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Foreword


My name is Jacob Wolf and these are the stories of my life. I figure I should tell them myself before some damn fool back East tries to make me out to be some kind of dime-novel hero like Bill Cody. It ain’t like that. I ain’t no hero. I’m just an old man who started out as a dumb young kid and survived, more by luck than anything else. These stories are true, but like every story, they’re only true if you see them through my eyes. 
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That's a Murder Charge


“Sumpin ain’t right ’bout this, young Jake,” Jerome Freeman said. He was squatted on his haunches, one hand resting against a thick cottonwood trunk and the other holding the reins of his huge Percheron stallion, Stanley. Using the hand holding the reins, he pushed his black hat up past his hairline and wiped the back of the thick black hand over his forehead as he peered down a gentle slope toward a cluster of trees around the bend of a little stream. 
“The smoke?” I asked, my own eyes fixed on the trees as I stood beside George, my stallion who was happily munching the tall prairie grass. A thin tendril of gray smoke rose above the trees a little before breaking apart under a perfectly clear blue sky. The trees were still, thick and green, and not much was visible on the ground.
“Them boys shoulda moved on a’ready,” Jerome said. “Why they hangin’ ’round down there?”
We’d been on the trail of Dalton Snider and his two partners, Elmo Mitchell and Timothy Scott, for almost a week. They were wanted for robbing two banks in the Texas panhandle, and for murder after Snider shot a bank clerk in Amarillo. As expected, they’d come into Indian Territory, but turned back, probably at the sight of an Army detachment going to deal with Indian trouble up north. We’d known we were getting close, but finding them still in a camp with the sun almost directly overhead was a surprise.
“What do we do?” I asked.
Jerome stood up and pulled his hat back down. He turned to me and grinned, his white teeth gleaming in his grizzled black face. “We could ride into their camp, bold as the devil, with guns blazin’, and see ifen they wanna surrender,” he suggested.
“Or?” I prompted.
“Or, the one of us they ain’t likely to have ever heard of could wander into their camp and ask for some coffee,” he said.
“I thought the riding in guns blazing was going to be the more dangerous plan,” I said.
“We can shore do that,” Jerome said. “Far as we know, they’s only three of ’em.”
“As far as we know,” I repeated. “And those tree branches are likely to take our heads off while our horses run and we try to shoot targets that are shooting back at us.”
Jerome grinned and shook his head. “You’re a-learning, young Jake. Yes, you are.”
“That didn’t take much brains to figure out,” I said. “So, I guess I’m going in for coffee. What are you going to do?”
“I’m gonna wait right here,” he said. “You has your coffee, then ride out and lemme know what’s what.”
“I recall a time not so long ago that you sent me ahead and I ended up tied up in a shack that you set on fire,” I reminded him.
“I was rescuin’ you!” he answered. “You just go ’round this here rise and follow that crick into the trees. Tell ’em you saw that smoke and was hoping they’d have some coffee or some vittles they’d share with you. Then you come on back thisaway.”
There was really no other logical way to go about this. I swung into my saddle and pointed down at my partner. “If you hear any commotion down there, you better come in like the devil himself. Don’t set anything on fire, though.”
Jerome was still chuckling to himself as I pulled George’s head around and went back a little way so I could circle around the hill we’d been on and follow the little stream into the copse of trees. It took me the better part of an hour to do it and I was pretty nervous as I started into the clump of trees. The smell of the little fire was easy enough to follow.
I saw movement and stopped. George nickered, which annoyed me. What I’d seen was the rear end of a bay horse that seemed to be hobbled in some grass beside the water.
“Hello the camp!” I called out. There was no answer at first and I was about to call again when a voice answered.
“Who’s that? Timothy, that you?” The voice was too shrill, a little shaky. Scared, I decided.
“My name’s Wolf,” I called back. “Jacob Wolf. I saw your smoke and hoped you might share some coffee or something to eat.”
“I ain’t got nothin’,” the man said angrily. “Go on outta here and leave me be.”
Acting on a hunch, I asked, “Are you hurt, mister? Maybe I can help you.” I slid out of the saddle and drew my pistol, leaving George tied to a low branch. I crept forward, trying to avoid twigs and old dried leaves.
“Just go away!” the man yelled again.
From behind a birch, I saw him on his bedroll. It was none other than Dalton Snider. He was propped up on his overturned saddle, his legs out before him, and a large red stain spread across the left side of a dark green shirt. His left arm lay uselessly on the ground, but his right clutched an old revolver. He didn’t know where I was and swung the gun here and there, trying to anticipate where I might be.
Well, there was only the one horse, and he’d asked if I was Timothy, so it didn’t take much figuring to arrive at the conclusion that he was alone. Most likely, his partners had left him to die.
“Put the gun down, Dalton,” I called. “Put it down and I’ll come in and see if I can help you. If you don’t, I’ll shoot you where you sit.”
“You a lawman?” he asked, still looking for me, but now he was more focused on where my voice came from. I made sure he heard the double click of my revolver as I pulled back the hammer.
“Bounty hunter,” I answered. “You’re wanted dead or alive.”
“That bastard died, didn’t he?” Snider asked. “The skinny old man in the bank?”
“He did,” I answered.
“That’s a murder charge, ain’t it?”
“It is,” I told him.
“You gonna patch me up so they can hang me?” he asked.
“That’s up to the judge,” I said.
And that’s when he fired the first shot. He’d determined pretty well where I was. I have to give him that. If I’d been standing up I probably would have gotten a face full of splintered wood where the ball from his pistol — it was a cap-and-ball affair — ripped into the side of the birch I was crouched under.
“Don’t do that, Dalton,” I called out.
His second shot was lower, but to my left. I was afraid he’d shoot my horse. I’d gotten to be a pretty accurate shot, so I took careful aim with my pistol, hoping to shoot Snider’s gun hand. I missed. He fired again and his shot slammed into a tree beside George.
“Dammit, Snider, I don’t want to kill you,” I said. This time I didn’t aim. I did what Jerome had taught me and just pointed and fired. My bullet caught him in the right shoulder. He yelped, jerked his arm backward, which caused him to fire his fourth shot, then he dropped the gun.
I heard heavy hoofbeats coming toward the trees and knew Jerome was about to ride in.
“I don’t wanna hang!” Dalton screamed. “Finish the job. Finish it!”
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Honor in Death


