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Jose Flint 
By Evan William Andrew Leary 

Chapter 1 

 
Jose sat back in his seat on the train, it was the first time he had sat 

in days. He slowly closed his eyes and listened to the sounds around him 
as he drifted off to sleep. The train slowly wound its way through the blue 
mountains and into the Grande Ronde Valley. Jose awoke just as the train 
entered the station in Cove, Oregon. He waited for the other passengers to 
exit the train before rising up, grabbing his bag of meager belongings, and 
exiting the train. Jose stood on the busy platform, taking in his 
surroundings. He spotted the ticket station, and walked across the rough 
wood station platform. As he reached the booth, the tall lanky ticketmaster 
looked up.  

“What can I do ye’ fer youngin?” the man asked. 
“Well I reckoned you might point out the stables in this here town. I'm 

a fixin’ to get me a critter.” Jose replied. The ticketmaster came out of the 
booth and pointed down the road.  

“About two buildin’s down. It's bout three dollars for a night at the 
hotel next door but worth the stay.” said the ticketmaster. 

“Thankee old timer.” Jose turned and headed down the street. He 
came to a small stable barn that looked as if it had been built in the 
medieval ages and been through every kind of weather imaginable. Jose  
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stood outside, not knowing what to do when out of nowhere there came a 
voice. 

“Well don’ jes stand ther’, come on in.” said a booming voice from 
inside the shadows of the stable. Jose stepped inside, and waited for his 
eyes to adjust. When they did, the first thing he noticed was the mountain 
of a man pounding a horse shoe into shape. 

“What can I do ye fer?” the man asked.  
“Well, I was ah wondering if you had ah critter fer sale?” Jose replied. 

The man stood to his full height, which to Jose looked to be about eight feet 
tall but he was more like seven. The man motioned Jose to follow him, and 
then disappeared through a small door. Ducking as he went through. Jose 
followed him and found himself in an open corral filled with magnificent 
horses. The horses were evenly muscled and their coats glistened in the 
sun. Jose could tell that the huge man next to him took pride in how his 
horses looked. The first horse that really caught his eye, was a huge dun 
gelding that just seemed to scream power and speed. The man next to him, 
noticed his gaze. 

“Ah, I see ya ‘ave an eye fer good critters.” he said. 
“I’ve spent a fair amount of time aroun’ horses.” Jose replied, “How 

much fer thet ther dun?”. 
“Well thet one ther has been my pride an joy to train.” replied the 

man, “So I would ave to say bout ten dollars is what I’d give ‘im away fer.”. 
Jose hesitated. Ten dollars was a lot of money, but he did need a horse 
and that one sure did look worth the money. He turned to look up at the 
man next to him. 

“I’ll take ‘im. Mister….?”Jose suddenly realized he didn’t even know 
the man's name. 

“Chadwick, Bill Chadwick. But ya can jes call me Chadwick like 
everyone else.”. The two shook hands, and then while Chadwick went to  
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go fetch the legal papers, Jose stayed to watch the horse he had chosen. 
The dun, unlike the other horses, was not nervous or wary of Jose in the 
slightest. He slowly walked up to Jose and stood there considering the man 
before him. Jose reached into his pocket to retrieve a lump of sugar, and 
then slowly stretched his hand out toward the horse. The dun gently took 
the sugar, and then like a dog leaned into Jose who was now scratching 
him behind the ears.  

“Ah, I see you two are already friends.” Chadwick said emerging with 
the legal papers from the door to the barn, “Here we go. Jes sign right 
her’.”. Jose signed the papers and then led the horse into the stable. 

“How much fer a saddle?”Jose asked. 
“All saddles come with the purchase of the horse, and saddle bags 

are ah dollar.” Chadwick replied. He walked into a small room and returned 
with a brand new saddle, saddle blanket and saddle bags. Jose paid the 
man, saddled the dun, and packed the saddlebags. He rode down the 
street enjoying the feel of being in the saddle. He felt free. Jose stopped in 
front of the Handlebar saloon. He tied the dun to the hitching rail, strapped 
on his revolver, and walked inside. Jose strolled on up to the counter. 

“I’ll take a glass of whisky.” he said. The bartender looked up from the 
glass he was cleaning. 

