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FOREWORD 
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This new Western from Mister Savage has all the hallmarks of a Western, readers will truly enjoy. Not only does this author understand the very essence of what makes a great Western—he understands how to take the very fabric of the genre and present it as a readable delight. If I were you—I’d grab this new one and read it with glee. I'm glad to recommend 'BACK TO BISBEE' (PREACHER RIDES AGAIN) written by a great Western writer. 

C. Wayne Winkle – bestselling author of “Judd’s Journey” 
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CHAPTER ONE 
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He’s just a man. Not tall, not short. Not thick, not thin. He’s just a man. He makes his home in Sabino Canyon, northeast of the small town of Tucson in the Arizona Territory. Way back in the canyon, there’s a smaller box canyon off to one side. There stands a neat cabin built of the stone blocks that litter the ground at the base of the Santa Catalina Mountains. 

That cabin is the home of this man called Preacher. A little, gray mustang named Jim and a massive Irish Wolfhound named Dog make up his family. For years, that was enough. 

Lately, though, there’s been an addition to this little group. A man named Budge, partially crippled in that miserable war when a horse-drawn cannon rolled over his legs, shattering both thighs. Those breaks were never set right. Now, he can only get around with a strange, hopping sort of gait. 

Preacher had also been injured in that war but had mainly recovered, except for a slight limp. You’d have to look close to see it, though. He’d taken Budge in when, around Tucson, Budge had been considered the town drunk. Alcohol had been the only way he had of dealing with the pain in his misshapen legs. Until now, anyway. 

Dr. Goodman and his son operated a medical practice in Tucson. They had introduced Budge to laudanum, an opiate. Used in moderation, it helped the little man get around. And get around he did. Budge turned out to be a cracker-jack of a carpenter. 

He had built himself an apartment behind the stone cabin, next to the tack room. He’d replaced the saguaro ribbed ramada at the front of the cabin with a regular covered porch. He had even crafted two rocking chairs where he and Preacher spent many a cool evening watching he stars come out over the Catalina Mountains. All in all, rescuing Budge had been a Godsend for them both. 

Budge also turned out to be a passable cook. He had a knack for trapping the Gamble’s Quail that ran all over the foothills. The quail made a welcome addition to meals that tended to be more beef than anything else. He made mighty good biscuits, too. 

Preacher was thinking about how good those roasted quail were as he sat beside a tiny fire heating up some coffee. Unfortunately, he was way down in the badlands, a good day’s ride from Tombstone. Dog lay beside him, gnawing on a chunk of jerky. 

Preacher usually made a cold camp when he was traveling. He was fastidious about personal cleanliness and hated to soil his clothes with the scent of wood smoke. But there was a chill in the air this evening, and some hot coffee sounded too good to turn down. However, he kept the fire small and used dry, hardwood that only smoked a little. He’d bathe when he got to Tombstone. 

Two days earlier, Preacher had met with Sheriff Bobby Booker in Tucson. Booker had been appointed sheriff after Sheriff “Big Boy” Miller was murdered. Preacher was told that a man by the name of Jesse White had been spotted in the rugged mining town of Bisbee. Jesse was wanted for attempted bank robbery and murder. He’d killed two people, one of them a woman, in that failed robbery. There was now a price of five hundred dollars on his head. Preacher intended to collect that bounty. 

This temporary camp for the evening was in a dry wash where the rushing water from long ago storms had exposed a huge boulder. It was against that boulder he now rested as he drank his coffee and chewed on a piece of jerky himself. But he couldn’t help thinking about those good biscuits Budge made every morning. 

Oh, well. Jesse White wasn’t supposed to be a dangerous man, unless he was trapped. Preacher didn’t intend to trap him, just nab him and haul him to Tucson for the Territorial Marshall to collect. He didn’t think he’d be gone a week. 

Funny how things turn out. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

[image: ]




A little gecko, barely three inches long and just hatched this spring, crept slowly up on a chunk of granite. Ever so slowly, he crawled closer to a big fly preening itself on the rock. Just as he got within range, a big road runner that had been hidden and motionless jabbed fast as lightning with its sharp beak. The little gecko became the big bird’s lunch. 

Before he could even enjoy it, he had to quickly dash out of the way of a gray mustang that was moving at a canter across the desert floor. A huge Irish Wolfhound paced beside it. Easy in the saddle rode a man dressed in black. Preacher was heading for a quick stop in Tombstone before continuing on to Bisbee. 

The temperature here on the desert floor would soon top one hundred degrees. This early in the morning, though, it was still a comfortable eighty-something, and the humidity was close to zero. The dry air was the only thing that made life bearable in the Sonoran Desert. 

Tombstone was at a higher elevation than Tucson and a bit more comfortable in the summer. But Preacher’s business wouldn’t keep him there for long. He was looking forward to a big beef steak dinner at R.B. Campbell’s restaurant. Then a steaming, hot bath at Delia William’s boarding house on Toughnut Street. Preacher never passed up an opportunity for a hot bath. 

After that, he had business in Bisbee with Jesse White and the five-hundred-dollar bounty on Jesse’s head. But, first things first. 

*  *  *  *
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Preacher was relaxing in a large wooden tub filled with water as hot as he could stand it. It not only washed the dust of travel off, it also eased the aches and pains a man might acquire while conducting a fairly dangerous occupation. 

‘Through the steam, he saw the curtain part. He expected one of Madam Williams’ serving girls with another bucket of hot water. Instead, a tall, thin man sporting a huge walrus-style mustache appeared. Preacher rapidly grabbed the Winchester 73 he kept leaning against the tub. 

As he leveled the rifle, the tall man spoke. “Ain’t no need for that, Preacher. Just stopping by to say hello.” 

