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CHAPTER ONE  
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Orville, Half Loaf, Wolf, and I returned last night from a failed hunting trip in the mountains of Angry Orchard, Colorado. We had gone to there to hunt some elk, but it got so cold and started snowing so much that we called it off and returned to the warm room at the hotel.

Early the next morning, I was awakened by the telegraph operator, who had a telegram marked urgent. I opened it and saw that it was from Dr Ferguson, the doctor I met on the stage when I travelled from Velvet Sky, Arizona to here. The telegram stated that the town of Clear Stone, Wyoming, needed my help. There were some men going there to inflict bodily harm on some of their leading citizens. They hadn’t arrived yet, but were expected at any time. If I could come, they wanted me as soon as possible. It was signed, Dr. Ferguson. 

I talked it over with Orville and Half Loaf, and we all agreed that we needed to do this. If there were people that needed our help, it was our duty to help them.  

Orville, Half Loaf, myself, and Wolf—a dog, and the newest member of our ragtag group—were going to start out for what we hoped would be about a six to eight-day trip. 

Thinking back, I had travelled by stagecoach from Velvet Sky because the killer was already here, so, time was of the essence then. 

After that situation was taken care of and I was waiting for my friends, Orville and Half Loaf, to arrive, I enjoyed walking around visiting with the people of Angry Orchard, especially Walter Barnes, the owner of the livery stable. 

I escaped from a lovesick young lady that was bound and determined to marry me, then I rescued a dog. I couldn’t find a permanent home for him, so I decided to make him a member of our group and name him Wolf.  

Orville said that everything was still packed from our failed huntin’ trip in the mountains, so we could leave for Clear Stone at any time. 

“Let’s eat breakfast, then check our outfit again to make doubly sure we have everything we need for this trip,” I said. 

“That sounds like a good plan,” Orville said. “Where’re we gonna eat?” 

“Let’s go to Shirley’s. She was real nice to Wolf and me while we were waiting for you guys.” 

We went to Shirley’s café where I told Wolf to wait like he always did by the door. Orville, Half Loaf and myself found a table in the back and sat down. 

When Shirley came to wait on us I said to her, “I want to thank you for being so nice to me and Wolf while we were waiting for Orville and Half Loaf to show up,” 

“Ah, shucks. It wasn’t no trouble at all. I enjoyed doing it. I would have thrown out all those scraps anyway. He saved me the trouble. Here’s a little something for him that you can take with you. Now, what’ll you fellows have?” 

We ordered a big breakfast, and it filled us up all the way. We said goodbye to Shirley, and gave her a big tip.  

Orville said, “I know you can’t marry me, but you could give an old man a big hug, couldn’t you?” 

“On one condition . . . that I get a hug from all three of you. Okay? And a hug from Wolf, too.” 

We lined up and each of us gave her a hug that would have to last, as we probably wouldn’t be coming this way again. She stepped outside and gave Wolf a hug and told him she was going to miss him. He whined and licked her face. 

We left Shirley’s and went to the livery stable, where we had our horses and wagon. 

“If I wus a little younger I jest might take off and go with you fellows,” said Rufus. 

“You ain’t a whole lot older’an me,” exclaimed Orville. 

“Maybe jest a might. Too much to be traipsing all over the country. I’ll jest have to say goodbye and good luck to you.” 

We all shook hands, then saddled and hooked up the horses to the wagon. We waved goodbye and took off. 

“How fer did you say it was?” asked Orville. 

“Not quite a hundred miles,” I answered. “Should get there in a little over a week’s time, if we don’t run into any trouble.” 

“Now that’s something I can do without,” said Orville. 

“Me also, I want no trouble,” exclaimed Half Loaf. “How about you Jed, you want trouble?”  

“I don’t think I have to answer that silly question,” I said. 
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Wolf was having a really good time. He was checking under every rock, in every crevice, behind every tree and cactus, under every bush, and up and down the valley.  

As I filled my lungs with the cold January morning air, I thought about something that I’d heard. I’d been told that in the summer the prairie would be covered with wildflowers, and you could see the endless flatland filled with dry riverbeds, rough gullies, rocky gulches, mesquite-trees filled with leaves, and blooming prickly pear bushes.  

Everything is just as pretty now, but in a different way. The sun was blasting a brilliant, yellow over the tops of the tall mountains, and the green Aspen trees scattered across the base caused contrasting colors in the white snow. What a wonderful sight it was to behold. God sure knew how to put things together for a pretty picture. I do wish that I could have seen the beauty of the summer months. I’m going to miss this, but I have to go where God leads me. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

[image: ]




We came upon a burned-out wagon. It looked to have been sitting there for a couple of days. The people inside the wagon were burned beyond recognition. We assumed they were a man and his wife. Thank God, it didn’t look like they had kids.  The horses were gone, and items were scattered all around. The Indians had ripped and destroyed any and all things they didn’t want to take with them. We buried them a little way from the wagon. When we got through burying the man and woman in a common grave, we heard what sounded a little like a baby crying coming from the bushes, and Wolf perked up his ears.  

“What is it, Wolf? Let’s go see.” 

We all went over, and there in the bushes was a young Indian brave. He was in pretty bad shape. The other Indians must have thought he’d run off when the fighting started, or maybe they didn’t care because he was so young that they didn’t bother looking for him. He was probably ten or eleven years old, too young to be going on a raid like this.  

Orville said, “The best thing for him is to shoot him and put him out of his misery.”  

“We can’t do that without even trying to help him,” Half Loaf said, looking very concerned. 

“Alright, let’s git him back to the wagon,” said Orville. 

He moaned loudly when we picked him up. We laid him in the back of the wagon, and Half Loaf handed a canteen to me. I lifted him so he could drink. Very little water got down his throat, but he managed a little. His wound was bad, so I cleaned it and saw that the bullet had to come out.  

I asked, “Can you take out a bullet, Orville?”  

“I did it a few times in the war, but I can’t make no promise,” he answered.  

“Just do the best you can,” I said. “Build a fire, Half Loaf, and heat some water. Get Orville’s pealing knife and set it in the coals of the fire. Also, get that bottle of whisky from under the wagon seat and bring it here.”  

I got some towels from the wagon and put them beside the youth.  

When the knife was hot, Orville said, “You better hold him down. If this knife slips, he won’t have no chance at all.”  

Half Loaf and me held him down so he wouldn’t thrash around, and Orville started pushing the knife into the wound.  

“I can feel it, now if I can just twist the knife up this way . . . and there it is. Ain’t it something that such a little thing can do so much damage?” commented Orville as he held up the tiny bit of lead. “Jed, you clean it out with that whiskey, then put clean dressings on it. Try giving him a little more water. That’s about all we can do right now. We’ll see how he’s doing in a couple hours.” 

A couple hours went by, and he started trembling and shaking.  

“Cover him up with these blankets,” said Orville “He’s got a fever. Bathe his forehead with a wet bandana, and I’ll cook up a little broth from some jerky. Add a few herbs and try to get him to drink a little. If the fever breaks, he just might survive . . . to kill another white man.”   
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