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Little Wolf II

An American Western Book Two

C. R. Blackfeather

We move then wait, not another sound or shot do we hear.  Then a voice floats out of the dark at us “that you Timmons?  Vengeance is mine sayeth the Lord Timmons.  I might have missed with that fine little piece of yours the first time but I’ll be back to finish my work.  You hear Timmons?  I’m coming back.”  Mark tries to shift his position but his movements are seen through the weak light pouring through the open door and another shot explodes this time smashing into the side of the house blowing a hole in the Adobe.  “The heart of the discerning acquires knowledge, Proverbs eighteen, fifteen Timmons.  I learned a great deal when you put me in that hole in Santa Fe.  You shall not be forgiven for that Timmons.  I have a great work of redemption to do!  And you, you son of a bitch, are in my way.  This is going to end Timmons my way, I either break you by killing your family or I kill you.  Me?  I prefer both.”  Mark decides while the Preacher is ranting it’s his chance and rolls out of the light this time the round comes within an inch of killing my brother but at least he’s in the dark now.  

I slide into the darkness and start to shuffle forward, I move quietly out through the sage.  My one advantage is the Preacher’s arrogance he just keeps prattling away at Mark swearing vengeance and quoting the bible.  I follow the sound and slide into a small arroyo and take a chance and look over the rim the darkness is oppressive I can smell the gunpowder from his rifle even if I can’t see him.  I move a little closer and place my pistol over the rim of the arroyo and wait.  The Preacher is bound to take another shot even if he can’t see a thing.  And just as I predict I see the Quaker hat rise up into the soft night and I squeeze the trigger.  A flash, a whiff of powder, and a grunt reward my patients.  I’ve hit the S.O.B. by the look of how he falls I think I winged him in the right shoulder.  Now the night falls silent.  The Preacher is all out of bravado and Mark stays quiet not knowing the result of my shot.  I hear a scramble in front of me, more grunts as the Preacher snags his wound on the sage then hoofs start to pound away.  And just as quickly as this began it’s over.  I don’t move for a few minutes then I slither over to where the Preacher was and find a puddle of blood some spent casings and a canteen.  That’s a costly mistake, now he doesn’t have any water.  “Come up Mark, he’s gone,” I call out and I hear Mark walk up.  

We both look over the ground and I can see the Preacher's haste in his tracks, he’s not even trying to throw us off right now.  “Good shot little sis.  That might end this.”

“I only winged him, I think I just nicked his shoulder, he’s fine.  But he’s out of water.”  I say and wave the canteen in the air.  “Where will he go next?”  

Mark rubs his chin and looks out over the mountains, “I think he’ll head into Apache country.  He’s safe there, the Apache consider the Preacher divine.  They’ll shelter him and fix him up.”

“Every time we knock him down he just keeps getting back up,” I say bitterly, I understand my people’s point of view, that doesn’t mean I agree with it.  

“Not as black as you’re making it, if he’s heading out to the Apache lands he’s getting further away from his goals.  Now the way I see it we can enter Apache country just the same as he can.  May not be as welcome, but the Apache have strong feelings about family.”  

I giggle a little and pat Mark’s arm “my brother the Apache expert...”
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Biih looks at the two riders as they make their way toward him.  One is a tall white man, the other appears to be one of his own.  Was she his prisoner?  A toy?  But as Biih watched he realized the woman rode with the white, equal not frightened of him.  That was odd, perhaps she is his woman.  He imagined the Little Wolf would ride like that.  Her legend was well known among his people though not always gladly.  Well, legend or no hospitality demanded his attention of course even if he didn’t particularly care for the guests.  Nothing less would do.  So the old Apache went to his wife and asked her to prepare some tortillas and some of last night’s beans it is the best he can offer.  He steps out into the clear air to be seen and to his surprise, both riders stop dismount and stand in plain sight in proper fashion.  The woman is Apache her long flowing black hair convicts her of that.

“I welcome you to my home,” Biih says raising his right hand to show he is unarmed.

The white reaches down to his gun belt and Biih freezes in terror, but the man merely unbuckles and places the weapon on his horse then raises his hand.  The woman does the same.  “If these are raiders they’re very polite about it.”  Thinks Biih dryly.  

