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      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Foreword
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    1.
    
    Green as Summer Grass
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    2.
    
    Questions from a Sheriff
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    3.
    
    A Partnership Formed
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    4.
    
    Confession
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    5.
    
    "Do This One for Me"
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    6.
    
    Six-Gun Practice
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    7.
    
    Beginner's Luck Ends
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    8.
    
    A Personal Possession
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    9.
    
    Spencer Talks
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    10.
    
    Remembering Home
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    11.
    
    Temptation
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    12.
    
    Double-Barreled Threat
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    13.
    
    Cards on the Table
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Also By
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    About the Author
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Excerpt from Apache Justice
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
      

    
  

[image: image-placeholder]
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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Green as Summer Grass


“That rig yer wearin’ looks new. You ever drawed down on a man before?” 
I looked over at the man on my right. He’d introduced himself as John Kepford and I told him my name, Jacob Wolf. He was wearing dirty chambray pants and a shirt that had been red once but the front was slick and brown with grime and the sleeves had rips and little patches in various colors. I knew he’d sewed those patches on himself because they were sloppy. His hat had a couple of holes in the crown and the brim was rolled on the left side. He hadn’t shaved in a while, but the hair on his face couldn’t rightly be called a beard. “I don’t think you need the answer to that,” I finally said to him.
John Kepford wasn’t the first bully I’d encountered in my life, but he was the first of my new life, the life I’d chosen when I left San Antonio behind me for a life of wandering. A new life, certain death, and hopefully enough glory to break a heart.
“Yer either green as summer grass, or somebody stol’t your rig and you had to buy a new one,” Kepford said. “I’m thinking you ain’t been north of the Brazos more’n a couple of days.”
Kepford had ridden up on me shortly after sunrise, claiming he saw the smoke of a breakfast fire that must have been big enough to roast a Kiowa brave over. He asked which way I was going, and when I vaguely said, “West,” Kepford said we were going the same way and might as well ride together. He’d been jogging along on his bay mare ever since, his mouth seldom stopping.
“I know what I’m doing,” I told him.
“Do ya?” Kepford gave me a knowing look that traveled over me and my horse, then he told me what he saw. “Yer a young fella on a swayback ol’ mare that prolly still dreams of pulling a plow up until her last owner sold her to you for double her value. That saddle was old when Lee surrendered. You ain’t got no rifle, nor even a shotgun on you. Yer clothes are dusty, but clean, and like I was saying, the leather of that pistol holster looks like it was on a store shelf a few days ago.”
I looked at the other man again, but I didn’t say anything. He was right about everything he said, but I wasn’t going to admit it.
“What’d ya do afore you came out west?” Kepford asked.
I thought back to my long days in the general store, stocking shelves and dusting and mopping floors and … And Rebecca. I remembered stealing the Colt .44 revolver with the holster and cartridge belt and five boxes of ammunition and running through the night away from that life. “I had a job,” I said.
Kepford pulled out a plug of tobacco and cut off a piece, lipping it off the side of his folding knife. He didn’t offer me any, but put the plug and knife away as his grizzled chin began working the tobacco. He spat. “Had me a job in a livery stable once,” he said. “That what you did?”
“No,” I answered.
“I got caught in the loft with the owner’s wife,” Kepford laughed. “You ever punch a pissed off husband with yer pants down and yer hard pecker swingin’ around?”
“No,” I answered again.
“Knocked him out, then finished up with his wife, but figgered my employment was over, ya know? I picked me out the best horse and moseyed along.”
I gave the man a glance and found Kepford was looking back at me, grinning. I started to turn my head back to the west, wondering how I was going to get rid of my unwanted companion, and that’s when I saw his partner trailing along behind us. He was still pretty far back and I only got a glimpse of him out of the tail of my eye. I pretended I hadn’t seen him and turned back to the waving grass in front of us.
