. 
I parked my rental along the shoulder, clicked on my flashlight, and stepped down into the steep ditch where my truck had spun out. The mud was 
deep, sucking at my boots as I tracked the deep, jagged ruts left by the tow truck. 
I flashed the beam across the tree line, searching the flattened brush, wild ferns, and standing water. 
Then, my breath caught. 
There, stamped clearly into the soft, wet silt right beside a cluster of flattened ferns, was a fresh print. It wasn't mine. It was the distinct, heavy tread of 
a modern tactical work boot. 
I lowered my flashlight closer to the ground. Right beside the boot print, a clear, rectangular impression had been pressed into the mud—the exact 
dimensions of a heavy, three-ring leather binder. The indentation was fresh, completely clean of the debris from the storm. 
Someone had been here tonight. Someone who wasn't an enforcer, and someone who wasn't a deputy. They had stood right where I was standing, 
reached into the darkness, and pulled my family's legacy out of the earth. 
I turned off the light, the darkness rushing back to swallow the highway, and listened to the wind through the trees. I was no longer just fighting a 
corporate empire. 
I was hunting a shadow. 
 
CONTINUED IN EPISODE 3: THE BLOOD RIDGE 
 
The hunt escalates, but the rules have changed. 
Brady Brooks is trapped between a corrupt dynasty and an unknown predator operating in the shadows of Oklahoma. With the modern courthouse 
doors locked tightly against his ancestry, Brady must dig deeper into the dark historical truth of the Goingsnake District Massacre to find the leverage 
he needs to survive. But when you dig up the past, you risk getting buried with it. 
 
Will Brady identify the phantom holding his family legacy before the Vance empire closes the case permanently? 



Goingsnake Inheritance 
 
Chapter 3: The Blood Ridge 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
Pain has a rhythm. For the first twenty-four hours after the crash, it was just a dull, heavy thud inside my skull. But by the fourth day, the true cost of 
that rain-slicked highway ditch made itself known. My left arm hung completely useless against my torso, strapped flat in a medical immobilizer. The 
high-grade rotator cuff tear didn’t just ache; it felt like a heavy, cold tax on my entire posture, anchoring my body down while my mind was trying to 
catch flight. 
The emergency room doctor had handed me a piece of paper, a prescription for a heavy-duty narcotic, telling me to rest until the scheduled surgery. 
Rest is a luxury for men who don’t have an empire trying to erase them from the county database. 
I stood in front of the bathroom mirror under the harsh buzzing of the fluorescent bulb. My right hand popped the childproof cap off the orange 
plastic bottle. The little white pills rattled violently against the porcelain sink. I didn't take one. I took two, washing them down with a mouthful of 
lukewarm tap water. 
Within twenty minutes, the sharp edges of the world began to blur, melting into a strange, electric current that started buzzing right behind my eyes. 
The injury didn’t disappear; it just detached itself from my body, transforming into a restless, chemical fuel. 
I didn't sleep that night. I didn’t need to. 
I spent the midnight hours staring at the black marker lines I’d scrawled across my drywall. My mind was moving at a terrifying, beautiful velocity. The 
puzzle pieces were floating, aligning themselves into a perfect geometric grid. The Vance family. The water rights. The limestone quarries. They 
thought that by stealing the binder from the mud at the crash scene, they had cut the cord. But they forgot one thing. 
They forgot my mother. 
The Pinkley blood didn't start with a corporate ledger in Tulsa. It started in the dirt of the old Goingsnake District, up along the rocky, unforgiving 
terrain of the Blood Ridge. The binder was gone, but the source was still alive. 
At 4:00 AM, I grabbed my keys with my right hand, threw on a jacket over my immobilized arm, and walked out into the cool, pre-dawn Oklahoma 
mist. I could feel the Vances out there in the dark. I could feel their money, their infrastructure, their corporate eyes watching the perimeter. But I was 
faster. I was sharper. I was a man running on a fever of pure, unadulterated clarity. 
 
The old homestead sat on the high rim of the ridge, where the limestone broke through the red dirt like fractured teeth. The house was a modest, 
weathered structure that had resisted the prairie winds for sixty years, surrounded by stands of blackjack oak that hissed in the early morning breeze. 
My mother was already sitting on the front porch when I pulled up the gravel driveway. She had a ceramic mug of black coffee cradled in her lap, her 
sharp, dark eyes watching my rental car with a stillness that always made me feel exposed. That was her side of the family tree—the lineage that had 
survived the Dawes Commission blockades, the statehood land grabs, and forty-four years of manufactured poverty. 
I struggled to climb out of the car, my entire left side burning as the movement jolted my frame. I swallowed the groan, putting on a mask of absolute 
authority as I walked up the porch steps. 
"You're shaking, Brady," she said, her voice soft, carrying the quiet gravity of the hills. She didn't look at my bruised face. She looked at my hands. 
"I’m fine, Mom. It’s just the shoulder from the accident," I said, my words coming out in a rapid, rhythmic clip, the manic current pushing the air out of 
my lungs. "I don't have time to heal. The Vances are moving. They took the binder Maren gave me. They staged the crash on Route Four to make it look 
like a hydroplane, but I found the bootprints. They know I’m digging into Sylvia Pinkley’s registry file. They know about the disconnected link from the 
nineteen-hundred ruling." 
She set her coffee down with a slow, deliberate care that contrasted violently with the static electricity vibrating in my chest. 
"Brady," she said, her eyes locking onto mine with a heavy, protective sorrow. "The Vances aren't looking at us. They haven't looked at this ridge in fifty 
years." 
"Because they think they won!" I leaned against the porch railing, my right hand gesturing frantically toward the valley below, where the distant, metal 
geometry of a Vance Energy quarry cut into the tree line. "Look at the landscape, Mom. They are drawing millions of gallons of water out of the 
limestone aquifers. That’s our water. That’s the allotment John Henry Clinton Prewitt secured before the state ever existed. When the Dawes 
Commission struck his name through, it wasn't a legal error. It was a corporate assassination. I saw the fraudulent ledger sheets before I lost the 
binder." 
She closed her eyes for a long moment, the deep lines on her face tracking a lifetime of carrying a history no one else wanted to believe. When she 
opened them, she reached out and touched my good arm, her hand cool against my feverish skin. 
"Your grandmother Sylvia told me about the night of the massacre," she whispered, her voice dropping into the true, dark register of our bloodline. 
"April 1872. The Goingsnake District courthouse. The smoke was so thick you couldn't see the stars, and the blood on the limestone floorboards didn't 
wash out for three generations. The Cherokee men who died there weren't fighting over corporate leases, Brady. They were fighting for the right to 
exist on their own terms. The Vances didn't buy the commissioners until decades later. They just took advantage of the silence left behind by the 
gunfire." 
"The silence is over," I said, my jaw tightening as the authoritative grit returned to my voice. "I’m going to untangle the fraud, Mom. I’m going to force 
them to look at the blood on their money." 
She looked at me then, but it wasn't the look of an ally. It was the look of a mother watching her son step onto a collapsing bridge. She saw the 



white-hot manic focus in my eyes, she saw the orange bottle peeking out of my jacket pocket, and a profound, silent dread settled over her face. 
 
I left the homestead an hour later, the sun finally breaking through the gray clouds, baking the limestone ridges until the air shimmered with heat. My 
mind was a roaring engine, the historical details of 1872 overlapping perfectly with the modern corporate shell companies of Vance Energy. The blood 
at the Goingsnake courthouse was the catalyst; the Dawes Commission fraud was the weapon; the modern water rights were the prize. It all made 
sense. Every piece of it. 
As I reached the bottom of the ridge where the gravel road met the county highway, my eyes darted to the rearview mirror. 
A dark grey, unbadged sedan was parked on the grassy shoulder under the shade of a dead cottonwood tree. 
My pulse spiked, an intense hit of adrenaline overriding the numbing effects of the opiates. I slowed my car to a crawl. Through the tinted windshield 
of the sedan, I could see the silhouette of a single occupant. They weren't wearing a corporate suit. They didn't look like a local sheriff's deputy. 
As I passed, the driver leaned forward slightly. The sunlight caught the side of his face—a weathered, unreadable countenance, his eyes tracking my 
vehicle with the cold, professional precision of a hunter. On the dashboard of his car sat a distinctive, beaded tribal emblem, alongside a heavy canvas 
tactical pack identical to the one I had envisioned in the muddy ditch the night before. 
The Rogue Tribal Investigator. 
He didn't pull out to follow me. He didn't flash any lights. He just sat there, an immovable shadow guarding the border of my family’s stolen history, 
holding the cards I desperately needed to play. 
They thought they could use my own family's history to drive me into a corner. They thought the physical limitation of this broken frame would make 
me crawl away. But as I pressed my foot into the accelerator, heading back toward the city with my mind blazing like a brushfire, I knew the truth. 
The war wasn't just in the archives anymore. It was on the ridge. And I was going to fight it until the last match burned down to my fingers. 



Goingsnake Inheritance 
 
Chapter 4: The Disconnected Link 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
 
The fever didn't leave me slowly. It broke like an overhead power line in winter—one second the current was roaring through my veins, blinding and 
beautiful, and the next, the darkness hit with a physical weight that pinned me to the mattress. 
The mania was gone. In its place sat the void. 
I lay in the dark of our bedroom, staring at the ceiling fan spinning its lazy, hypnotic circles. The yellow lamplight from the hallway felt like needles 
against my eyes. My left arm was strapped flat against my chest in the medical immobilizer, a dead anchor that seemed to pull my entire torso down 
into the sheets. The high-grade rotator cuff tear from the highway crash had settled from a sharp shock into a heavy, permanent ache that felt less 
like an injury and more like a permanent tax on my posture. 
The black marker lines on the drywall across from the bed looked like the frantic scratches of a caged animal. I couldn’t remember the geometric 
clarity I had felt three days ago on the ridge. The connections between the 1872 massacre and the modern Vance Energy ledgers felt distant, 
obscured by a thick, gray fog. 
The door clicked open, a thin sliver of light cutting across the carpet. 
It wasn't my wife, Jayne. She was downstairs. If I kept my head perfectly still, I could hear the rhythm of her voice through the floorboards—the low, 
measured tones she used when she was trying to negotiate a crisis over the phone without waking the house. 
It was Avery. 
She walked in quietly, carrying a glass of ice water and a clean t-shirt. She was fifteen, but she had the sharp, unblinking Pinkley eyes. She didn't look at 
the scrawled walls. She didn't look at my bruised face. She looked at my right hand, which was restlessly picking at the loose threads of the quilt. 
"Dad," she said softly, setting the glass on the nightstand. "You need to change your shirt. Let me help." 
I didn't argue. I didn't have the breath for it. I sat up, the room tilting in a slow, chemical wave as she gently unvelcroed the brace. I couldn’t lift the left 
hand to help her guide the fabric over my head. My fingers just twitched on my knee. She was meticulous, moving with a quiet caution that mirrored 
my own operational style when I was whole. 
But as she reached across the nightstand to grab the clean shirt, her movements stopped. 
Her fingers didn't touch the cloth. They hovered over the orange plastic prescription bottle sitting right next to my truck keys. The label was fresh, 
printed five days ago after the ER visit. Take one tablet every six hours. 
Avery didn't say a word. She just picked it up. She didn't look at me; she just tilted the translucent plastic toward the hallway light, her thumb swiping 
over the label as she watched the little white tablets slide against the bottom. There should have been forty pills inside. There were fewer than fifteen 
left. 
She knew the math. She was just like me—she noticed the details everyone else missed, the little discrepancies that proved a system was being 
manipulated from the inside. She wasn't looking at a medical recovery. She was looking at a countdown. 
She set the bottle back down, exactly where it had been, her face hardening into an expression of quiet, adult terror that no fifteen-year-old girl 
should ever have to wear. 
"Mom is downstairs," Avery whispered, her voice tightening as she pulled the fresh cotton over my head. "She's talking to the clinic about the surgery 
scheduling. She says you need to stay in bed today, Dad. She says you're getting too worked up again." 
"The Vances are closing the loop, Avery," I rasped, my voice sounding thin, stripped of the authority it had carried forty-eight hours ago. "They're using 
the county office to finish what they started a century ago. They took the binder because they know the link is disconnected." 
She didn't validate the claim. She didn't argue. She just reached out, smoothed the collar of my shirt with a steady hand, and walked out, closing the 
door behind her. 
 
