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Chapter 1
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On January 23, 1905, a brave band of horsemen thundered across the chilling, windswept hillside, resolute in their purpose. The riders ride together, closely bundled, as they gallop through the snow, their horses' hooves kicking up flurries in their wake. The athletic leader of the posse, Jess Adams, is a 5' 11" United States Marshal with blue eyes and light-brown hair, on a dangerous pursuit of the Rollins gang. The posse is seeking bank robbers throughout the state. 

The posse rides up a hill and brings their horses to a stop. Deputy Marshal Warren, 5' 11" with a dark-brown hair and an average build, weighing 198 lbs. He reaches into his saddlebags, retrieves his binoculars, and holds them up to his eyes, spotting smoke billowing from a snow-covered log cabin. 

All that could be seen was the chimney billowing smoke. The wind whips at Warren's Stetson. His horse shifts and moans nervously beneath him.

As Warren reins in his nervous horse, he expertly soothes it with a reassuring pat on the head. “I can’t see anything in this weather,” said Warren.

"What did you see, Warren?" asked Jess.

"Smoke. And where there's smoke, there's..." stated Warren.

"Fire. A cabin. That's them, let's go," said Jess.

"Where are we going, Marshal? I'm half-frozen," asked Roscoe.

"There's a nice warm cabin over the rise. We'll be there in a jiffy, Roscoe," said Jess.

"Damn sure better be, Marshal. I didn't sign on for this. Why, there isn't enough money in all of Texas that’s going to keep me out here. I'm turning back," said Roscoe, shaking.

Jess pulled back on his reins.

"It’s the town’s money, Roscoe. You sure were rushing me out into this weather to fetch it back. Anyone else feel like turning back?" asked Jess.

Slowly, some hands began to rise.

“Who needs you? Come on Warren,” said Jess.

“You’ll die before morning,” said Roscoe.

“Then I'll see you in hell!” snapped Jess. 

Jess urged his horse forward, racing toward the snow-capped log cabin with Warren close by. "Miserable skunks," Jess growled. The posse of twelve was now down to two men - Jess and Warren. They finally arrived at the snow-capped log cabin, which was enveloped in a serene blanket of snow. 
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Meanwhile, inside the cabin, the outlaws were busy playing poker to notice Jess and Warren riding up.

“Shut up! I heard something outside!” said a voice from within the log cabin. 

“Want me to check it out?” asked another voice.

“Harvey, go check it out,” said the lead voice.

6 feet 2 inches tall and weighing 300 pounds, Harvey Judd, a talkative hired thug and former trooper, sought out the abandoned log cabin for its silence and solitude. As he walked on the snow, he heard a noise and searched the area with his eyes but found nothing. However, his ears wouldn't let it go, so he ventured further into the snow and that's when he discovered it. Jess then pulled out his Winchester Model 1892 rifle, cocked the hammer back, and aimed it at Harvey.

“You step one more step and your mama won’t recognize you,” whispered Jess.

“How many inside?” surd Warren.

“Six,” whispered Harvey.

“Alright, step forward, and no funny business,” said Jess.

Harvey crunched through the snow toward Jess and Warren.

“Marshal? I didn’t know it was you that’s been dogging us,” said Harvey.

“Warren cover me. If he speaks again, bop him, make him go to sleep,” said Jess.

“Will do Jess,” replied Warren.

Jess walked out from behind the snow-covered timber toting his Winchester Model 1892 rifle. 

“Harv’s been gone a long time. You reckon I ought to go and fetch him?” asked another outlaw.

“Alright Piney check on him,” said the leader.

“He’s probably taking relieving himself and got it frozen,” diverted Hiram.

“Yeah well Piney will have to unfreeze it, won’t ya Piney?” asked Lot.

6 ' 3" 291 lbs. Piney Case brother to Theo Case. Piney was tall, massively built, had an imposing look about him, and had blond hair, went to check on Harvey but there was no sign of him. 

“Harvey!” yelled Piney. 

There was no answer.

“You so much as blink and you’re grounded,” whispered Jess.

Piney called out a second time, but still no answer. He stepped out into the snowy darkness and hollered for Judd a third time. But still no answer. He turned around toward the log cabin. And was standing by to walk back inside when suddenly.

“Hello Piney!” said Jess.

“Marshal, I have one thing to say to you...” said Piney.

“Which is?” asked Jess.

“Posse!” yelled Piney as he ran back toward the log cabin.

Lot dashed out the coal lantern and began breaking out the log cabin’s windows. And began to open fire. 

“Now you did it!” said Jess, returning fire.

During the firefight, Piney is nicked in the back but it isn’t severe. 

“I gotta go fetch him!” said Theo.

