
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


J.T. & ME

A Western Short

––––––––

J.C. HULSEY


Copyright © 2014 by J.C. Hulsey

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental

For information contact: jchulsey1@att.net

Cover design by J.C. Hulsey

Published by J.C. Hulsey Books

September 2020

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1


John Turner Russell is a cantankerous old coot, but he’s as loyal as a puppy dog. A man couldn’t ask for a better partner or friend for that matter. He and I served in the same unit in the Calvary. I was an officer and he was a Sergeant. Somehow even back then, rank didn’t matter to either one of us. We became friends, close friends, you might say. After we were discharged, J.T. and I traveled together trying to find out what our niche in life was gonna be. We were both tired of fighting and taking orders.

We signed on with more than one cattle Ranch. Even tried a horse Ranch. We sure didn’t cotton to following behind them old mossy backed cows all day. The grub in most places was a lot better than army chow, except at a couple of places.

Neither one of us figured we were cut out to follow behind a plow, so it seemed we were back to square one in the job hunting. We were in a little place called Calico Junction, when I literally ran into someone from my military days. He had been a Colonel and our commanding officer for the entire time we served.

“With a name like mine,” he said. “I had no choice but to go into politics. I’m now a territorial judge for the entire Republic of Texas. Oh, excuse me, it ain’t a Republic any more. Anyhow, I am now Judge Hiram T. Justus based in Newton County. I could use a couple of good reliable men to work for me.”

After a long, very long discussion, J.T. and I decided to give it a try.

Our job as it was described by the judge was to look into the backgrounds of certain individuals and ascertain if they had the potential of becoming law breakers. There was very little if any violence involved in this endeavor. That is until these last jobs. It seemed as if the jobs were becoming more like bounty hunting than investigators. 

******

[image: ]


J.T. is tall and wide shouldered, a handsome figure of a man and the ladies readily pursue him. On more than one occasion, I’ve had to hunt him down whenever we would get a job. I found him in some places a couple of times here he shouldn’t have been. He always claimed he couldn’t be blamed if the woman that wanted him was married.
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Cora Winchel is one of the finest women I’ve ever met and she would make a good wife. J.T. and I have been special investigators for the judge close to five years. There’s a lot of traveling involved, and that’s one of the reasons I’m not ready to settle down. Cora doesn’t seem to understand my reasoning about this. She said she wasn’t going to wait much longer for me to pop the question. That was something I wasn’t looking forward to. I really can’t blame her; we’ve been seeing each other nigh on to six months. Every time she gets me cornered; something comes up. My job as a special investigator isn’t a job where you can sit behind a desk. You have to travel wherever the culprits go and bring them back, alive, if they let you. She wasn’t none too happy about another delay in her wedding plans, but it’s like I told her. “Duty calls and I have to answer.”

I found J.T. at Mrs. Reynold’s house, drinking coffee and enjoying the slight breeze on the front porch. How did I know to look there, you might ask? Mr. Reynolds is out of town for a few days. Need I say more?

J.T. said his goodbyes and we headed for the Livery Stable.

The slender Livery Stable owner was a cantankerous old man with wrinkles on top of wrinkles. He always had an opinion about anything and everything. He claimed he was 94 years old and nobody doubted it. He always had a story about every situation His bushy beard shook as he bobbed his head for emphasis.

He spotted us walking across the street headed in his direction. Oliver Watkins, the hostler pulled a plug of tobacco out of his shirt pocket, bit off a chunk and put the rest back in his pocket. He didn’t chew but a couple of times before he spit out the door.
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