The medication didn't bring back the clarity; it just numbed the edges of the gray wall, turning the physical ache into a distant, vibrating hum. By 2:00 
AM, the house was silent, save for the rhythmic, heavy breathing of Jayne sleeping beside me. She had tried to talk to me before dinner, her hand 
resting on my forehead, asking me to please just focus on the upcoming procedure and let the county records go. She looked so small, so worn down 
by the constant weight of my shifting seasons. 
I couldn't sleep. The extra pills had created a heavy, waking twilight where the shadows in the corner of the room seemed to stretch and shift, taking 
on the texture of old canvas. 
A sharp, distinct sound cut through the static in my ears—the unmistakable crunch of heavy leather boots on the gravel driveway directly beneath our 
window. 
My heart hammered against my ribs. I slid out from under the covers, dragging my dead arm with me, and crept toward the blinds. I parted two slats 
with my right fingers, peering down into the moonlit yard. 
The dark grey sedan was there, idling at the edge of the cul-de-sac, its headlights turned off. 
Standing right by the rusted gate of our garden fence was the Shadow. The weathered, silent man from the ridge. In the pale moonlight, his clothes 
didn't look like modern tactical gear anymore; they hung loosely on his frame like homespun linen, dark with the stains of old creek mud. He didn't 
move. He just stared straight up at my window, his eyes dark cavities beneath a brimmed hat, holding his heavy canvas pack against his chest like a 
ledger. 



I blinked, a sudden spike of nausea rolling through my stomach as the medication fought the adrenaline. 
When I opened my eyes, the yard was empty. The sedan was gone. There was only the wind moving through Jayne’s hanging flower pots on the 
porch. 
I stumbled back toward the bed, my knees weak, the room spinning in a slow, chemical tilt. But as I passed the windowsill, my foot brushed against 
something small and hard. I reached down, my right fingers combing through the carpet fibers until they closed around a cold, jagged piece of metal. 
I held it up to the dim light of the hallway. It was an old-fashioned, rust-pitted, square-headed iron nail. The kind they used to build pioneer settlements 
and rural courthouses before statehood. 
A modern Vance enforcer wouldn't carry an antique. A modern deputy wouldn't drop a piece of rusted history on my floor. He was inside the 
perimeter. The Goingsnake trauma wasn't just a story my mother told me on the porch; it was bleeding through the floorboards of my own house, 
tracking the mud of 1872 into the spaces where my family slept. 
 
The final blow of the depression phase arrived at noon the next day, delivered not by a man in a black SUV, but by a courier in a beige uniform. 
Jayne brought the envelope into the bedroom, her face pale, her fingers trembling as she handed it to me. It was a formal, certified packet from the 
Cherokee County Legal Department, stamped with an official state seal. 
"What did you do at the records office, Brady?" Jayne asked, her voice cracking as she stood at the foot of the bed. She didn't look angry; she looked 
exhausted, her hand holding her phone as if she were waiting for an emergency call. "They're auditing our property line. They’re claiming an 
emergency zoning variance because of the old municipal water runoff infrastructure near our back acre. They’re giving us ten days to comply or face 
an injunction." 
I pulled the document out with my right hand, my eyes scanning the cold, institutional font. Zoning Variance 19-B. Historical Runoff Allotment Right. 
To anyone else, it looked like a standard, messy bureaucratic dispute over rural land lines. But I could see the invisible ink between the lines. The 
county wasn't auditing my property line because of a drainage ditch; the Vances were using their local puppets to squeeze me. They knew I was close 
to proving the Dawes Commission fraud. They knew I had been up on the Blood Ridge talking to my mother. 
They were trying to bankrupt me, to evict me, to bury my family under legal fees until I could no longer afford to fight for the Prewitt and Pinkley 
inheritance. 
"It's a blockade, Jayne," I said, a cold, dangerous calm finally settling over my chest as the depression hardened into a dark, defensive desperation. 
"They're closing the library doors from the outside. They’re disconnecting the link permanently." 
"Brady, please," she sobbed, burying her face in her hands. "It’s just a property dispute. It’s just red tape. You’re making it into something else. You’re 
turning everything into a war." 
She ran out of the room, her footsteps heavy on the stairs. 
I sat alone on the edge of the mattress, the square iron nail pressed hard into the palm of my right hand until the metal cut into my skin. They thought 
they could break me by taking the binder. They thought they could starve me out by attacking my home while I was trapped in this gray fog. 
But tomorrow, the medication would wear off. Tomorrow, I was going to find a way to track down that gray sedan, look that phantom investigator in 
the eyes, and demand my family’s book back. 
Because if the system wouldn't give me justice, I would have to take it from the shadows. 



Goingsnake Inheritance 
 
Chapter 5: The Phantom Ledger 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
 
The kitchen table was a battlefield of clean white paper and dark blue ink. 
I stood by the counter, my right hand gripping the edge of the laminate so hard my knuckles turned white. My left arm was still strapped tight against 
my chest in the canvas immobilizer, a heavy, throbbing reminder of the highway ditch. But the gray fog of the depression had vanished, replaced by a 
cold, sharp, desperate panic. 
Jayne stood between me and the hallway, her face set in a pale, unyielding line. In her hand, she held the orange plastic prescription bottle. 
"No more, Brady," she said, her voice dropping into that quiet, librarian calm she used when a situation was spinning out of hand. "I counted them. 
Avery counted them. You’re supposed to have three weeks of these left before the surgery, and you’ve burned through half the bottle in five days. I’m 
locking them in the lockbox downstairs. You get one every six hours, exactly like the label says. Not a minute sooner." 
"You don't understand the timeline, Jayne," I said, my voice coming out in a low, rapid whisper. The room felt incredibly loud—the hum of the 
refrigerator, the tick of the wall clock, the sound of the wind chimes on the porch all competing for space in my head. "The county gave us ten days on 
that zoning variance. Ten days before they use the municipal runoff act to freeze our back acre. They are trying to lock me out of the registry. If I don't 
have the clarity, I can't track the ledger lines." 
"The only thing you're tracking is a ghost, Brady," she said, her eyes welling with a heavy, exhausted sorrow. "You're not sleeping. Your mind is running a 
hundred miles an hour and you're tearing this family apart. I'm locking the medicine away." 
She turned and walked toward the basement door. 
A sudden, rational fury surged through my chest. In my mind, it wasn't Jayne protecting me. The deception was too perfect. The Vance family had 
reached into my own home; their legal team had used a standard bureaucratic property dispute to terrify my wife, to turn her against my 
investigation, to keep me weak and docile on a mattress while they buried the Prewitt and Pinkley legacy forever. 
"Fine," I spat, the word cutting through the quiet kitchen. "Keep the bottles. Keep the fog." 
I didn't wait for her to reply. I grabbed my truck keys off the counter with my right hand, threw open the back door, and stepped out into the pouring 
Oklahoma rain. 
I didn't have the medication to numb the shoulder, and I didn't have the chemical buffer to slow down my thoughts. My mind was completely raw, 
exposed to the elements, accelerating into a dangerous, unmedicated overdrive as I climbed into the cab of the truck and slammed the door against 
the storm. 
 
The storm was a wall of gray water, the windshield wipers slapping a frantic, rhythmic beat against the glass as I drove down the winding county 
blacktop. Without the medication, the baseline ache in my left shoulder was a constant, stabilizing anchor—it kept me awake, kept me sharp, kept me 
focused on the rearview mirror. 
I knew he was out here. The Shadow. The man with the weathered face and the heavy canvas pack who had left the pioneer iron nail on my windowsill. 
I drove for two hours, tracing the perimeter of the Vance Energy quarry lines, watching the heavy steel gates and the corporate security cameras 
through the blur of the downpour. My mind was piece-patching the grid. If the Vance family used the 1900 Dawes Commission ruling to strike John 
Henry Clinton Prewitt’s name from the limestone allotments, then the modern Tribal Investigator had to be operating on the old treaty lines. He was 
the keeper of the phantom ledger—the one document that proved our bloodline still held the sovereign water rights. 
Then, through the sheet of gray rain, I saw it. 
A dark grey sedan was idling on the gravel shoulder of a lonely dead-end section road, right where the old Cherokee boundary line met the modern 
highway. Its tail lights were faint crimson blurs in the mist. 
My heart hammered against my ribs. A cold, defensive calculation took over. This is it, my mind whispered. The operational asset. 
I pulled my truck across the centerline, turning the wheel sharply with my right hand, braking hard until my front bumper blocked the sedan's path, 
trapping it against the deep mud of the drainage ditch. I put the truck in park, threw open the door, and stepped out into the driving rain, my jacket 
flapping against my immobilized arm. 
I marched toward the driver’s side window of the sedan, my right hand resting inside my pocket, pretending to hold an authority I didn't possess. 
"Open the door!" I shouted over the roar of the thunder, leaning my face close to the tinted glass. "I know who you are. I know you have the leather 
binder from the crash site. I know you're tracking the Blood Ridge file!" 
The window rolled down slowly. 
The light from my truck's high beams caught the occupant's face. It wasn't the weathered, timeless face of the man from 1872. It wasn't an elite, 
tactical rogue investigator. 
It was a kid. A twenty-something kid in a bright yellow, standard-issue county utility jacket, a clipboard resting on his steering wheel. He was staring at 
me with his eyes wide, his hands visibly shaking against the vinyl of the steering wheel. On his dashboard sat a standard municipal GPS unit, and next 
to him was a canvas tool pack filled with iron survey stakes and property markers. 
"M-mister, please," the kid stammered, his voice terrified as he looked at my bruised face and my arm strapped to my chest. "I’m just a surveyor for the 
county water district. I’m just out here checking the runoff culverts for the storm warning. I don't know anything about a binder." 
I froze, the rain soaking through my shirt, chilling me to the bone. 



I looked past his shoulder into the backseat of his car. It was clean. It was empty. There were no historical documents, no phantom ledgers, no 
corporate hitmen. Just a thermos of coffee and a stack of printed county zoning maps. 
My mind stuttered, the geometric grid I had spent days building suddenly shifting, the lines crossing and blurring like ink running in the rain. 
"The... the property markers," I whispered, my voice losing its authoritative grit. "The iron nails." 
"They're just standard survey stakes, man," the kid said, his voice pleading as he began to roll the window back up. "Please, just move your truck. I’m 
just doing my job." 
 
I stumbled back to my truck, my boots sinking into the shifting red mud of the shoulder. The adrenaline was draining out of me, leaving my 
unmedicated frame completely defenseless against the cold and the grinding ache in my shoulder. 
I climbed back into the cab, my hands shaking so violently I could barely turn the key in the ignition. I backed the truck up, freeing the sedan, and 
watched as the utility worker gunned his engine, his tires throwing up a spray of gravel as he fled into the gray wall of the storm. 
I sat in the idling truck, the heater blowing cold air against my face. 
The illusion had fractured, but the puzzle wasn't gone—it had just become infinitely more terrifying. My mind had taken a standard county surveyor, a 
kid checking a drainage ditch, and transformed him into a phantom ghost from the 1872 massacre. The rusted nail I had found on my windowsill wasn't 
a threat left by a corporate enforcer; it was just a piece of old debris my own boots must have tracked in from my mother's historic homestead on the 
Blood Ridge. 
I wasn't being hunted by an army of corporate spies. 
I was being hunted by the broken architecture of my own mind. 
A cold, terrifying clarity settled over me—the first true baseline thought I’d had since the highway crash. The Vance family had stolen the land. The 
Dawes Commission fraud was real. My mother's history was absolute fact. But the modern war, the black SUVs, the shadow investigators—that was 
the tragedy. That was the fever. 
I looked at my reflection in the rearview mirror. My eyes were bloodshot, hollowed out by sleep deprivation and the chemical recoil of the last five 
days. 
If I wanted to save my family, if I wanted to prove the Prewitt inheritance before the ten-day clock ran out, I couldn't trust my eyes anymore. I couldn't 
trust the shadows in the yard or the cars on the highway. I had to make an asymmetric move. I had to stop chasing phantoms and find the one piece 
of paper in the physical world that didn't care about my fever—the original 1900 land registry copy buried deep inside the vault of the Cherokee 
County Archives. 
And I had to get to it before my mind completely came apart. 