6' 0" 227 lbs. Theophilus "Theo" Case, Piney’s brother.

“Piney’ll take care of himself,” said Lot.

“He’s my brother Lot,” said Theo.

He opened the door and fired several rounds of his six-shooter into the darkness, he managed to pull Piney back inside of the cabin.

“That was stupid Theo,” said Lot.

“Who’s out there?” asked Theo.

“Jess Adams,” said Piney.

“That means he's got Harvey. Let’s clear outta here,” said Theo.

“I know how lawmen think, remember I used to be one. Let me talk to him,” said Jason.

Gruff looking 6' 1" 242 lbs. Jason King was a former lawman turned gun for hire. The firing had ceased.

“Hey out there!” shouted Jason.

“Hey yourself,” shouted Jess.
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Back in the timberline, Warren handcuffed Harvey to a frozen tree stump. Warren raced to assist Jess. Warren stepped into a maw in the ground which toppled Warren to the snowy ground. Sending a shot in the air.

“Hold your fire. I wanna talk to you man to man,” said Jason.

“I’m listening,” said Jess.

“You turn your back and let us go, now you got Harvey, am I correct?” asked Jason.

“That’s affirmative,” said Jess. 

Jess was making his way toward the back of the cabin while Jason continued talking. Jess made it to the side of the cabin where a wooden ladder was propped up. He began climbing it and once he got to the top. He immediately removed his duster as the smoke continued to burp out of the chimney. He covered the chimney with his duster.

“...So what do you say, uh, we got a deal or what?” asked Jason.

Suddenly the room began to fill up with smoke. And they could hardly breathe. 

“He’s on the roof,” said Lot.

All six men opened fire shooting through the wooden ceiling. Hoping to get him but it was too smoke-filled to see what they were aiming at.

“Let’s get outta here, I can’t see,” coughed Piney.

Jess stood on the edge of the cabin’s roof waiting for them to come out.

“Don’t shoot Jess, we’re coming out,” coughed Lot.

“Now be good little boys and put your toys away,” said Jess holding his Winchester Model 1892 rifle on them. 

Another outlaw by the name of Ranzy wasn’t being taken in. So he ran out of the cabin coughing and blazing away into the darkness. Jess, still out there on the roof of the cabin, opened fire killing Ranzy. His other hand had already holstered his pistol. Next to a treeline, were seven horses with reins wrapped around them keeping them from running off. 

Warren finally came from stepping into the maw and came running. Piney believed he could outdraw the deputy. He pulled his pistol and opened fire on Warren who in turn fired back. Killing Piney on sight. He grabbed his chest and fell to the cold hard ground dead. But not before Piney wound Warren in the right shoulder, causing him to drop his Winchester Model 1892 rifle in the snow. Each outlaw tried to ensure a fast getaway, but Jess fired over their heads.

“Going somewhere, Rollins?” said Jess clutching his Winchester Model 1892 rifle.

They stopped dead in their snow tracks inches from their horses. Lot began slowly raising his hands in the air. Warren reached down and recovered his rifle.

“Warren, you think you can hold them till I get down?” asked Jess.

“I got ‘em,” said Warren.

Jess stepped down from the roof still holding his rifle pointing at the five outlaws.

“Well it looks like you got us, Marshal, but it’s a long ride back to town. And who knows what can happen? Avalanche or wolves. You never know,” said Lot.
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Chapter 2
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“You must think I’m a real dangerous man, Rollins. Now where’s the money?” said Jess.

“Go to hell!” said Lot.

“Warren, check the cabin,” ordered Jess.

Warren ran inside and came out carrying the sacks of bank money that the outlaws stole. Jess walked up to Lot and busted him in the mouth with the butt of his rifle. Down went Lot Rollins to one knee, almost knee bent in the snow.

“Hey, you can’t do that marshal, that’s...excessive force,” said Jason.

“Shut up! I’m tired, hungry, and cold. I’ll do what needs to be done to get the job done. Tired of being made a fool of,” said Jess pointing his Winchester Model 1892 rifle at them.

Jess and Warren prodded them to get to their horses.

“I got a hair trigger on this rifle and it might accidentally go off, so I wouldn’t try anything,” said Jess.

“What did you do to Harvey? Got a right to know,” said Jason.

“You have the right to hang, so shut up, King. Speaking of Harvey, where did you put him, Warren?” asked Jess.

“I handcuffed him to a tree stump,” said Warren.

They walked through the heavy snow, collected their horses, and recovered Harvey along the way. Small, lone figures riding horses race through the hostile vastness of snow and cold. As they run, the horses’ legs kick up large clouds of snow and ice into the snowy air. 

“When we busting out, Rollins? I mean, after all, this is your gang,” said Hiram.