“Well, hey, Wyatt. You oughta be more careful, sneaking up on a feller like that.” 

Wyatt Earp, Deputy Marshall in Tombstone, was a legend across the west. He was known as a fast hand with a gun. But he was more likely to bust a drunken cowboy across the head with it than shoot him. He and Preacher had been friends for a long time. 

“Yeah, and if you didn’t spend half your time soaking in hot water, a man wouldn’t have to sneak up on you.” 

“Aw, I was gonna look you up, just as soon as I made myself presentable. Thought maybe you could pay me that beer you owe me for...” 

“Owe you? Why, you low-down varmint; you owe me at least a keg of beer!” 

“Yeah, well, why don’t you get outta here and let me get dressed. Then we’ll see about who owes who. Besides, I’m getting powerful hungry.” 

“Okay, I’ll meet you at Campbell’s. See if you can make it through a beef steak without shooting somebody. Or yourself, anyway.” 

*  *  *  *
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Early the next morning, clean, rested, and well-fed, Preacher threw his saddle on his little mustang, Jim, and headed into the rising sun. Dog, his huge Wolfhound companion, trotted easily at his side. With his flat-brimmed, black hat pulled low over his eyes and a mocking bird serenading from high in a Palo Verde tree, the three companions got back on the trail to the business at hand. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
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In approaching from the west, the best way into the mining town of Bisbee in Arizona Territory was by way of the Mule Mountain Tunnel. The tunnel had been blasted through the solid rock of the low mountain to make it easier to transport ore from the bustling Copper Queen Mine. 

Preacher urged Jim, his little mustang, into the dark tunnel. Jim wasn’t sure about it, but he trusted his friend and owner completely. The sound of his shod feet rang like music on the stone floor. Daylight was visible ahead and that helped. Dog, the massive Irish Wolfhound, kept pace with the horse. Soon the village of Bisbee came into view. 

The town had grown up along with the mine, but there wasn’t a flat piece of ground anywhere. Each successive street was higher than the last and access was usually by way of a set of stairs. There were stairs everywhere. 

Preacher took a long way around to reach the village sheriff’s office. That’s when things got real interesting. 

*  *  *  *

[image: ]


Preacher found John Swain Slaughter, sheriff of Bisbee, as the lawman was tying his big bay mare to the hitching rack in front of the sheriff’s office. 

“Howdy, Sheriff. My name’s Preacher, and I’m...” 

“Shoot, man. I know who you are, and I likely know why you’re here. But I’m afraid I got some bad news for you.” 

“What might that be?” Preacher asked as the two men walked into the office. 

Inside, it looked pretty much like every other sheriff’s office in the west. A wooden desk sat in the middle of the room; a rack of rifles and shotguns were locked against a wall, and a big cast iron stove heated a steaming coffee pot. A door on the back wall undoubtedly led to a block of cells. 

Sheriff Slaughter dropped wearily into the chair behind the desk and set his hat, crown down, on the desk. “You come here huntin’ for Jesse White. Am I right?” 

“Well, yessir, that’s my plan. What’s wrong with it? There’s a five-hundred-dollar bounty to be had.” 

“There is, yes. Or, there was anyway. But three days ago, a pair of toughs come to town and let it be known that they intended to collect that bounty. When Jesse got wind of it, he lit out for the border at Douglas Crossing. On his way, he grabbed the daughter of the owner of the Copper Queen Mine. Kidnapped her. 

“And those two gunsels took out after ‘im. Tried to head Jesse off, but instead they turned him. He ran for the Pedregosa Mountains east of here. He’s in there now, holed up somewhere. It’s gonna take an army to get him outta there.” 

“Hmm...does Jesse know his way around those mountains?” 

“Sure does. He was born back in there somewhere. One of the bounty hunters came back and telegraphed for a tracker outta the San Carlos Apaches. But how you gonna track a man across rock? I reckon you wasted a trip, Preacher.” 

“Well, dang! Don’t like the sounds of that a’tall. How old’s this girl he kidnapped?” 

“She’s sixteen. Mr. Harper, that’s the mine owner, he’s fit to be tied over this. Says he’s gonna have the army out here to git her back. But I reckon you’d hafta burn them mountains down to git him outta there. This is just a big ol’ mess, is what it is.” 

“Sure, ‘nough sounds that way. Tell me, was there any witnesses to this kidnapping?” 

“Oh, yeah. Several folks saw it. Miss Walters down at the Mercantile Store saw it best, I reckon. Sally Mae, that’s Mr. Harper’s daughter, she was just coming outta the store when Jesse grabbed her. Yanked her across his saddle. Her packages went a flying every which way. Then Jesse lit a shuck for the border, Sally Mae screaming all the way. Lots a folks seen it.” 

“Huh. Now he’s got her back there in the Pedregosas. Where he knows his way around. Don’t that beat all?” 

“Yeah, it’s a big ol’ mess for sure.” 

“I wonder, could you get one of your deputies to show me where Jesse was staying before all this happened?” 

“One of my deputies? That’s rich, that is! I ain’t got no deputies. None. There’s just me and old Chester who sweeps up and such. Shoot, only reason I even got this job is ‘cause nobody else wanted it. Working in the Copper Queen Mine pays a sight better than wearing a tin star and rousting drunks. But I can’t stand to be underground. Gives me the willies! 

“But you can find it yourself. He took a room over the Copper Belle Saloon. Barkeep’ll show you which one. But you can trust me, he ain’t there.” 

“Yeah, I know, but maybe it’ll tell me something anyway. Thanks for your time, Sheriff.” 

“Don’t mention it. Good luck to you; you’re gonna need it.” 
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