 
 
Chapter 6: Grounded Dirt 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
 
The air in the basement vault of the Cherokee County Archives smelled of decaying paper, old leather bindings, and industrial floor wax. Long rows of 
heavy steel shelving stretched into the dim shadows, lit only by a single, green-glass lamp hanging from the low ceiling. There were no black SUVs 
here. No flashing lights. No tactical boots crunching on gravel. Just the steady, rhythmic hum of a commercial dehumidifier fighting the Oklahoma 
humidity. 
I stood at the long oak table, my face pale and deep hollows carved beneath my eyes from five days without true sleep. My left arm was still strapped 
tight against my torso in the black canvas immobilizer, a stiff and unyielding anchor. With my right hand, I slowly turned the immense, yellowed page of 
a leather-bound book: LAND REGISTRY - GOINGSNAKE DISTRICT, 1902. 
Jayne stood two steps behind me, her arms crossed tightly, watching the heavy basement door. Her jacket was still damp from the storm outside, and 
her posture was rigid with concern. 
"Brady, the clinic called the house twice while you were gone," she said, her voice dropping into that quiet, measured register she used when a crisis 
was spinning out of hand. "The doctor said if your heart rate doesn't stabilize from the exhaustion, they cannot clear you for the rotator cuff repair 
tomorrow morning. We shouldn't be here. We should be at home." 
"I’m not looking at the shadows anymore, Jayne," I said, my voice coming out slow, steady, and entirely devoid of the frantic, manic speed that had 
pushed me out into the rain. "I told you. The kid in the storm... he was just a county utility surveyor checking the drainage culverts. The rusted iron nail 
on the bedroom windowsill was just old scrap my own boots tracked in from my mother’s homestead on the ridge. I know what’s real now. I know the 
boundaries." 
"Then why are we in a county basement?" Jayne asked, stepping closer to the table. 
"Because the crime didn't happen on the highway five days ago," I whispered, my fingers resting on the brittle paper. "It happened one hundred and 
twenty-four years ago, right here in the registry entries. Look at the ledger lines." 
Jayne leaned over my shoulder, her eyes following my right index finger as it traces down a column of handwritten names in faded iron-gall ink. 
"Here," I said. "July 1902. The Cherokee Allotment Act. When the federal government dismantled the communal tribal holdings, every single family got 
their individual parcels. Look at allotment number 4412. John Henry Clinton Prewitt. That’s my mother's great-grandfather." 
Jayne gasped softly. Across the beautifully penned name of John Henry Prewitt, a heavy, jagged line of black ink had been violently struck through. 
The script was aggressive, cutting deep into the fibers of the paper, crossing him completely out of the record. 
"It’s marked out," she murmured. 
"Struck from the rolls," I said, a cold, dangerous calm settling over my chest. "And look at the purple margin stamp next to it, dated October 14, 1952. It 
reads: VANCE LIME & STONE CO. - TRANSFERRED BY RIGHT OF SURPLUS ACQUISITION." 
I looked up at her, my eyes piercingly clear in the lamplight. 
"My mother didn't lose our back acre because she forgot to pay the property taxes, Jayne. The Vance family used a fraudulent pre-statehood notary 
assignment to claim the water runoff rights back when the state first paved the county road. They didn't send hitmen to run me off the blacktop. They 
didn't need to. They just waited for us to try to dig our new well, knowing the moment our drills hit that limestone aquifer, their old paperwork would 
automatically trigger the county code enforcement to freeze our deed." 
"The trucks..." Jayne's voice trembled as she began to connect the pieces. "The vehicles trailing you since the crash..." 
"It was the county zoning trucks checking the boundary markers for the runoff variance," I said. "My brain took the real historical theft—the true curse 
of what they did to the Prewitt name—and painted it onto the modern world because the physical pain in my shoulder wouldn't let me think straight. I 
turned an old legal swindle into a modern war." 
 
The heavy basement door clicked open, the sound echoing sharply through the quiet rows of shelving. Jayne flinched, stepping instinctively in front 
of my blind side, her hand gripping my jacket sleeve. 
Avery stepped out from behind a row of gray deed boxes. She was fifteen, but she carried herself with a quiet, mature intensity that mirrored my own 
operational style when I was whole. She held her smartphone tightly in her right hand, her face completely serious. 
"The archivist up front is locking up the main desk, Dad," Avery whispered, looking back toward the stairwell. "She said we have five minutes before the 
automatic security system sets for the evening." 
"Avery, I can't lift the ledger to the flatbed copier," I said, gesturing to my immobilized left arm. "My shoulder won't clear the frame." 
Avery didn't hesitate. She walked directly to the oak table, stepping between Jayne and me. She positioned herself over the leather-bound book, 
adjusting the angle of the overhead hanging lamp with a quick, practiced hand. She opened her camera app, her fingers steady. 
"I’ve got it," Avery said, her voice dropping into a determined, unblinking focus. "Don't move the page, Dad." 
CLICK. 
The digital flash illuminated the dark basement vault, casting sharp shadows across the ancient black line crossing out John Henry's name. Avery slid 
her thumb across the glass screen, zooming in on the 1952 Vance corporate stamp, capturing the original serial numbers and the signature of the 
long-dead county clerk clear as day. 
"It’s saved," Avery said, showing me the screen. "High-res, backed up directly to our cloud drive. They can restrict the digital index on the county 



website all they want, but they can't reach inside this phone and delete this photo." 
Jayne looked at the glowing screen, then looked back at our daughter. A profound, silent realization washed over her face. The physical weight of our 
family history wasn't a weapon for a man to swing anymore; it was an asset to be held, preserved, and utilized by the people who loved him. 
"That’s it," Jayne said softly, taking Avery’s hand. "That is the clean proof we take to the tribal land office. Not an argument on a dirt road. A legal filing. 
A modern reclamation." 
I let out a long, deep breath, feeling the manic tension that had kept my muscles tight for days finally begin to drain out of my frame. 
"The title is clean," I whispered, looking at the two women standing before me under the green-glass lamp. "The inheritance is ours. The cycle of 
struggle stops with me." 
 
The rain had entirely stopped by the time we reached the parking lot, leaving the asphalt of the Oklahoma highway gleaming like liquid silver under the 
streetlights. The night air was cool, carrying the sharp, clean scent of wet red dirt. 
I sat in the passenger seat of the truck, my head resting back against the headrest, my eyes closed. My face looked softer in the dashboard light, the 
hard, frantic edge of the previous weeks finally melting away into sheer physical exhaustion. Without the medication to artificially drive my system, my 
body was finally registering the true toll of the high-grade tear. 
Jayne drove, her eyes fixed safely on the road ahead, her hands steady on the steering wheel. In the backseat, Avery was completely silent, her phone 
tucked safely into her jacket pocket—holding the digital key to our family’s future. 
"When we get home, Avery is going to clear the dining room table," Jayne said, her voice calm, commanding, and anchoring me back to the earth. "No 
more black marker lines on the drywall, Brady. No more tracking the neighborhood security cameras." 
"Okay," I whispered, keeping my eyes closed. 
"We are going to have a normal dinner," Jayne continued, her voice softening as she reached over and gently touched my good hand. "You are going 
to let me set the alarm for the hospital at five o'clock tomorrow morning. And when the surgeon clears you, and the doctor hands me that post-op 
bottle tomorrow afternoon... you are going to let me manage the doses, because the war is already won. You broke the curse, Brady. You can rest 
now." 
I turned my head toward the passenger window, watching the dark, rolling hills of the old Goingsnake District pass by in the twilight. The ancient ridge 
where my ancestors had fought their bloody battles looked peaceful under the stars, no longer crowded by the phantoms of my own making. 
"The curse is broken," I murmured into the quiet cab of the truck. "Tell them we’re coming home." 
 
Goingsnake Inheritance 
 
Chapter 5: The Phantom Ledger 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
 
The kitchen table was a battlefield of clean white paper and dark blue ink. 
I stood by the counter, my right hand gripping the edge of the laminate so hard my knuckles turned white. My left arm was still strapped tight against 
my chest in the canvas immobilizer, a heavy, throbbing reminder of the highway ditch. But the gray fog of the depression had vanished, replaced by a 
cold, sharp, desperate panic. 
Jayne stood between me and the hallway, her face set in a pale, unyielding line. In her hand, she held the orange plastic prescription bottle. 
"No more, Brady," she said, her voice dropping into that quiet, librarian calm she used when a situation was spinning out of hand. "I counted them. 
Avery counted them. You’re supposed to have three weeks of these left before the surgery, and you’ve burned through half the bottle in five days. I’m 
locking them in the lockbox downstairs. You get one every six hours, exactly like the label says. Not a minute sooner." 
"You don't understand the timeline, Jayne," I said, my voice coming out in a low, rapid whisper. The room felt incredibly loud—the hum of the 
refrigerator, the tick of the wall clock, the sound of the wind chimes on the porch all competing for space in my head. "The county gave us ten days on 
that zoning variance. Ten days before they use the municipal runoff act to freeze our back acre. They are trying to lock me out of the registry. If I don't 
have the clarity, I can't track the ledger lines." 
"The only thing you're tracking is a ghost, Brady," she said, her eyes welling with a heavy, exhausted sorrow. "You're not sleeping. Your mind is running a 
hundred miles an hour and you're tearing this family apart. I'm locking the medicine away." 
She turned and walked toward the basement door. 
A sudden, rational fury surged through my chest. In my mind, it wasn't Jayne protecting me. The deception was too perfect. The Vance family had 
reached into my own home; their legal team had used a standard bureaucratic property dispute to terrify my wife, to turn her against my 
investigation, to keep me weak and docile on a mattress while they buried the Prewitt and Pinkley legacy forever. 
"Fine," I spat, the word cutting through the quiet kitchen. "Keep the bottles. Keep the fog." 
I didn't wait for her to reply. I grabbed my truck keys off the counter with my right hand, threw open the back door, and stepped out into the pouring 
Oklahoma rain. 
I didn't have the medication to numb the shoulder, and I didn't have the chemical buffer to slow down my thoughts. My mind was completely raw, 
exposed to the elements, accelerating into a dangerous, unmedicated overdrive as I climbed into the cab of the truck and slammed the door against 
the storm. 
 