“Thet’ll be twenty five cents.” the bartender replied. Jose nodded and 
laid the money on the counter. The bartender took a glass from behind the 
counter along with a bottle and poured Jose a glass. He slid the glass to 
Jose, and then went back to cleaning glasses. Jose took the glass and 
sipped the whisky, enjoying the taste and the feel of the whisky sliding 
down his throat. He pulled himself out of his pleasure, he must not forget 
the reason for him coming to Cove in the first place. Jose turned and 
leaned against the bar, scanning the room studying each and every person 
in it. He had learned from experience, to judge a fighting man by his 
appearance. Deciding there was no immediate threat, he turned to the 
bartender. 
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“I’m lookin’ fer John Stout. Can you tell me where to find ‘im.” Jose 

asked. He caught the quick glimpse of fear in the bartender's eyes.  
“No. I can't help you.” the man said, then walked away to do 

something in the back. Jose needed to find Stout, he was the one man that 
could tell him who he was. Jose had woken up one day with no recollection 
of who he was or where he’d come from. All he knew was he had a lot of 
money, his name was Jose according to his belt buckle, and he was being 
chased by men that were out for his blood. Jose had been in an ally when 
in his ear he heard. 

“Find John Stout in Cove Oregon.” When he whirled around to see 
who had spoken, nobody was there. Now he was in Cove, and he needed 
to find John Stout before he was caught up to. Jose finished his drink and 
headed for his horse. Maybe, Chadwick might know where to find stout. He 
got on his horse and headed for the stables. When he arrived, Chadwick 
was out front with another man. Jose waited until they were done talking 
and the other man had rode away before he approached Chadwick. 

“Back so soon? Yer not returnin’ ‘im already are ye?” Chadwick 
asked. 

“No. I needed to ask you about a man.” Jose replied. Chadwick eyed 
him curiously. 

“And, what man would that be?” He asked. 
“A man by the name of John Stout.” Jose said. He watched 

Chadwicks face intently, and noticed a flicker of recognition. 
“And, why do ya want to know where this man is?” Chadwick asked 

through narrowed eyes, “Your not in league with that no account dog are 
ya?”. Jose backed up a step. 

“No. At least I don’ think so.” Jose said, and then told Chadwick his 
story. 

“Well, thet’s some story.” Chadwick said. Jose looked at Chadwick 
real hard. 
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“Ya said that Stout was a no acount dog. Why?” Jose asked. 
Chadwick sat down on a bucket. He looked at his hands and then began to 
speak. 

“Stout was in town bout a month ago. He was jest a stranger then. 
Stout went to the bar and got himself drunk. He started yellin’ how he was 
gonna rob the bank an burn et to the ground. We didn’t pay ‘im no mind, he 
was drunk. But turns out we should ave paid attention. Stout strolled into 
the bank one night and shot everyone in it. After taking all the money he 
burned the bank and left town. Everyone was too busy fightin’ the fire, to go 
after Stout.” Chadwick looked up, “That was only three weeks ago. No 
body’s seen hide nor tail of him since.”. Jose looked at the man in front of 
him, sensing some other type of sadness in the man. 

“Ya knew one of those people didn’t ya?” asked Jose. Chadwick 
looked down at his hands again. 

“My young wife an’ my ten year old son, were in that bank. I neva 
sawr them again.” Chadwick replied shakily. Jose bowed his head, not 
knowing what to say. They both sat there for awhile, not knowing what to 
say.  

“People that pass through here, say thet thers a man livin’ in the 
woods up on Meacham pass. But, I neva ave the time to go check it out.” 
Chadwick said, breaking the silence, “I would go check up ther if I was ah 
lookin’ fer Stout.”. Jose looked up at Chadwick. 

“Well I’d be much obliged if ya could point me in the way of this 
Meacham pass so’s I might find Stout.” Jose said. 

“I’ll do better than thet, I’ll go with ya. It’s time I paid ol’ Stout back in 
lead.” Chadwick replied, “Ya can stay the night free of charge, in the mornin 
we’ll get us a early start.”. Chadwick rose and began closing up his shop, 
then afterward headed towards a small house next door with Jose close 
behind. Jose thought the house looked very welcoming, it had a picket 
fence in the front with all  
kinds of flowers in front. The house itself was small, with neat white trim 
and flowers in flower boxes hanging in front of the windows. Jose followed 



Chadwick into the house and found himself in a small sitting room with two 
arm chairs and a sofa. There was a small table between the arm chairs  
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with an oil lamp sitting on it and a bible. Chadwick lead him into the kitchen 
where a small circular table and some chairs sat.  

“Ya can set down an’ I’ll fix some grub. After thet, thers a guest bed in 
the spare room you can sleep in.” Chadwick said gruffly. Jose complied. He 
took his hat off, and sat down in one of the chairs. 

A short time later, the two men were finished eating. Jose rose, 
thanked his host for the meal and went to the spare room. He ignored the 
bed when he got in the room, and instead took a spare blanket and lay 
down on the floor. He just couldn’t stand sleeping to comfortably.  