“May we come in?  We request only to talk to you.  We have coffee if that would please you?”  The woman says in Apache.  She has a lovely voice and is very pretty, but obviously, she’s a fighter, not a wife.

“I have bread and some beans, coffee would be most welcome I haven’t had any in six moons or more.”  With trust somewhat established the riders enter the encampment of Biih and sit on his offered blankets.  After two hours Biih has almost forgotten it is a white that sits with him this day.  It’s enjoyable to talk to someone hearing tales of the outside, and the big city of Santa Fe.  Biih had traveled there once and the place interested him ever since.  He found he liked the white, he was young active, serious, honest, a pleasant surprise really.  To his further surprise, Biih discovered that the woman was the man’s adopted sister and he cared for her very much.  That explained the closeness and trust between them.  When she finally confessed she was Little Wolf, Biih laughs “yes!  I thought as much.  The way you hold your gun.  Ready to use.” He says in triumph “I have always wanted to meet you.  The deadly little flower with a gun.”  Biih enjoys his moment then says “And what is it you seek in these bad lands?”

For the first time, Biih uses his English, it was alright these people had come looking for information, not theft.  “I seek the Preacher, he has escaped prison, attacked my family, and is somewhere in Apache lands.  Have you seen him?”  The white sys smoothly not acknowledging the change in language as good manners dictate.

Biih sits and considered, some of his people thought the Preacher divine, he held no truck with such nonsense the man was insane and dangerously so.  “A dark wind blows through that one.”  Biih says with feeling then adds “he passed by us two days ago seeking the mountains to the north.  He was hurt, I think he was helped by some of my tribe.  I will not say who.”

“We seek no vengeance on those who would aid a guest Biih.  We just need to find him before hurts someone else.”

The oldster gives a bitter smile, “others might not be so broad minded.”

“We won’t tell anyone a thing,” Mark says.  And for this one time, Biih decides to believe what he is told.  “Do you think some of your people might be following The Preacher?”

Biih shakes in an emphatic motion his head, “I don’t think so, they might help him, but his vision quest is his own.  No one can share that.”

At that the meeting is over, Biih accepts a wrapped pound of coffee.  The grind smelled delicious and will last long.
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The wound was not severe but it did give him pain, so far the trials presented by god had been troubling, even irritating, but not fatal.  He reaches down to the side of the saddle only to find the canteen missing.  That, on the other hand, could be fatal.  He’d have to find water soon.  Not even God’s hand would stop the sun for him.  Consigning himself to God’s will it would be just another trial to be met and conquered.

Looking out over the wide plains that stretch out past the Apache world he can almost see maybe feel the Marshal out there tracking him patiently drawing nearer with every hour.  And Timmons was like an avenging angel he’d never give up and never surrender.  And that was the point wasn’t it?  No matter what happened it always came back to Marshal Timmons.  He would have to finish Timmons one way or another.  So he would lead Timmons into the mountains and there dispose of him.  

By the time he makes Glorietta Pass he’s eyes gleam with triumph “Behold, I will do a new thing; now it shall spring forth; shall ye not know it? I will even make a way in the wilderness, and rivers in the desert.  Isaiah Forty three Nineteen.”  This was the spot, he pulls off the trail and secretes himself into a depression of rocks.  Pulling out his Sharps he sets a heavy load in the great gun and waits.  He need not worry Timmon’s was out there alright and on his way to his doom.  God had not led Means here simply to give succor to this enemy.  
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An American Western

If there's one place to get sick of in a hurry it's Tombstone Arizona,
and Addie is feeling the pinch.

But a way out presents itself hidden in the local bank vault. But
now its race between Addie, the Earp brothers, the Cowboys, Wells
Fargo, and the Mexican Army for the gold. Well, if it comes to a
race...Addie’s an odds on favorite, she cheats.
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It all started out so simple, rob a bank and spend the ill gotten
gains. Now Logan and Max find themselves fighting an entire town
not just for their lives but the lives of innocent bystanders to their
crime. Worst part about being a hero? You don't get paid for it.