The storm was a wall of gray water, the windshield wipers slapping a frantic, rhythmic beat against the glass as I drove down the winding county 
blacktop. Without the medication, the baseline ache in my left shoulder was a constant, stabilizing anchor—it kept me awake, kept me sharp, kept me 
focused on the rearview mirror. 
I knew he was out here. The Shadow. The man with the weathered face and the heavy canvas pack who had left the pioneer iron nail on my windowsill. 
I drove for two hours, tracing the perimeter of the Vance Energy quarry lines, watching the heavy steel gates and the corporate security cameras 
through the blur of the downpour. My mind was piece-patching the grid. If the Vance family used the 1900 Dawes Commission ruling to strike John 
Henry Clinton Prewitt’s name from the limestone allotments, then the modern Tribal Investigator had to be operating on the old treaty lines. He was 
the keeper of the phantom ledger—the one document that proved our bloodline still held the sovereign water rights. 
Then, through the sheet of gray rain, I saw it. 
A dark grey sedan was idling on the gravel shoulder of a lonely dead-end section road, right where the old Cherokee boundary line met the modern 
highway. Its tail lights were faint crimson blurs in the mist. 
My heart hammered against my ribs. A cold, defensive calculation took over. This is it, my mind whispered. The operational asset. 
I pulled my truck across the centerline, turning the wheel sharply with my right hand, braking hard until my front bumper blocked the sedan's path, 
trapping it against the deep mud of the drainage ditch. I put the truck in park, threw open the door, and stepped out into the driving rain, my jacket 
flapping against my immobilized arm. 
I marched toward the driver’s side window of the sedan, my right hand resting inside my pocket, pretending to hold an authority I didn't possess. 
"Open the door!" I shouted over the roar of the thunder, leaning my face close to the tinted glass. "I know who you are. I know you have the leather 
binder from the crash site. I know you're tracking the Blood Ridge file!" 
The window rolled down slowly. 
The light from my truck's high beams caught the occupant's face. It wasn't the weathered, timeless face of the man from 1872. It wasn't an elite, 
tactical rogue investigator. 
It was a kid. A twenty-something kid in a bright yellow, standard-issue county utility jacket, a clipboard resting on his steering wheel. He was staring at 
me with his eyes wide, his hands visibly shaking against the vinyl of the steering wheel. On his dashboard sat a standard municipal GPS unit, and next 
to him was a canvas tool pack filled with iron survey stakes and property markers. 
"M-mister, please," the kid stammered, his voice terrified as he looked at my bruised face and my arm strapped to my chest. "I’m just a surveyor for the 
county water district. I’m just out here checking the runoff culverts for the storm warning. I don't know anything about a binder." 
I froze, the rain soaking through my shirt, chilling me to the bone. 
I looked past his shoulder into the backseat of his car. It was clean. It was empty. There were no historical documents, no phantom ledgers, no 
corporate hitmen. Just a thermos of coffee and a stack of printed county zoning maps. 
My mind stuttered, the geometric grid I had spent days building suddenly shifting, the lines crossing and blurring like ink running in the rain. 
"The... the property markers," I whispered, my voice losing its authoritative grit. "The iron nails." 
"They're just standard survey stakes, man," the kid said, his voice pleading as he began to roll the window back up. "Please, just move your truck. I’m 
just doing my job." 
 
I stumbled back to my truck, my boots sinking into the shifting red mud of the shoulder. The adrenaline was draining out of me, leaving my 
unmedicated frame completely defenseless against the cold and the grinding ache in my shoulder. 
I climbed back into the cab, my hands shaking so violently I could barely turn the key in the ignition. I backed the truck up, freeing the sedan, and 
watched as the utility worker gunned his engine, his tires throwing up a spray of gravel as he fled into the gray wall of the storm. 
I sat in the idling truck, the heater blowing cold air against my face. 
The illusion had fractured, but the puzzle wasn't gone—it had just become infinitely more terrifying. My mind had taken a standard county surveyor, a 
kid checking a drainage ditch, and transformed him into a phantom ghost from the 1872 massacre. The rusted nail I had found on my windowsill wasn't 
a threat left by a corporate enforcer; it was just a piece of old debris my own boots must have tracked in from my mother's historic homestead on the 
Blood Ridge. 
I wasn't being hunted by an army of corporate spies. 
I was being hunted by the broken architecture of my own mind. 
A cold, terrifying clarity settled over me—the first true baseline thought I’d had since the highway crash. The Vance family had stolen the land. The 
Dawes Commission fraud was real. My mother's history was absolute fact. But the modern war, the black SUVs, the shadow investigators—that was 
the tragedy. That was the fever. 
I looked at my reflection in the rearview mirror. My eyes were bloodshot, hollowed out by sleep deprivation and the chemical recoil of the last five 
days. 
If I wanted to save my family, if I wanted to prove the Prewitt inheritance before the ten-day clock ran out, I couldn't trust my eyes anymore. I couldn't 
trust the shadows in the yard or the cars on the highway. I had to make an asymmetric move. I had to stop chasing phantoms and find the one piece 
of paper in the physical world that didn't care about my fever—the original 1900 land registry copy buried deep inside the vault of the Cherokee 
County Archives. 
And I had to get to it before my mind completely came apart. 
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Chapter 3: The Blood Ridge 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
Pain has a rhythm. For the first twenty-four hours after the crash, it was just a dull, heavy thud inside my skull. But by the fourth day, the true cost of 
that rain-slicked highway ditch made itself known. My left arm hung completely useless against my torso, strapped flat in a medical immobilizer. The 
high-grade rotator cuff tear didn’t just ache; it felt like a heavy, cold tax on my entire posture, anchoring my body down while my mind was trying to 
catch flight. 
The emergency room doctor had handed me a piece of paper, a prescription for a heavy-duty narcotic, telling me to rest until the scheduled surgery. 
Rest is a luxury for men who don’t have an empire trying to erase them from the county database. 
I stood in front of the bathroom mirror under the harsh buzzing of the fluorescent bulb. My right hand popped the childproof cap off the orange 
plastic bottle. The little white pills rattled violently against the porcelain sink. I didn't take one. I took two, washing them down with a mouthful of 
lukewarm tap water. 
Within twenty minutes, the sharp edges of the world began to blur, melting into a strange, electric current that started buzzing right behind my eyes. 
The injury didn’t disappear; it just detached itself from my body, transforming into a restless, chemical fuel. 
I didn't sleep that night. I didn’t need to. 
I spent the midnight hours staring at the black marker lines I’d scrawled across my drywall. My mind was moving at a terrifying, beautiful velocity. The 
puzzle pieces were floating, aligning themselves into a perfect geometric grid. The Vance family. The water rights. The limestone quarries. They 
thought that by stealing the binder from the mud at the crash scene, they had cut the cord. But they forgot one thing. 
They forgot my mother. 
The Pinkley blood didn't start with a corporate ledger in Tulsa. It started in the dirt of the old Goingsnake District, up along the rocky, unforgiving 
terrain of the Blood Ridge. The binder was gone, but the source was still alive. 
At 4:00 AM, I grabbed my keys with my right hand, threw on a jacket over my immobilized arm, and walked out into the cool, pre-dawn Oklahoma 
mist. I could feel the Vances out there in the dark. I could feel their money, their infrastructure, their corporate eyes watching the perimeter. But I was 
faster. I was sharper. I was a man running on a fever of pure, unadulterated clarity. 
 
The old homestead sat on the high rim of the ridge, where the limestone broke through the red dirt like fractured teeth. The house was a modest, 
weathered structure that had resisted the prairie winds for sixty years, surrounded by stands of blackjack oak that hissed in the early morning breeze. 
My mother was already sitting on the front porch when I pulled up the gravel driveway. She had a ceramic mug of black coffee cradled in her lap, her 
sharp, dark eyes watching my rental car with a stillness that always made me feel exposed. That was her side of the family tree—the lineage that had 
survived the Dawes Commission blockades, the statehood land grabs, and forty-four years of manufactured poverty. 
I struggled to climb out of the car, my entire left side burning as the movement jolted my frame. I swallowed the groan, putting on a mask of absolute 
authority as I walked up the porch steps. 
"You're shaking, Brady," she said, her voice soft, carrying the quiet gravity of the hills. She didn't look at my bruised face. She looked at my hands. 
"I’m fine, Mom. It’s just the shoulder from the accident," I said, my words coming out in a rapid, rhythmic clip, the manic current pushing the air out of 
my lungs. "I don't have time to heal. The Vances are moving. They took the binder Maren gave me. They staged the crash on Route Four to make it look 
like a hydroplane, but I found the bootprints. They know I’m digging into Sylvia Pinkley’s registry file. They know about the disconnected link from the 
nineteen-hundred ruling." 
She set her coffee down with a slow, deliberate care that contrasted violently with the static electricity vibrating in my chest. 
"Brady," she said, her eyes locking onto mine with a heavy, protective sorrow. "The Vances aren't looking at us. They haven't looked at this ridge in fifty 
years." 
"Because they think they won!" I leaned against the porch railing, my right hand gesturing frantically toward the valley below, where the distant, metal 
geometry of a Vance Energy quarry cut into the tree line. "Look at the landscape, Mom. They are drawing millions of gallons of water out of the 
limestone aquifers. That’s our water. That’s the allotment John Henry Clinton Prewitt secured before the state ever existed. When the Dawes 
Commission struck his name through, it wasn't a legal error. It was a corporate assassination. I saw the fraudulent ledger sheets before I lost the 
binder." 
She closed her eyes for a long moment, the deep lines on her face tracking a lifetime of carrying a history no one else wanted to believe. When she 
opened them, she reached out and touched my good arm, her hand cool against my feverish skin. 
"Your grandmother Sylvia told me about the night of the massacre," she whispered, her voice dropping into the true, dark register of our bloodline. 
"April 1872. The Goingsnake District courthouse. The smoke was so thick you couldn't see the stars, and the blood on the limestone floorboards didn't 
wash out for three generations. The Cherokee men who died there weren't fighting over corporate leases, Brady. They were fighting for the right to 
exist on their own terms. The Vances didn't buy the commissioners until decades later. They just took advantage of the silence left behind by the 
gunfire." 
"The silence is over," I said, my jaw tightening as the authoritative grit returned to my voice. "I’m going to untangle the fraud, Mom. I’m going to force 
them to look at the blood on their money." 
She looked at me then, but it wasn't the look of an ally. It was the look of a mother watching her son step onto a collapsing bridge. She saw the 
white-hot manic focus in my eyes, she saw the orange bottle peeking out of my jacket pocket, and a profound, silent dread settled over her face. 
 



I left the homestead an hour later, the sun finally breaking through the gray clouds, baking the limestone ridges until the air shimmered with heat. My 
mind was a roaring engine, the historical details of 1872 overlapping perfectly with the modern corporate shell companies of Vance Energy. The blood 
at the Goingsnake courthouse was the catalyst; the Dawes Commission fraud was the weapon; the modern water rights were the prize. It all made 
sense. Every piece of it. 
As I reached the bottom of the ridge where the gravel road met the county highway, my eyes darted to the rearview mirror. 
A dark grey, unbadged sedan was parked on the grassy shoulder under the shade of a dead cottonwood tree. 
My pulse spiked, an intense hit of adrenaline overriding the numbing effects of the opiates. I slowed my car to a crawl. Through the tinted windshield 
of the sedan, I could see the silhouette of a single occupant. They weren't wearing a corporate suit. They didn't look like a local sheriff's deputy. 
As I passed, the driver leaned forward slightly. The sunlight caught the side of his face—a weathered, unreadable countenance, his eyes tracking my 
vehicle with the cold, professional precision of a hunter. On the dashboard of his car sat a distinctive, beaded tribal emblem, alongside a heavy canvas 
tactical pack identical to the one I had envisioned in the muddy ditch the night before. 
The Rogue Tribal Investigator. 
He didn't pull out to follow me. He didn't flash any lights. He just sat there, an immovable shadow guarding the border of my family’s stolen history, 
holding the cards I desperately needed to play. 
They thought they could use my own family's history to drive me into a corner. They thought the physical limitation of this broken frame would make 
me crawl away. But as I pressed my foot into the accelerator, heading back toward the city with my mind blazing like a brushfire, I knew the truth. 
The war wasn't just in the archives anymore. It was on the ridge. And I was going to fight it until the last match burned down to my fingers. 
 