Jose awoke the next morning instantly at four thirty sharp. He 
smoothly got to his feet, automatically putting on his boots and gun belt. 
Jose walked out into the kitchen to find Chadwick already there drinking 
coffee. The huge man was wearing a pair of pearl handled colts. Chadwick 
saw Jose looking at his guns and smiled grimly. 

“I wasn’t always jes a small town blacksmith.” he said, he nodded 
toward the coffee pot on the stove, “Still plenty of coffee lef’ go head an ave 
some.”. Jose nodded his thanks, and walked over to the stove. He poured 
himself a cup of coffee and then sat down at the table.  

“We’ll leave as soon as yer done ther. It's bout a days ride to La 
Grande across the valley, an we need to start as soon as possible.” 
Chadwick said.  

“Okay.” Jose said gruffly. Chadwick rose and left the house to go 
saddle his horse. Jose sat there drinking his coffee slowly, then suddenly 
cursed loudly. He had left his horse in front of stables, saddled and unfed. 
Jose quickly stood up, and ran out the door. The dun was still standing 
there calmly waiting for him. Jose walked up to him and laid his head on 
the horse’s neck. 

“I'm sorry boy. I completely forgot bout ya.” Jose said quietly. The 
horse nickered as if to say. 
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“It’s ok master.”. Jose took off the bridle and fed the horse some oats. 

While he was letting the dun get some water as well, Chadwick came 
around the corner leading a tall strongly built buckskin. 

“Well, lets be off.” he said briskly. They both mounted up and headed 
out of town, not a person stirred as they rode through. They made their way 
slowly across the valley, the sun came up even slower as they rode along. 
Round noon they stopped the horses next to a river, allowing them to drink 
before the men ate their lunch. They continued on after only a five minute 
lunch, arriving on the outskirts of La Grande near dusk. Both horses and 
riders were tired and reading for corals and beds.  

After stabling his horse, Jose followed Chadwick towards a saloon in 
the center of town. They entered the saloon and found a table. Jose looked 
around the room, studying the other four occupants in the room. The one in 
the far corner was dead drunk and sprawled across the table in front of 
him. The other three, were in a quiet game of cards taking no notice of the 
newcomers. The bartender came over to receive their order. Chadwick 
ordered them both steak and potatoes with some coffee. When the food 
came the two men ate slowly making the food last and enjoying the taste of 
it as well. When they were done, Jose went back to the stables. He 
prefered to sleep in the hay loft instead of in a bed. He climbed the ladder 
to the loft and began making a bed out of straw. Jose was just laying down 
when he heard voices approaching the stables.  

“The bartender said he’s in town.” said a voice. 
“Well I sure hope so, cus I am sure tired of chasin’ ‘im all over 

America.” Said another voice. Jose was gripped with a sudden fear in his 
heart, knew those voices. They were the voices of the men who had been 
trying to kill him. Now they were here and in the same barn as him. He 
eased on over to the ladder and peered over the edge. He could vaguely  

 



 
 

8 
 

make out the forms of two men at the entrance to the barn. Both were 
armed. Jose knew he was in trouble but didn’t know what to do. He slowly 
slid his revolver from it's holster, that way it was ready for use.  

“You go an put the horses in a stall, an I’ll go up to the loft to pitch 
some hay down to em.” said the first voice. Jose quickly but quietly stood 
up and eased over to the window of the barn. He watched the trap door the 
entire time he did that, and felt the hair on the back of his neck stand on 
end as the man started up the ladder.  

  Jose never could tell you who screamed louder, him or the man on 
the ladder. But, he could tell you who shot first, he did. His first shot hit the 
man in the shoulder, and then his second hit the man just over the right 
eye. Silencing the rest of his scream. Jose didn’t even wait to see if the 
other man was on his way up the ladder, he turned and threw himself 
through the open window hoping to land on something soft. He did. It was 
the other gunman.  

As soon as he landed on the other man, Jose drew his knife. The 
other man didn’t even know what hit him. Jose brought the knife down and 
felt the sickening tearing of skin as the knife hit home. He looked up and 
could hear voices coming his way. He must get out of there. Jose stood 
and ran. He ran around the back of the barn, and all the way to the hotel. 
Taking the back stairs two at a time, Jose reached Chadwicks room and 
pounded on the door. Chadwick opened the door with a revolver in his 
hand. He took one look at Jose standing there with blood stained hands, 
looked around the hallway, and dragged Jose into his room. 

“I don’ need no explanation right now. Jes clean thet blood off ya 
afore somebody sees ya.” Chadwick said in a hoarse whisper, “I heard the 
shots. Guess yer freinds caught up to ya.”. Jose nodded, as he washed the 
blood off his hands and shirt. 