“Some folks’d tell you it’s dangerous for one man to be travelin’ alone out here. ‘Specially fer a greenhorn.”
“Do you really think my gun looks too new?” I asked, and clumsily pulled it from the shiny black leather holster. The clumsiness was less of an act than I would have liked, but I was as young and green as my unwanted company said I was. I’d done some practicing with that gun and I got to where I could shoot a tree trunk from about fifty paces if I took careful aim and a few deep, calming breaths. Tree trunks don’t shoot back, though.
Kepford laughed and mockingly held up his hands, the reins dangling between the fingers of his left. “Don’t shoot me, pardner,” he teased.
I pretended to study the blue-black barrel of my revolver. “I haven’t shot it much,” I confessed. “I grew up in Kentucky. There was a girl, and her folks decided to move west. I thought we were going to get married, so I left my ma and pa and followed her.” I looked up from the gun to meet Kepford’s dark, laughing eyes.
“She die?” he asked.
“To me she did,” I answered. “You make me remember a lesson from my schoolhouse days back in Kentucky. Miss Laura was teaching us something about the slave days, and she told us about something called ‘moral ambiguity.’ You ever heard of that?”
“Nope,” Kepford said, and now he openly looked over my shoulder at his partner in the distance. “What’s it mean?”
“Well, you plan to rob me and probably kill me with your friend, but so far you haven’t threatened me,” I told him. Now his dark eyes were hard on me. “You haven’t made no threat yet, but …”
I shot him then.
I knew in that heartbeat that I’d made a mistake and was lucky for the moment. My eyes gave me away, I guess, because between pulling back the hammer on that Colt and pulling the trigger, he knew what I was about to do and he went for his gun.
My bullet hit Kepford in the chest. I saw a spot of blood appear as his horse reared. Kepford slid out of the saddle and hit the ground. Hoofbeats were approaching fast from behind and to my left as my own old plow horse danced under me. I jumped out of the old saddle and let the horse hurry away.
Rebecca’s face flashed through my mind, the way she had looked at me early on, when she’d promised we had a future together. Then I remembered her final words to me, carried in my shirt pocket, and my own resolve to make her sorry she’d sent me away. Time seemed to slow and I felt my body grow cold. My concentration focused on the man riding toward me.
Life and death don’t matter much after your heart is ripped out.
The man approaching was fat and as grimy looking as Kepford himself. He was yelling as he bounced in the saddle of his galloping horse. He had his pistol out and he fired three shots at me. Two hit the ground yards in front of me and the third went wide to my right. When he was about thirty yards away, I raised my Colt and fired back at the man. My first shot missed, but his horse reared. The rider stopped and his mount skittered to the side as the rider slapped and fought to control the animal. I aimed again, looking at the man’s chest and thinking of a tree trunk, but the shot was high. The rider’s head seemed to explode.
The fat man hit the earth, pulling his horse down on top of him. The horse rolled to its feet and shook itself, tossed its head, then galloped away, toward the two other horses standing close by eating grass.
A shot rang out behind me and I felt something tug at my shirt sleeve. I turned and found John Kepford on his belly, his right arm extended toward me, the gun trembling in his hand. “You goddamn pup,” he shouted through bloody teeth, then he fired again.
He missed.
I didn’t.
My bullet didn’t take him in the head like I’d planned, but hit him in the right shoulder. He screamed and dropped his gun as his face contorted in pain. Keeping my own gun in my hand, I walked over and looked down at him.
“You were going to rob and kill me, weren’t you?” I asked.
Kepford moaned and held a hand over his bleeding shoulder. He turned angry, scared eyes up to me. “We prolly wouldn’t a kilt ya,” he admitted.
“Adultery, horse stealing, attempted robbery, and you didn’t rule out murder,” I said. “Who knows what other crimes you’re guilty of?” I remember I looked up at the vast pale blue sky over Texas. There isn’t anything I’ve come across in all my years that’ll remind a man of just how small and insignificant he is as miles of prairie under a cloudless blue sky. “I guess this is for the best.”
I shot John Kepford in the forehead, then took the few coins the man and his friend had in their pockets, unsaddled Kepford’s horse and my old nag and turned them loose. Kepford’s friend had a nice, new-looking Winchester repeating rifle, the kind called a Yellowboy, and I took that and all the cartridges I could find.
Did that make me a thief? Did shooting Kepford before he had a fair chance to go for his weapon make me a murderer? Was I just as bad as them, but luckier?
That was a long time ago and I still don’t know the answer. I reckon it’s for God to decide. I expect we’ll talk it over when I go to see Him.
I mounted my new stallion, a spirited black with one white foot and a white blaze on his forehead, and set off
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