Goingsnake Inheritance 
 
Chapter 4: The Disconnected Link 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
 
The fever didn't leave me slowly. It broke like an overhead power line in winter—one second the current was roaring through my veins, blinding and 
beautiful, and the next, the darkness hit with a physical weight that pinned me to the mattress. 
The mania was gone. In its place sat the void. 
I lay in the dark of our bedroom, staring at the ceiling fan spinning its lazy, hypnotic circles. The yellow lamplight from the hallway felt like needles 
against my eyes. My left arm was strapped flat against my chest in the medical immobilizer, a dead anchor that seemed to pull my entire torso down 
into the sheets. The high-grade rotator cuff tear from the highway crash had settled from a sharp shock into a heavy, permanent ache that felt less 
like an injury and more like a permanent tax on my posture. 
The black marker lines on the drywall across from the bed looked like the frantic scratches of a caged animal. I couldn’t remember the geometric 
clarity I had felt three days ago on the ridge. The connections between the 1872 massacre and the modern Vance Energy ledgers felt distant, 
obscured by a thick, gray fog. 
The door clicked open, a thin sliver of light cutting across the carpet. 
It wasn't my wife, Jayne. She was downstairs. If I kept my head perfectly still, I could hear the rhythm of her voice through the floorboards—the low, 
measured tones she used when she was trying to negotiate a crisis over the phone without waking the house. 
It was Avery. 
She walked in quietly, carrying a glass of ice water and a clean t-shirt. She was fifteen, but she had the sharp, unblinking Pinkley eyes. She didn't look at 
the scrawled walls. She didn't look at my bruised face. She looked at my right hand, which was restlessly picking at the loose threads of the quilt. 
"Dad," she said softly, setting the glass on the nightstand. "You need to change your shirt. Let me help." 
I didn't argue. I didn't have the breath for it. I sat up, the room tilting in a slow, chemical wave as she gently unvelcroed the brace. I couldn’t lift the left 
hand to help her guide the fabric over my head. My fingers just twitched on my knee. She was meticulous, moving with a quiet caution that mirrored 
my own operational style when I was whole. 
But as she reached across the nightstand to grab the clean shirt, her movements stopped. 
Her fingers didn't touch the cloth. They hovered over the orange plastic prescription bottle sitting right next to my truck keys. The label was fresh, 
printed five days ago after the ER visit. Take one tablet every six hours. 
Avery didn't say a word. She just picked it up. She didn't look at me; she just tilted the translucent plastic toward the hallway light, her thumb swiping 
over the label as she watched the little white tablets slide against the bottom. There should have been forty pills inside. There were fewer than fifteen 
left. 
She knew the math. She was just like me—she noticed the details everyone else missed, the little discrepancies that proved a system was being 
manipulated from the inside. She wasn't looking at a medical recovery. She was looking at a countdown. 
She set the bottle back down, exactly where it had been, her face hardening into an expression of quiet, adult terror that no fifteen-year-old girl 
should ever have to wear. 
"Mom is downstairs," Avery whispered, her voice tightening as she pulled the fresh cotton over my head. "She's talking to the clinic about the surgery 
scheduling. She says you need to stay in bed today, Dad. She says you're getting too worked up again." 
"The Vances are closing the loop, Avery," I rasped, my voice sounding thin, stripped of the authority it had carried forty-eight hours ago. "They're using 
the county office to finish what they started a century ago. They took the binder because they know the link is disconnected." 



She didn't validate the claim. She didn't argue. She just reached out, smoothed the collar of my shirt with a steady hand, and walked out, closing the 
door behind her. 
 
The medication didn't bring back the clarity; it just numbed the edges of the gray wall, turning the physical ache into a distant, vibrating hum. By 2:00 
AM, the house was silent, save for the rhythmic, heavy breathing of Jayne sleeping beside me. She had tried to talk to me before dinner, her hand 
resting on my forehead, asking me to please just focus on the upcoming procedure and let the county records go. She looked so small, so worn down 
by the constant weight of my shifting seasons. 
I couldn't sleep. The extra pills had created a heavy, waking twilight where the shadows in the corner of the room seemed to stretch and shift, taking 
on the texture of old canvas. 
A sharp, distinct sound cut through the static in my ears—the unmistakable crunch of heavy leather boots on the gravel driveway directly beneath our 
window. 
My heart hammered against my ribs. I slid out from under the covers, dragging my dead arm with me, and crept toward the blinds. I parted two slats 
with my right fingers, peering down into the moonlit yard. 
The dark grey sedan was there, idling at the edge of the cul-de-sac, its headlights turned off. 
Standing right by the rusted gate of our garden fence was the Shadow. The weathered, silent man from the ridge. In the pale moonlight, his clothes 
didn't look like modern tactical gear anymore; they hung loosely on his frame like homespun linen, dark with the stains of old creek mud. He didn't 
move. He just stared straight up at my window, his eyes dark cavities beneath a brimmed hat, holding his heavy canvas pack against his chest like a 
ledger. 
I blinked, a sudden spike of nausea rolling through my stomach as the medication fought the adrenaline. 
When I opened my eyes, the yard was empty. The sedan was gone. There was only the wind moving through Jayne’s hanging flower pots on the 
porch. 
I stumbled back toward the bed, my knees weak, the room spinning in a slow, chemical tilt. But as I passed the windowsill, my foot brushed against 
something small and hard. I reached down, my right fingers combing through the carpet fibers until they closed around a cold, jagged piece of metal. 
I held it up to the dim light of the hallway. It was an old-fashioned, rust-pitted, square-headed iron nail. The kind they used to build pioneer settlements 
and rural courthouses before statehood. 
A modern Vance enforcer wouldn't carry an antique. A modern deputy wouldn't drop a piece of rusted history on my floor. He was inside the 
perimeter. The Goingsnake trauma wasn't just a story my mother told me on the porch; it was bleeding through the floorboards of my own house, 
tracking the mud of 1872 into the spaces where my family slept. 
 
The final blow of the depression phase arrived at noon the next day, delivered not by a man in a black SUV, but by a courier in a beige uniform. 
Jayne brought the envelope into the bedroom, her face pale, her fingers trembling as she handed it to me. It was a formal, certified packet from the 
Cherokee County Legal Department, stamped with an official state seal. 
"What did you do at the records office, Brady?" Jayne asked, her voice cracking as she stood at the foot of the bed. She didn't look angry; she looked 
exhausted, her hand holding her phone as if she were waiting for an emergency call. "They're auditing our property line. They’re claiming an 
emergency zoning variance because of the old municipal water runoff infrastructure near our back acre. They’re giving us ten days to comply or face 
an injunction." 
I pulled the document out with my right hand, my eyes scanning the cold, institutional font. Zoning Variance 19-B. Historical Runoff Allotment Right. 
To anyone else, it looked like a standard, messy bureaucratic dispute over rural land lines. But I could see the invisible ink between the lines. The 
county wasn't auditing my property line because of a drainage ditch; the Vances were using their local puppets to squeeze me. They knew I was close 
to proving the Dawes Commission fraud. They knew I had been up on the Blood Ridge talking to my mother. 
They were trying to bankrupt me, to evict me, to bury my family under legal fees until I could no longer afford to fight for the Prewitt and Pinkley 
inheritance. 
"It's a blockade, Jayne," I said, a cold, dangerous calm finally settling over my chest as the depression hardened into a dark, defensive desperation. 
"They're closing the library doors from the outside. They’re disconnecting the link permanently." 
"Brady, please," she sobbed, burying her face in her hands. "It’s just a property dispute. It’s just red tape. You’re making it into something else. You’re 
turning everything into a war." 
She ran out of the room, her footsteps heavy on the stairs. 
I sat alone on the edge of the mattress, the square iron nail pressed hard into the palm of my right hand until the metal cut into my skin. They thought 
they could break me by taking the binder. They thought they could starve me out by attacking my home while I was trapped in this gray fog. 
But tomorrow, the medication would wear off. Tomorrow, I was going to find a way to track down that gray sedan, look that phantom investigator in 
the eyes, and demand my family’s book back. 
Because if the system wouldn't give me justice, I would have to take it from the shadows. 



Chapter 7: The Clear Title 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
The dining room table was entirely bare for the first time in weeks. The erratic maps, the blurry printouts of modern zoning coordinates, and the 
handwritten timelines of the 1872 Goingsnake courtroom shootout were gone. The drywall where I had pinned my manic theories was left 
pockmarked with tiny, dark nail holes—empty sockets where an obsession used to live. 
Outside, the humid Oklahoma dawn bled a heavy, suffocating gold across the ridge. It was five o’clock in the morning. The air inside the house felt 
thick, quiet, and hyper-stylized, like the final frame of an old neo-noir film where the rain has finally stopped but the shadows still stretch too long 
across the floor. 
I sat on the edge of the sofa, my left arm bound tight inside the black canvas immobilizer sling. Without the erratic lightning of the mania to drive me, 
my body felt like a collapsed scaffolding. The high-grade shoulder tear was a throbbing, white-hot iron anchoring me to the cushions. I hadn't slept a 
full cycle in six days. My heart was a faint, frantic tripwire clicking against my ribs—running on the residual adrenaline of a war that had ended twelve 
hours ago in a county basement. 
Jayne walked into the room, carrying a small paper cup with two blue capsules—the preoperative sedative the clinic had instructed her to administer 
to ease my systemic tremors before we arrived. Her eyes were dark-rimmed, carrying the deep, heavy exhaustion of a woman who had spent weeks 
acting as the only anchor in a storm I had unleashed upon our family. 
"It’s time, Brady," she said softly. Her voice didn't shake, but it had that flat, rhythmic weight. "The truck is loaded. We need to beat the morning traffic 
down the blacktop." 
"The table looks clean," I murmured, my voice sounding like gravel dragged across concrete. "It looks like a normal house again." 
"It is a normal house," she whispered, sitting beside me. She placed the cup in my right hand. Her fingers were cold. "The proof is on the phone. The 
Vances can't touch the back acre now. The tribal land office opens at eight. Avery is already awake, formatting the submission." 
I swallowed the capsules, the cool water tracking down my throat like ice. I closed my eyes, letting my head fall back against the drywall. 
"I remember what I told you in the beginning, Jayne," I said, the words slipping out slower now as the chemical buffer began its slow crawl into my 
nervous system. "About the curse on the Prewitt bloodline. I thought someone was coming through the woods. I thought the state utility trucks were 
scouts for an army. But the curse isn't an executioner, Jayne. It’s just the dirt. It’s the weight of every Brooks and Prewitt man believing he has to break 
his own back just to keep the sky from falling on his children. We’ve been fighting the same ambush since 1872." 
 
The door to the hallway creaked open. Avery stepped into the living room. 
At fifteen, she looked so much like my mother’s side of the family it caught in my throat—the sharp, high cheekbones of the Goingsnake Cherokees, 
the unblinking, dark eyes that didn't look at you, but through you. She was holding her smartphone in both hands, her thumbs moving with an 
aggressive, rhythmic speed that made my pulse spike. It was the exact same frantic cadence my fingers had used when I was mapping the security 
cameras. 
She sat on the coffee table directly opposite me, leaning into my space. The screen of her phone cast a sharp, cold blue light across her face, cutting 
through the amber dawn. 
"Look, Dad," she whispered. Her voice had a strange, low vibration—an intense, hyper-focused pitch that made Jayne instantly stiffen beside me. "I 
didn't just back up the photo of the 1902 registry ledger. I cross-referenced the serial numbers from the 1952 Vance corporate stamp with the federal 
allotment exclusions." 
"Avery," Jayne warned softly, her hand moving toward her daughter’s shoulder. "We're leaving for the hospital in five minutes. Put the phone down." 
"No, Mom, look at it," Avery insisted, her eyes wide, reflecting the blue glare of the glass. She didn't look at Jayne; she stayed locked onto me, her 
pupils dilated with a brilliant, terrifying intelligence. "The Vance company didn't just steal the water runoff rights on our ridge. They did it to fourteen 
other allotments along the creek bed in the fifties. If you look at the modern county zoning maps... the grid lines don't form a square. They form a 
pattern. They’ve been circling the old district borders for seventy years. They think we aren't watching the perimeter." 
A cold sweat broke out across the back of my neck. I looked at my daughter—at the rigid set of her jaw, the slight tremor in her fingers, the beautiful, 
dangerous architecture of a mind that was already beginning to build its own walls against the dark. The genetic thread didn't just pass down the land; 
it passed down the fever. The Brooks men didn't just leave their children an inheritance of soil; we left them the war in the blood. 
"Avery," I said, reaching out with my right hand, my thumb gently pressing against the glass of her screen, forcing the light down. My hand was 
shaking. "The title is clean. You saved it with the photo. The legal filing is enough." 
"But they're still out there, Dad," she whispered, her voice dropping into a razor-thin noir cadence that mirrored my own narration from the very 
beginning. "The system doesn't stop just because we have a piece of paper. Someone has to keep watch on the ridge." 
I looked into her eyes and saw the long, historical line of the Goingsnake District Shootout—the desperate, sovereign instinct to stand in the dark with 
a weapon because the horizon never felt safe. 
"The cycle stops with me, Avery," I said, my voice cracking as the preoperative sedative began to heavy my eyelids, pulling my consciousness down 
into a grey, numbing fog. "You don't have to sleep with your boots on anymore. I fought the dirt so you could just live on it. Let me carry the noise out 
of the house." 
She looked at me for a long, unblinking second. Then, slowly, the manic tension in her shoulders loosened. She deleted the tracking tabs on her 
browser, leaving only the official email draft to the Cherokee Nation Registrar. 
"It’s sent, Dad," she said, her voice softening back into a teenager's tone. "The inheritance is locked." 
 