“I don’ know how they found me but the’ did.” Jose replied, shakily 
from the adrenaline rush he had just experienced, “This means I need to 
find Stout all thet much sooner.”. 
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Both men’s attention was riveted to the door, as pounding feet 
headed their way. Jose looked at Chadwick, who looked back. 

“Well, so much fer ah good night’s sleep.” Chadwick said almost 
cheerfully, “Lets ‘ave thet winda open. We’ll get to the horse’s an get outta 
town.”. Jose opened the window and looked down, then quickly jumped 
back as a bullet slammed into the window frame. Chadwick cursed silently 
under his breath. Jose snuck a peek outside, he could see three men with 
rifles covering the window. He looked back to see Chadwick, barring the 
door with furniture. 

“We don’ want our eager visiters entering to soon do we?” Chadwick 
said with a gleam in his eyes, “Boy, does this bring back memories of the 
old days.”. Chadwick eased over to the window, and took a look at the 
three rifle men. Completely ignoring the pounding on the door, Chadwick 
got dressed quickly and threw on his gun belt. He then turned to Jose.  

“By the way you where thet gun, I spect you know a thing er two bout 
the trade?” Chadwick asked. Jose looked down at the pistol in his holster, 
then looked back at Chadwick and shrugged his shoulders. 

“I don’ know. But, afore the nights over, we’ll know I reckon.” Jose 
said, a little surprised that he could joke in the face of the danger he was in. 
Chadwick laughed and drew one of his revolvers. He walked to the window 
and took aim. 

“I aven’t made ah shot like this in three er four years. Let’s see if I still 
can.” Chadwick said through tight lips from concentration. He squeezed off 
his shot so smoothly Jose couldn’t even see the gun buck in the big mans 
hand. He heard a scream down in the street, then Jose and Chadwick both 
dove for cover as bullets slammed the walls around them.  



“One down, two mer to go.” Chadwick said cheerfully. Jose looked at 
the man crouched next to him. This man had definitely changed from the 
gentle giant he had meat before. 

“Where did ya learn to shoot like thet?” Jose asked quizzically. 
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“Lots of practice ah guess. When I first came to the valley, I weren’t a 

blacksmith. No siree. I was a texas ranger, some said I was the best but I 
knowed I ain’t. Well anyway, ah came to Cove huntin a man. When I got 
here he had been shot over a game oh cards. I like the valley so’s much so 
I jest settled down right her’ an been her’ since.” Chadwick said with a far 
away look in his eyes, “I almost fergot how good feels to be in the action.”. 
Jose nodded his understanding and then turned his attention back to the 
trouble at hand. The bullets had stopped coming now and everything had 
gone silent, including the pounding on the door. Jose and Chadwick eased 
on over to the window. Not a person was in sight.  

“Well looks like our friends left.” Jose said, “Should we try fer the 
horse’s?”. Chadwick scanned the street below and the allies. 

“Looks like ah good time to go fer it.” Chadwick whispered back. Jose 
and Chadwick both scanned the street one more time. Jose then swung his 
leg over the window frame, and dropped as quietly to the street below as 
possible. He quickly drew his gun to cover Chadwick. Jose watched the 
street, waiting for the sound behind him that would signify Chadwicks exit 
from the window. He nearly jumped out of his skin when a hand landed on 
his shoulder. 

“We can go now.” Chadwicks amused voice whispered into Jose’s 
ear. Jose looked at Chadwick amazed that such a big man could move so 
quietly. Chadwick move past Jose, and headed for the corals. Jose 
followed silently behind him, casting quick glances behind them to make 
sure they weren’t followed. The two men reached the stables and saddled 
their horses. They walked the horses to the edge of town before mounting 
up. As they took off, there was a shout from the town.  
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“There they go boys.”. Following the cry shots filled the night once 

more. Hunched over their saddles, Jose and Chadwick galloped on. Once 
Chadwick gave a grunt as if from pain, but didn’t stop or slow the pace. 
Jose looked over at the man riding next to him, he was clutching his side 
but wasn’t acting as if he was in pain. The two rode on into the night 
slowing the pace for the horse’s only after they knew they were not being 
followed immediately. The sun was just beginning to rise as they came to 
the crest of the hill. Jose looked at Chadwick, the man was extremely pale. 

“Should we stop? Ya look bout spent.” Jose asked concerned. 
“No. Gotta keep ah movin’.” Chadwick replied still holding his side. 

Jose didn’t argue, but was still worried. As they rounded the next bend, 
Chadwick let out a moan. Jose watched as in slow motion, Chadwick fell 
from his horse, slumped to the ground, and lay there unmoving.  

 
  

 
 
 
 
 
  
 
  
 
  
  
  
 
  

  