The sound of hooves stopped abruptly, followed by the noise of a big man running. Seeming to burst from the branches of a pine tree, Jerome suddenly appeared with his six-gun levelled and swinging from side to side as he took in the scene. The gun found Dalton Snider and stopped moving while Jerome’s head swiveled toward me. “What in tarnation is goin’ on here? You shoot him?” 
“I put one in his shoulder,” I answered. “He took a couple of shots at me. I tried to shoot his gun out of his hand, but missed that shot, so hit him in the shoulder.” I paused and nodded toward the wounded man. “He was already shot in the chest.”
“Who is he?”
“Dalton Snider,” I said.
“You’re Jerome Freeman,” Snider said, his voice full of fear and pain. “I know who you are.”
“Where are your partners?” Jerome asked him.
“They left me,” Snider said. “Joined up with someone else. Left me here to die or get caught.”
“Who’d they join up with?” Jerome asked.
“Frank Dale.”
Jerome stood up a little straighter, though his pistol never moved. “They joined Frank Dale? He around here somewhere?”
“We come across him and his gang two, maybe three days ago,” Snider said. He was wincing in pain. “He offered to let us join up with him if we gave him the money, but I said no. Mitchell and Scott decided I wasn’t gonna make it. They took the money and left me here.”
“Why is he telling us this?” I asked Jerome.
The big black man shook his head. “They ain’t no honor among thieves, young Jake.”
“You catch ’em and kill ’em,” Snider said.
“Who is Frank Dale?” I asked.
“We’ll talk about him later,” Jerome said. “Go over there and collect Mistah Snider’s sidearm whilest I keep my own pointed at him.”
Snider was reclined back against his saddle again. His breath came in short, ragged gasps and his face was covered in sweat. He watched us with wide eyes. “It hurts,” he said, his voice now little more than a whisper.
I kept my own pistol drawn, but not pointed at him as I approached Snider. Just before I kicked his gun away, he made a half-hearted lunge for it, but he was too weak. He gasped, his eyes widened for a moment, and then he passed out and fell over on his side. After kicking it out of reach, I bent over and picked up his gun, finally holstering my own.
Jerome squatted beside Snider and pushed him back into his reclining position. As he tore open the man’s bloody shirt, he asked me, “What’s he packin’?”
Jerome had taken a great interest in schooling me in different varieties of firearms. “Knowin’ what you’re facin’ might just give you the edge you need,” he’d told me. I figured anything that could shoot at me was about as
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