The waiting room of the Cherokee County Surgical Center smelled of industrial disinfectant and stale, burnt coffee from a machine that had been 
running since midnight. The walls were painted a muted, institutional beige designed to induce a calm that no one in the room actually possessed. 
After several hours, 
Jayne sat in the corner vinyl chair, her fingers laced tightly around her purse straps. Avery sat beside her, her head resting against Jayne’s shoulder, 
her smartphone finally dark and tucked deep inside her jacket pocket. The sun outside was high now, baking the Oklahoma asphalt into a shimmering, 
distorted heat haze. 
The double doors at the end of the hallway swung open with a heavy, mechanical sigh. 
 
Dr. Fray walked out. He wasn't wearing his white lab coat anymore—just his blue surgical scrubs, the front of the V-neck slightly damp with sweat. He 
didn't look at his clipboard. He looked directly at Jayne, his face settled into that tight, universal expression of medical defeat that every family 
recognizes before a word is spoken. 
Jayne stood up. Her purse slipped from her lap, hitting the linoleum floor with a dull, hollow thud. 
"Jayne," the doctor said, his voice low, matching the quiet gravity of the room. "Can we step into the consult office?" 
"No," Jayne said. Her voice was flat, hard, stripped of all emotion. "Tell me right here. Is he out of the recovery room?" 
 
Dr. Fray took a breath, looking down at his hands for a fraction of a second before meeting her eyes again. "Brady’s heart failed on the table, Jayne. 
We put him under for what should have been a standard shoulder repair, but his vitals collapsed just minutes into the procedure. We spent forty-five 
minutes trying everything we could to bring him back, but his body wouldn't respond." 
Avery stood up beside her mother, her body going perfectly rigid, her dark eyes locking onto the doctor with an analytical, intense gaze. 
"Why?" Avery asked, her voice tight but steady. "It was just a shoulder operation. People don't just die from that. Why did his heart stop?" 
The doctor looked at the teenage girl, a profound professional sorrow softening his features. 
"It wasn't the injury, Avery. It was the condition of his body before he ever walked through our doors. Your dad was completely run into the ground. He 
hadn't slept in days, and his nervous system was under an impossible amount of stress—the kind of extreme physical exhaustion we usually see in 
soldiers or people who have been through a massive trauma. He was running entirely on adrenaline. When the anesthesia hit his system and forced 
his body to finally let go, the shock was too much. His heart was simply too tired from the war he'd been fighting. It just couldn't carry the load 
anymore." 
Jayne didn't scream. She didn't cry. She stood in the center of the beige waiting room, looking through the glass doors toward the eastern horizon 
where the Goingsnake ridges rose up against the sky. 
She understood. The Vance family hadn't killed him. The county zoning office hadn't killed him. Brady had laid his own life down on that oak archive 
table. He had used the very last spark of his manic, protective fire to burn away the hundred-year-old smudge on his family’s name, leaving his body 
an empty shell the moment the title was clean. 
Beside her, Avery reached into her pocket. Her fingers gripped the edges of her smartphone, her knuckles turning white. Jayne reached down, her 
maternal hand wrapping firmly over her daughter’s arm, pulling the girl’s hand away from the device—holding her back from the edge of the screen. 
"It’s over, Avery," Jayne whispered, her tears finally breaking, hot and silent down her cheeks. "The title is clear. The back acre is ours. Your father won. 
We don't have to fight the dirt anymore." 
 
The Goingsnake District Shootout (April 15, 1872): The historical gunfight inside the Cherokee Nation courthouse was born from a violent collision of 
jurisdictions, systemic trauma, and the desperate struggle for tribal self-determination during a period of massive federal encroachment. Eleven men 
lost their lives in a matter of minutes, leaving a legacy of hyper-vigilance and survival that echoed through northeastern Oklahoma for generations. 
 
Intergenerational trauma and the silent weight of hyper-vigilance are real burdens carried by many Indigenous families and individuals struggling with 
undiagnosed mental health conditions. Brady Brooks’ fictional journey reflects the very real danger of running on the unmedicated fires of trauma and 
exhaustion. 
If you or someone you love is fighting a silent war with mania, depression, or emotional exhaustion, you do not have to carry the weight alone. Help is 
available. Reach out to the National Suicide and Crisis Lifeline. 
Break the cycle. Keep the fire alive. 
 
Goingsnake Inheritance 
 
Chapter 6: Grounded Dirt 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
 
The air in the basement vault of the Cherokee County Archives smelled of decaying paper, old leather bindings, and industrial floor wax. Long rows of 
heavy steel shelving stretched into the dim shadows, lit only by a single, green-glass lamp hanging from the low ceiling. There were no black SUVs 
here. No flashing lights. No tactical boots crunching on gravel. Just the steady, rhythmic hum of a commercial dehumidifier fighting the Oklahoma 
humidity. 
I stood at the long oak table, my face pale and deep hollows carved beneath my eyes from five days without true sleep. My left arm was still strapped 
tight against my torso in the black canvas immobilizer, a stiff and unyielding anchor. With my right hand, I slowly turned the immense, yellowed page of 



a leather-bound book: LAND REGISTRY - GOINGSNAKE DISTRICT, 1902. 
Jayne stood two steps behind me, her arms crossed tightly, watching the heavy basement door. Her jacket was still damp from the storm outside, and 
her posture was rigid with concern. 
"Brady, the clinic called the house twice while you were gone," she said, her voice dropping into that quiet, measured register she used when a crisis 
was spinning out of hand. "The doctor said if your heart rate doesn't stabilize from the exhaustion, they cannot clear you for the rotator cuff repair 
tomorrow morning. We shouldn't be here. We should be at home." 
"I’m not looking at the shadows anymore, Jayne," I said, my voice coming out slow, steady, and entirely devoid of the frantic, manic speed that had 
pushed me out into the rain. "I told you. The kid in the storm... he was just a county utility surveyor checking the drainage culverts. The rusted iron nail 
on the bedroom windowsill was just old scrap my own boots tracked in from my mother’s homestead on the ridge. I know what’s real now. I know the 
boundaries." 
"Then why are we in a county basement?" Jayne asked, stepping closer to the table. 
"Because the crime didn't happen on the highway five days ago," I whispered, my fingers resting on the brittle paper. "It happened one hundred and 
twenty-four years ago, right here in the registry entries. Look at the ledger lines." 
Jayne leaned over my shoulder, her eyes following my right index finger as it traces down a column of handwritten names in faded iron-gall ink. 
"Here," I said. "July 1902. The Cherokee Allotment Act. When the federal government dismantled the communal tribal holdings, every single family got 
their individual parcels. Look at allotment number 4412. John Henry Clinton Prewitt. That’s my mother's great-grandfather." 
Jayne gasped softly. Across the beautifully penned name of John Henry Prewitt, a heavy, jagged line of black ink had been violently struck through. 
The script was aggressive, cutting deep into the fibers of the paper, crossing him completely out of the record. 
"It’s marked out," she murmured. 
"Struck from the rolls," I said, a cold, dangerous calm settling over my chest. "And look at the purple margin stamp next to it, dated October 14, 1952. It 
reads: VANCE LIME & STONE CO. - TRANSFERRED BY RIGHT OF SURPLUS ACQUISITION." 
I looked up at her, my eyes piercingly clear in the lamplight. 
"My mother didn't lose our back acre because she forgot to pay the property taxes, Jayne. The Vance family used a fraudulent pre-statehood notary 
assignment to claim the water runoff rights back when the state first paved the county road. They didn't send hitmen to run me off the blacktop. They 
didn't need to. They just waited for us to try to dig our new well, knowing the moment our drills hit that limestone aquifer, their old paperwork would 
automatically trigger the county code enforcement to freeze our deed." 
"The trucks..." Jayne's voice trembled as she began to connect the pieces. "The vehicles trailing you since the crash..." 
"It was the county zoning trucks checking the boundary markers for the runoff variance," I said. "My brain took the real historical theft—the true curse 
of what they did to the Prewitt name—and painted it onto the modern world because the physical pain in my shoulder wouldn't let me think straight. I 
turned an old legal swindle into a modern war." 
 
The heavy basement door clicked open, the sound echoing sharply through the quiet rows of shelving. Jayne flinched, stepping instinctively in front 
of my blind side, her hand gripping my jacket sleeve. 
Avery stepped out from behind a row of gray deed boxes. She was fifteen, but she carried herself with a quiet, mature intensity that mirrored my own 
operational style when I was whole. She held her smartphone tightly in her right hand, her face completely serious. 
"The archivist up front is locking up the main desk, Dad," Avery whispered, looking back toward the stairwell. "She said we have five minutes before the 
automatic security system sets for the evening." 
"Avery, I can't lift the ledger to the flatbed copier," I said, gesturing to my immobilized left arm. "My shoulder won't clear the frame." 
Avery didn't hesitate. She walked directly to the oak table, stepping between Jayne and me. She positioned herself over the leather-bound book, 
adjusting the angle of the overhead hanging lamp with a quick, practiced hand. She opened her camera app, her fingers steady. 
"I’ve got it," Avery said, her voice dropping into a determined, unblinking focus. "Don't move the page, Dad." 
CLICK. 
The digital flash illuminated the dark basement vault, casting sharp shadows across the ancient black line crossing out John Henry's name. Avery slid 
her thumb across the glass screen, zooming in on the 1952 Vance corporate stamp, capturing the original serial numbers and the signature of the 
long-dead county clerk clear as day. 
"It’s saved," Avery said, showing me the screen. "High-res, backed up directly to our cloud drive. They can restrict the digital index on the county 
website all they want, but they can't reach inside this phone and delete this photo." 
Jayne looked at the glowing screen, then looked back at our daughter. A profound, silent realization washed over her face. The physical weight of our 
family history wasn't a weapon for a man to swing anymore; it was an asset to be held, preserved, and utilized by the people who loved him. 
"That’s it," Jayne said softly, taking Avery’s hand. "That is the clean proof we take to the tribal land office. Not an argument on a dirt road. A legal filing. 
A modern reclamation." 
I let out a long, deep breath, feeling the manic tension that had kept my muscles tight for days finally begin to drain out of my frame. 
"The title is clean," I whispered, looking at the two women standing before me under the green-glass lamp. "The inheritance is ours. The cycle of 
struggle stops with me." 
 