“Quiet Hiram, you want that deputy to hear you,” said Lot.

“Come on, we can take ‘em there's five of us and only two of them. Piney needs to be avenged,” said Theo.

“Lot said to shut up Theo,” said Jason.

The wind is blowing quite strong now. They eventually now come to a halt. They back down from their mounts and begin to walk Jess and Warren along with the outlaws struggling to stay upright, but a gust of freezing snow knocks them over. Harvey endeavors to get up, but he can't. The young soldier from Texas drags himself a couple of feet and then collapses. Harvey lies face down in the snow, nearly unconscious. Slowly he looks up and sees Adams, barely visible through the blowing snow.

“Come on Harvey, you aren’t dead yet, I aim to bring you all in,” said Jess.

The wind has picked up considerably, making it difficult to move. 

“You damn fool, you’ll kill us all,” said Theo. 

“Town’s about three hours away. We'll make it,” said Jess.

They rode against a bitter Texas night eventually reaching the town limits. 
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There was a signpost outside of town that read guns in town were prohibited, signed by U. S. Marshal, Jess Adams. Although you could barely see it because of the snow. They trotted in, headed by Jess. Closing behind was Warren. It was now mid-morning. Although the snow had tranquilized some, it was still cold, too frigid to be outside.

Grindville is a sprawling, active, handsome frontier town, a cattle center and supply station for the burgeoning silver mines to the West. Even though it was 1905, the town was on the verge of turning into a vast empire. Townspeople who were up that morning were getting ready for work; witness the sight of Jess leading the outlaw gang to the marshal’s office where he plans to jail them till the circuit judge arrives. The gang came riding in with ropes wrapped around their necks being transported in by Jess. Roscoe came running off the streets toward the mayor’s office. 

Roscoe banged on the mayor’s office.“What the ...?” asked Alton.

6' 3" 280 lbs. Craggy-face, hard-bitten Alton Young was working at his desk when he heard the knock. Standing on the porch was Roscoe. Alton went to the door and opened it.

“He did it Alton, Jess brought them in, like he said he would,” said Roscoe.

Alton turned and fetched his hat and coat and closed his office door. From there he raced toward the town center. There he witnessed firsthand Jess and Warren bringing forth the prisoners. Alton was not pleased. He was rather steamed. They were a demented bunch of characters willing to do something. It meant certain death. Alton and his lackey Roscoe immediately followed Jess and Warren to the marshal’s office, where they witnessed Jess and the prisoners halting their horses. Jess was the first man to step down from his horse. Jess, still clutching the hangman’s rope around their necks, ordered Warren to assist them. Warren stepped down, still clutching his Winchester Model 1892 rifle at the prisoners.

“Alright, step down,” said Warren.

“You don’t scare me, because without that rifle you taint nothing but a yeller belly dog,” said Hiram.

Hiram snorted and wasn’t about to step down but Warren jerked stiffly on the rope and suddenly he came off the horse in a hurry. He was nose-deep in the snow. Even though it wasn’t fit for a dog to be out, townspeople began to gather around the marshal’s office watching and chin-wagging. 

“You can’t keep us all pinned up, like a boar hog, deputy. And once I get loose I’m gonna enjoy carving you up,” said Hiram.

“You try it, Hiram, and they’ll be burying you and I told you to move!” said Warren. 

He walked over to where Hiram was lying on the ground bent down and helped him up by the end of the rope. He pulled tightly on it and eventually Wilkes got to his feet. He pushed Hiram upon the porch, while Jess ran inside to open the cells. Out of the cluttering crowd, Alton pushed his way through, stepped up on the rickety porch, and walked in.

“Alright Deputy, you turn right around and cut them loose,” said Alton watching Warren escort the prisoners inside their cells.

“Can’t do that, Mr. Mayor, I got a job to do,” said Warren.

“Marshal, I need a word with you,” said Alton.

“Not now, Mayor, got work to do,” said Jess.

Next cell door was town-drunk, Buzz who was sleeping off one of his stupors when Jess rattled the cell door. 

“Gonna need your cell Buzz, come on get up,” said Jess.

Buzz turned over and started to scratch his ass cheek when he farted. 

“Come on Buzz, wake up!” commanded Jess.

“Alright, alright, I’m getting up. What’s so damn hurry that you won’t let me sleep?” grouchy Buzz.

“Got prisoners Buzz, ain’t Ethel looking for ya? About time you go home. Besides we’re running a jail, not a hotel,” said Jess. 

The prisoners were waiting for Buzz to collect his property and head home. Staggering along, he looked up to find out who was now taking over his cell. It was none other than Lot Rollins. Buzz began to sober up rather quickly.

“I’d rather take my chances at home, facing the wife, than stay here,” said Buzz.
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