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The little train station of Cochise sat alongside the tracks that ran from El Paso to Tucson. It consisted of a one room cafe and bar, and a two-story hotel that also served as the railroad station. It was tall and narrow, holding six rooms for rent. It was owned by the station master, Charlie Ellis. Alongside the tracks, there was a standard set of railroad corals for shipping livestock. Cochise Station wasn’t a scheduled stop. The train highballed through once daily in each direction and would only stop if it was delivering mail or packages, or if the station was sending out the same. If Charlie needed the train to stop, he would put up a flag along the track for the engineer to see. A telegraph line followed the tracks, and a key was in the hotel. Cochise was the closest communication spot for the ranches in the area on the west side of the Sulphur Springs Playa. Willcox was twenty miles east; and Dragoon and Benson were to the west. Small, it was out of the way, but it was an important location. 

This day, a stout, tall man sat at the table in the cafe with a cup of coffee and a plate holding the wreckage of a breakfast meal. He had the appearance of a hardcase desperado, but the fact was, he was in search of some desperados. He wasn’t quite thirty, but had the look of a man fifty years old. The hair at his temples was shot with gray, crow’s feet wrinkled at the corners of his brown eyes. His hands were callused, not from honest work, but from the smoke and handling of firearms. His clothes, though shabby, were clean and his boots held no dust or manure from the street. He was quiet, except to request his meals. Down at the railroad corals, his horse and pack animals were feasting on the railroads hay. He had been here, in this little out of-the-way hamlet, for two days. No one asked him his name or what he was doing. Everyone walked softly around him even though he wore no visible firearms. He was what he looked like... tired. 

For two years, he had wandered from west Texas, through New Mexico and now here in southern Arizona. If he had explained to anyone curious enough to ask, what he did in those two years, they would have heard a tale of misery and revenge. He had once had a little outfit in west Texas, a wife and a small son. One day, coming back from a cattle drive into Dallas, he found his wife, his widowed mother, and son killed. The house burned to the ground and his stock stolen. A plain trail left the wreckage of his home and traveled west. For two years, Jeb Walker had followed it. During that time, he had found and exacted revenge on four of the marauders. The last having told him that the remaining two had gone on to Arizona. When he had come to Cochise Station, he was give out, his horse wore down to the bone. The lust for retribution was burned out. His soul was burned and torn, and he couldn’t find it in himself to kill another man, no matter the reason. He still carried the proceeds of his cattle sales in Dallas. The thought of making a fresh start in this cactus infested land along the east slope of the Dragoon Mountains had taken seed in his mind. When the station man brought him a refill on his coffee, he had looked up at the man about to ask about any ranches in the area for sale, but only saw a man who was afraid of him, and possibly life itself. He withheld the question and laid a dollar on the table to pay for his meal and the coffee. Jeb decided he would set tight for a few days, letting his horses heal up and fill up. He had gone far enough.
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After a week, Jeb felt his horses could stand a little ride. Mr. Ellis, at the hotel, hadn’t said five words to him in all the time he had been there. On the sixth morning, the sky was clear and vibrant blue. The sun was up over the Chiricahua Mountains and Jeb was stretching his body and ready to get out and about. When he asked to settle his bill with Ellis, the station man seemed relieved. When Jeb slid the money he owed onto the counter, Ellis snatched it like he was afraid Jeb would take it back. Jeb thanked him for the hospitality and ambled down to the railroad corals, where he saddled and packed his horses. His pistol belt he rolled up around itself and he stuffed it down into one pannier of the pack outfit. But his Henry Rifle, he slid into the boot, under his left leg, on his saddle horse. When he was mounted and rode out of the corrals to the south, he saw Charlie Ellis standing on the steps of the hotel watching him. Jeb waved and broke a smile as he rode by, headed south along the east face of the Dragoon Mountains. The farther he rode the more relaxed he became. When he had released his mind from the revenge that lingered there, he had, minute by minute, begun to relax and enjoy the surroundings. He was renewed by the blue clear sky, the mountains, and the endless sea of grass that grew here. At mid-day he was at the mouth of the Stronghold Canyon where the Indian leader Cochise had kept a camp. He stopped for a moment and looked up into the rugged, rocky forbidding canyon. He thought of the stories of men killed there, trying to attack that camp. He had enough ghosts to deal with, Jeb decided he didn’t need any more and rode on.

Later that afternoon, he rode onto a wagon trail. He had no way of knowing it, but this was the trail used by the Army, then freighters, when they left camp at the Sulphur Springs on their way to Tombstone. This wide gentle sloping pass was called Middle March Pass. Without even thinking about it, his horse turned up hill on the road and was marching along. Jeb was enjoying the country; grama grass stirrup high, oak trees and as he got higher into the canyon, there was scrub pine. After an hour, he came to a wide flat spot at the top of the pass. In a grove to one side sat a tumbled down adobe cabin. In the trees, he could hear water chuckling over rocks in the stream bed. To his left stood a picket corral. and behind it up on the slope, he could see a hand full of horses grazing. Around the back of the cabin walked a Mexican vaquero. 

As he approached Jeb, he removed his hat and held it before him. In clear English, he said: "Good afternoon Jefe. How may I be of service to you?" 

"I would like to camp here for a few days if it’s not a problem" Jeb looked down on the man who wasn’t an inch over five foot five. 

"You are most welcome, my friend. I camp here to look after my patron’s property. My wife and child are in Tombstone, so I am very lonely,” The little man said. 

Jeb dismounted and led his horses over to a big oak tree and began unsaddling them. When done, he took them to one side, hobbled them, and left them to graze. Walking back to his gear, he found his host standing there. "My name is Jeb walker." he extended his hand to shake. 

The vaquero reached out and clasped it then bowed at the waist. "My name is Ignacio Morales. I work for a Mr. Hobbs, in Tombstone." 

"Hobbs doesn’t live here?" Jeb asked. 

"No, he acquired this ranch in a game of chance. He doesn’t want to live here. His business is the cards." Ignacio explained. 

"I may want a business talk with Mr. Hobbs, where in Tombstone might I find him?" Jeb asked. 

"In any cantina. He could be in any one of them." Ignacio was eyeing the supplies in Jeb’s pack. 

"I have carne seca, but no coffee or flour, but you’re welcome to join me." 

"I will supply the coffee and flour and join you. Tomorrow I will ride to Tombstone, to see Hobbs." Jeb reached down and picked up the two packages and handed them to Ignacio.
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Mid-day, the next day, Jeb rode into the town of Tombstone. There was a lot of hustling and bustling going on. People moving and going about their lives in a territorial town. As he rode along the street looking at the different stores and businesses, he passed a buggy with an attractive brown-haired woman sitting in it. She held the lines to a team of better than average bay horses. On the boardwalk behind her, stood a short older man, with a Long Tom Shotgun. Next to him, a dark-complexioned man, a good head taller. As Jeb rode by, they both turned their heads and watched him; both had badges pinned on their shirts. 
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