The rain had entirely stopped by the time we reached the parking lot, leaving the asphalt of the Oklahoma highway gleaming like liquid silver under the 
streetlights. The night air was cool, carrying the sharp, clean scent of wet red dirt. 
I sat in the passenger seat of the truck, my head resting back against the headrest, my eyes closed. My face looked softer in the dashboard light, the 



hard, frantic edge of the previous weeks finally melting away into sheer physical exhaustion. Without the medication to artificially drive my system, my 
body was finally registering the true toll of the high-grade tear. 
Jayne drove, her eyes fixed safely on the road ahead, her hands steady on the steering wheel. In the backseat, Avery was completely silent, her phone 
tucked safely into her jacket pocket—holding the digital key to our family’s future. 
"When we get home, Avery is going to clear the dining room table," Jayne said, her voice calm, commanding, and anchoring me back to the earth. "No 
more black marker lines on the drywall, Brady. No more tracking the neighborhood security cameras." 
"Okay," I whispered, keeping my eyes closed. 
"We are going to have a normal dinner," Jayne continued, her voice softening as she reached over and gently touched my good hand. "You are going 
to let me set the alarm for the hospital at five o'clock tomorrow morning. And when the surgeon clears you, and the doctor hands me that post-op 
bottle tomorrow afternoon... you are going to let me manage the doses, because the war is already won. You broke the curse, Brady. You can rest 
now." 
I turned my head toward the passenger window, watching the dark, rolling hills of the old Goingsnake District pass by in the twilight. The ancient ridge 
where my ancestors had fought their bloody battles looked peaceful under the stars, no longer crowded by the phantoms of my own making. 
"The curse is broken," I murmured into the quiet cab of the truck. "Tell them we’re coming home." 
 
Goingsnake Inheritance 
 
Chapter 5: The Phantom Ledger 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
 
The kitchen table was a battlefield of clean white paper and dark blue ink. 
I stood by the counter, my right hand gripping the edge of the laminate so hard my knuckles turned white. My left arm was still strapped tight against 
my chest in the canvas immobilizer, a heavy, throbbing reminder of the highway ditch. But the gray fog of the depression had vanished, replaced by a 
cold, sharp, desperate panic. 
Jayne stood between me and the hallway, her face set in a pale, unyielding line. In her hand, she held the orange plastic prescription bottle. 
"No more, Brady," she said, her voice dropping into that quiet, librarian calm she used when a situation was spinning out of hand. "I counted them. 
Avery counted them. You’re supposed to have three weeks of these left before the surgery, and you’ve burned through half the bottle in five days. I’m 
locking them in the lockbox downstairs. You get one every six hours, exactly like the label says. Not a minute sooner." 
"You don't understand the timeline, Jayne," I said, my voice coming out in a low, rapid whisper. The room felt incredibly loud—the hum of the 
refrigerator, the tick of the wall clock, the sound of the wind chimes on the porch all competing for space in my head. "The county gave us ten days on 
that zoning variance. Ten days before they use the municipal runoff act to freeze our back acre. They are trying to lock me out of the registry. If I don't 
have the clarity, I can't track the ledger lines." 
"The only thing you're tracking is a ghost, Brady," she said, her eyes welling with a heavy, exhausted sorrow. "You're not sleeping. Your mind is running a 
hundred miles an hour and you're tearing this family apart. I'm locking the medicine away." 
She turned and walked toward the basement door. 
A sudden, rational fury surged through my chest. In my mind, it wasn't Jayne protecting me. The deception was too perfect. The Vance family had 
reached into my own home; their legal team had used a standard bureaucratic property dispute to terrify my wife, to turn her against my 
investigation, to keep me weak and docile on a mattress while they buried the Prewitt and Pinkley legacy forever. 
"Fine," I spat, the word cutting through the quiet kitchen. "Keep the bottles. Keep the fog." 
I didn't wait for her to reply. I grabbed my truck keys off the counter with my right hand, threw open the back door, and stepped out into the pouring 
Oklahoma rain. 
I didn't have the medication to numb the shoulder, and I didn't have the chemical buffer to slow down my thoughts. My mind was completely raw, 
exposed to the elements, accelerating into a dangerous, unmedicated overdrive as I climbed into the cab of the truck and slammed the door against 
the storm. 
 
The storm was a wall of gray water, the windshield wipers slapping a frantic, rhythmic beat against the glass as I drove down the winding county 
blacktop. Without the medication, the baseline ache in my left shoulder was a constant, stabilizing anchor—it kept me awake, kept me sharp, kept me 
focused on the rearview mirror. 
I knew he was out here. The Shadow. The man with the weathered face and the heavy canvas pack who had left the pioneer iron nail on my windowsill. 
I drove for two hours, tracing the perimeter of the Vance Energy quarry lines, watching the heavy steel gates and the corporate security cameras 
through the blur of the downpour. My mind was piece-patching the grid. If the Vance family used the 1900 Dawes Commission ruling to strike John 
Henry Clinton Prewitt’s name from the limestone allotments, then the modern Tribal Investigator had to be operating on the old treaty lines. He was 
the keeper of the phantom ledger—the one document that proved our bloodline still held the sovereign water rights. 
Then, through the sheet of gray rain, I saw it. 
A dark grey sedan was idling on the gravel shoulder of a lonely dead-end section road, right where the old Cherokee boundary line met the modern 
highway. Its tail lights were faint crimson blurs in the mist. 
My heart hammered against my ribs. A cold, defensive calculation took over. This is it, my mind whispered. The operational asset. 



I pulled my truck across the centerline, turning the wheel sharply with my right hand, braking hard until my front bumper blocked the sedan's path, 
trapping it against the deep mud of the drainage ditch. I put the truck in park, threw open the door, and stepped out into the driving rain, my jacket 
flapping against my immobilized arm. 
I marched toward the driver’s side window of the sedan, my right hand resting inside my pocket, pretending to hold an authority I didn't possess. 
"Open the door!" I shouted over the roar of the thunder, leaning my face close to the tinted glass. "I know who you are. I know you have the leather 
binder from the crash site. I know you're tracking the Blood Ridge file!" 
The window rolled down slowly. 
The light from my truck's high beams caught the occupant's face. It wasn't the weathered, timeless face of the man from 1872. It wasn't an elite, 
tactical rogue investigator. 
It was a kid. A twenty-something kid in a bright yellow, standard-issue county utility jacket, a clipboard resting on his steering wheel. He was staring at 
me with his eyes wide, his hands visibly shaking against the vinyl of the steering wheel. On his dashboard sat a standard municipal GPS unit, and next 
to him was a canvas tool pack filled with iron survey stakes and property markers. 
"M-mister, please," the kid stammered, his voice terrified as he looked at my bruised face and my arm strapped to my chest. "I’m just a surveyor for the 
county water district. I’m just out here checking the runoff culverts for the storm warning. I don't know anything about a binder." 
I froze, the rain soaking through my shirt, chilling me to the bone. 
I looked past his shoulder into the backseat of his car. It was clean. It was empty. There were no historical documents, no phantom ledgers, no 
corporate hitmen. Just a thermos of coffee and a stack of printed county zoning maps. 
My mind stuttered, the geometric grid I had spent days building suddenly shifting, the lines crossing and blurring like ink running in the rain. 
"The... the property markers," I whispered, my voice losing its authoritative grit. "The iron nails." 
"They're just standard survey stakes, man," the kid said, his voice pleading as he began to roll the window back up. "Please, just move your truck. I’m 
just doing my job." 
 
I stumbled back to my truck, my boots sinking into the shifting red mud of the shoulder. The adrenaline was draining out of me, leaving my 
unmedicated frame completely defenseless against the cold and the grinding ache in my shoulder. 
I climbed back into the cab, my hands shaking so violently I could barely turn the key in the ignition. I backed the truck up, freeing the sedan, and 
watched as the utility worker gunned his engine, his tires throwing up a spray of gravel as he fled into the gray wall of the storm. 
I sat in the idling truck, the heater blowing cold air against my face. 
The illusion had fractured, but the puzzle wasn't gone—it had just become infinitely more terrifying. My mind had taken a standard county surveyor, a 
kid checking a drainage ditch, and transformed him into a phantom ghost from the 1872 massacre. The rusted nail I had found on my windowsill wasn't 
a threat left by a corporate enforcer; it was just a piece of old debris my own boots must have tracked in from my mother's historic homestead on the 
Blood Ridge. 
I wasn't being hunted by an army of corporate spies. 
I was being hunted by the broken architecture of my own mind. 
A cold, terrifying clarity settled over me—the first true baseline thought I’d had since the highway crash. The Vance family had stolen the land. The 
Dawes Commission fraud was real. My mother's history was absolute fact. But the modern war, the black SUVs, the shadow investigators—that was 
the tragedy. That was the fever. 
I looked at my reflection in the rearview mirror. My eyes were bloodshot, hollowed out by sleep deprivation and the chemical recoil of the last five 
days. 
If I wanted to save my family, if I wanted to prove the Prewitt inheritance before the ten-day clock ran out, I couldn't trust my eyes anymore. I couldn't 
trust the shadows in the yard or the cars on the highway. I had to make an asymmetric move. I had to stop chasing phantoms and find the one piece 
of paper in the physical world that didn't care about my fever—the original 1900 land registry copy buried deep inside the vault of the Cherokee 
County Archives. 
And I had to get to it before my mind completely came apart. 
 
Goingsnake Inheritance 
 
Chapter 3: The Blood Ridge 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
Pain has a rhythm. For the first twenty-four hours after the crash, it was just a dull, heavy thud inside my skull. But by the fourth day, the true cost of 
that rain-slicked highway ditch made itself known. My left arm hung completely useless against my torso, strapped flat in a medical immobilizer. The 
high-grade rotator cuff tear didn’t just ache; it felt like a heavy, cold tax on my entire posture, anchoring my body down while my mind was trying to 
catch flight. 
The emergency room doctor had handed me a piece of paper, a prescription for a heavy-duty narcotic, telling me to rest until the scheduled surgery. 
Rest is a luxury for men who don’t have an empire trying to erase them from the county database. 
I stood in front of the bathroom mirror under the harsh buzzing of the fluorescent bulb. My right hand popped the childproof cap off the orange 
plastic bottle. The little white pills rattled violently against the porcelain sink. I didn't take one. I took two, washing them down with a mouthful of 
lukewarm tap water. 



Within twenty minutes, the sharp edges of the world began to blur, melting into a strange, electric current that started buzzing right behind my eyes. 
The injury didn’t disappear; it just detached itself from my body, transforming into a restless, chemical fuel. 
I didn't sleep that night. I didn’t need to. 
I spent the midnight hours staring at the black marker lines I’d scrawled across my drywall. My mind was moving at a terrifying, beautiful velocity. The 
puzzle pieces were floating, aligning themselves into a perfect geometric grid. The Vance family. The water rights. The limestone quarries. They 
thought that by stealing the binder from the mud at the crash scene, they had cut the cord. But they forgot one thing. 
They forgot my mother. 
The Pinkley blood didn't start with a corporate ledger in Tulsa. It started in the dirt of the old Goingsnake District, up along the rocky, unforgiving 
terrain of the Blood Ridge. The binder was gone, but the source was still alive. 
At 4:00 AM, I grabbed my keys with my right hand, threw on a jacket over my immobilized arm, and walked out into the cool, pre-dawn Oklahoma 
mist. I could feel the Vances out there in the dark. I could feel their money, their infrastructure, their corporate eyes watching the perimeter. But I was 
faster. I was sharper. I was a man running on a fever of pure, unadulterated clarity. 
 
The old homestead sat on the high rim of the ridge, where the limestone broke through the red dirt like fractured teeth. The house was a modest, 
weathered structure that had resisted the prairie winds for sixty years, surrounded by stands of blackjack oak that hissed in the early morning breeze. 
My mother was already sitting on the front porch when I pulled up the gravel driveway. She had a ceramic mug of black coffee cradled in her lap, her 
sharp, dark eyes watching my rental car with a stillness that always made me feel exposed. That was her side of the family tree—the lineage that had 
survived the Dawes Commission blockades, the statehood land grabs, and forty-four years of manufactured poverty. 
I struggled to climb out of the car, my entire left side burning as the movement jolted my frame. I swallowed the groan, putting on a mask of absolute 
authority as I walked up the porch steps. 
"You're shaking, Brady," she said, her voice soft, carrying the quiet gravity of the hills. She didn't look at my bruised face. She looked at my hands. 
"I’m fine, Mom. It’s just the shoulder from the accident," I said, my words coming out in a rapid, rhythmic clip, the manic current pushing the air out of 
my lungs. "I don't have time to heal. The Vances are moving. They took the binder Maren gave me. They staged the crash on Route Four to make it look 
like a hydroplane, but I found the bootprints. They know I’m digging into Sylvia Pinkley’s registry file. They know about the disconnected link from the 
nineteen-hundred ruling." 
She set her coffee down with a slow, deliberate care that contrasted violently with the static electricity vibrating in my chest. 
"Brady," she said, her eyes locking onto mine with a heavy, protective sorrow. "The Vances aren't looking at us. They haven't looked at this ridge in fifty 
years." 
"Because they think they won!" I leaned against the porch railing, my right hand gesturing frantically toward the valley below, where the distant, metal 
geometry of a Vance Energy quarry cut into the tree line. "Look at the landscape, Mom. They are drawing millions of gallons of water out of the 
limestone aquifers. That’s our water. That’s the allotment John Henry Clinton Prewitt secured before the state ever existed. When the Dawes 
Commission struck his name through, it wasn't a legal error. It was a corporate assassination. I saw the fraudulent ledger sheets before I lost the 
binder." 
She closed her eyes for a long moment, the deep lines on her face tracking a lifetime of carrying a history no one else wanted to believe. When she 
opened them, she reached out and touched my good arm, her hand cool against my feverish skin. 
"Your grandmother Sylvia told me about the night of the massacre," she whispered, her voice dropping into the true, dark register of our bloodline. 
"April 1872. The Goingsnake District courthouse. The smoke was so thick you couldn't see the stars, and the blood on the limestone floorboards didn't 
wash out for three generations. The Cherokee men who died there weren't fighting over corporate leases, Brady. They were fighting for the right to 
exist on their own terms. The Vances didn't buy the commissioners until decades later. They just took advantage of the silence left behind by the 
gunfire." 
"The silence is over," I said, my jaw tightening as the authoritative grit returned to my voice. "I’m going to untangle the fraud, Mom. I’m going to force 
them to look at the blood on their money." 
She looked at me then, but it wasn't the look of an ally. It was the look of a mother watching her son step onto a collapsing bridge. She saw the 
white-hot manic focus in my eyes, she saw the orange bottle peeking out of my jacket pocket, and a profound, silent dread settled over her face. 
 
I left the homestead an hour later, the sun finally breaking through the gray clouds, baking the limestone ridges until the air shimmered with heat. My 
mind was a roaring engine, the historical details of 1872 overlapping perfectly with the modern corporate shell companies of Vance Energy. The blood 
at the Goingsnake courthouse was the catalyst; the Dawes Commission fraud was the weapon; the modern water rights were the prize. It all made 
sense. Every piece of it. 
As I reached the bottom of the ridge where the gravel road met the county highway, my eyes darted to the rearview mirror. 
A dark grey, unbadged sedan was parked on the grassy shoulder under the shade of a dead cottonwood tree. 
My pulse spiked, an intense hit of adrenaline overriding the numbing effects of the opiates. I slowed my car to a crawl. Through the tinted windshield 
of the sedan, I could see the silhouette of a single occupant. They weren't wearing a corporate suit. They didn't look like a local sheriff's deputy. 
As I passed, the driver leaned forward slightly. The sunlight caught the side of his face—a weathered, unreadable countenance, his eyes tracking my 
vehicle with the cold, professional precision of a hunter. On the dashboard of his car sat a distinctive, beaded tribal emblem, alongside a heavy canvas 
tactical pack identical to the one I had envisioned in the muddy ditch the night before. 
The Rogue Tribal Investigator. 
He didn't pull out to follow me. He didn't flash any lights. He just sat there, an immovable shadow guarding the border of my family’s stolen history, 



holding the cards I desperately needed to play. 
They thought they could use my own family's history to drive me into a corner. They thought the physical limitation of this broken frame would make 
me crawl away. But as I pressed my foot into the accelerator, heading back toward the city with my mind blazing like a brushfire, I knew the truth. 
The war wasn't just in the archives anymore. It was on the ridge. And I was going to fight it until the last match burned down to my fingers. 
 
Goingsnake Inheritance 
 
Chapter 4: The Disconnected Link 
By Bradley Estabrooks  
 
 
The fever didn't leave me slowly. It broke like an overhead power line in winter—one second the current was roaring through my veins, blinding and 
beautiful, and the next, the darkness hit with a physical weight that pinned me to the mattress. 
The mania was gone. In its place sat the void. 
I lay in the dark of our bedroom, staring at the ceiling fan spinning its lazy, hypnotic circles. The yellow lamplight from the hallway felt like needles 
against my eyes. My left arm was strapped flat against my chest in the medical immobilizer, a dead anchor that seemed to pull my entire torso down 
into the sheets. The high-grade rotator cuff tear from the highway crash had settled from a sharp shock into a heavy, permanent ache that felt less 
like an injury and more like a permanent tax on my posture. 
The black marker lines on the drywall across from the bed looked like the frantic scratches of a caged animal. I couldn’t remember the geometric 
clarity I had felt three days ago on the ridge. The connections between the 1872 massacre and the modern Vance Energy ledgers felt distant, 
obscured by a thick, gray fog. 
The door clicked open, a thin sliver of light cutting across the carpet. 
It wasn't my wife, Jayne. She was downstairs. If I kept my head perfectly still, I could hear the rhythm of her voice through the floorboards—the low, 
measured tones she used when she was trying to negotiate a crisis over the phone without waking the house. 
It was Avery. 
She walked in quietly, carrying a glass of ice water and a clean t-shirt. She was fifteen, but she had the sharp, unblinking Pinkley eyes. She didn't look at 
the scrawled walls. She didn't look at my bruised face. She looked at my right hand, which was restlessly picking at the loose threads of the quilt. 
"Dad," she said softly, setting the glass on the nightstand. "You need to change your shirt. Let me help." 
I didn't argue. I didn't have the breath for it. I sat up, the room tilting in a slow, chemical wave as she gently unvelcroed the brace. I couldn’t lift the left 
hand to help her guide the fabric over my head. My fingers just twitched on my knee. She was meticulous, moving with a quiet caution that mirrored 
my own operational style when I was whole. 
But as she reached across the nightstand to grab the clean shirt, her movements stopped. 
Her fingers didn't touch the cloth. They hovered over the orange plastic prescription bottle sitting right next to my truck keys. The label was fresh, 
printed five days ago after the ER visit. Take one tablet every six hours. 
Avery didn't say a word. She just picked it up. She didn't look at me; she just tilted the translucent plastic toward the hallway light, her thumb swiping 
over the label as she watched the little white tablets slide against the bottom. There should have been forty pills inside. There were fewer than fifteen 
left. 
She knew the math. She was just like me—she noticed the details everyone else missed, the little discrepancies that proved a system was being 
manipulated from the inside. She wasn't looking at a medical recovery. She was looking at a countdown. 
She set the bottle back down, exactly where it had been, her face hardening into an expression of quiet, adult terror that no fifteen-year-old girl 
should ever have to wear. 
"Mom is downstairs," Avery whispered, her voice tightening as she pulled the fresh cotton over my head. "She's talking to the clinic about the surgery 
scheduling. She says you need to stay in bed today, Dad. She says you're getting too worked up again." 
"The Vances are closing the loop, Avery," I rasped, my voice sounding thin, stripped of the authority it had carried forty-eight hours ago. "They're using 
the county office to finish what they started a century ago. They took the binder because they know the link is disconnected." 
She didn't validate the claim. She didn't argue. She just reached out, smoothed the collar of my shirt with a steady hand, and walked out, closing the 
door behind her. 
 
The medication didn't bring back the clarity; it just numbed the edges of the gray wall, turning the physical ache into a distant, vibrating hum. By 2:00 
AM, the house was silent, save for the rhythmic, heavy breathing of Jayne sleeping beside me. She had tried to talk to me before dinner, her hand 
resting on my forehead, asking me to please just focus on the upcoming procedure and let the county records go. She looked so small, so worn down 
by the constant weight of my shifting seasons. 
I couldn't sleep. The extra pills had created a heavy, waking twilight where the shadows in the corner of the room seemed to stretch and shift, taking 
on the texture of old canvas. 
A sharp, distinct sound cut through the static in my ears—the unmistakable crunch of heavy leather boots on the gravel driveway directly beneath our 
window. 
My heart hammered against my ribs. I slid out from under the covers, dragging my dead arm with me, and crept toward the blinds. I parted two slats 
with my right fingers, peering down into the moonlit yard. 



The dark grey sedan was there, idling at the edge of the cul-de-sac, its headlights turned off. 
Standing right by the rusted gate of our garden fence was the Shadow. The weathered, silent man from the ridge. In the pale moonlight, his clothes 
didn't look like modern tactical gear anymore; they hung loosely on his frame like homespun linen, dark with the stains of old creek mud. He didn't 
move. He just stared straight up at my window, his eyes dark cavities beneath a brimmed hat, holding his heavy canvas pack against his chest like a 
ledger. 
I blinked, a sudden spike of nausea rolling through my stomach as the medication fought the adrenaline. 
When I opened my eyes, the yard was empty. The sedan was gone. There was only the wind moving through Jayne’s hanging flower pots on the 
porch. 
I stumbled back toward the bed, my knees weak, the room spinning in a slow, chemical tilt. But as I passed the windowsill, my foot brushed against 
something small and hard. I reached down, my right fingers combing through the carpet fibers until they closed around a cold, jagged piece of metal. 
I held it up to the dim light of the hallway. It was an old-fashioned, rust-pitted, square-headed iron nail. The kind they used to build pioneer settlements 
and rural courthouses before statehood. 
A modern Vance enforcer wouldn't carry an antique. A modern deputy wouldn't drop a piece of rusted history on my floor. He was inside the 
perimeter. The Goingsnake trauma wasn't just a story my mother told me on the porch; it was bleeding through the floorboards of my own house, 
tracking the mud of 1872 into the spaces where my family slept. 
 
The final blow of the depression phase arrived at noon the next day, delivered not by a man in a black SUV, but by a courier in a beige uniform. 
Jayne brought the envelope into the bedroom, her face pale, her fingers trembling as she handed it to me. It was a formal, certified packet from the 
Cherokee County Legal Department, stamped with an official state seal. 
"What did you do at the records office, Brady?" Jayne asked, her voice cracking as she stood at the foot of the bed. She didn't look angry; she looked 
exhausted, her hand holding her phone as if she were waiting for an emergency call. "They're auditing our property line. They’re claiming an 
emergency zoning variance because of the old municipal water runoff infrastructure near our back acre. They’re giving us ten days to comply or face 
an injunction." 
I pulled the document out with my right hand, my eyes scanning the cold, institutional font. Zoning Variance 19-B. Historical Runoff Allotment Right. 
To anyone else, it looked like a standard, messy bureaucratic dispute over rural land lines. But I could see the invisible ink between the lines. The 
county wasn't auditing my property line because of a drainage ditch; the Vances were using their local puppets to squeeze me. They knew I was close 
to proving the Dawes Commission fraud. They knew I had been up on the Blood Ridge talking to my mother. 
They were trying to bankrupt me, to evict me, to bury my family under legal fees until I could no longer afford to fight for the Prewitt and Pinkley 
inheritance. 
"It's a blockade, Jayne," I said, a cold, dangerous calm finally settling over my chest as the depression hardened into a dark, defensive desperation. 
"They're closing the library doors from the outside. They’re disconnecting the link permanently." 
"Brady, please," she sobbed, burying her face in her hands. "It’s just a property dispute. It’s just red tape. You’re making it into something else. You’re 
turning everything into a war." 
She ran out of the room, her footsteps heavy on the stairs. 
I sat alone on the edge of the mattress, the square iron nail pressed hard into the palm of my right hand until the metal cut into my skin. They thought 
they could break me by taking the binder. They thought they could starve me out by attacking my home while I was trapped in this gray fog. 
But tomorrow, the medication would wear off. Tomorrow, I was going to find a way to track down that gray sedan, look that phantom investigator in 
the eyes, and demand my family’s book back. 
Because if the system wouldn't give me justice, I would have to take it from the shadows. 


