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T he Antiquarian pilot lurched forward in a violent, arcing 
spasm as the sharp object stabbed through its vulnerable 

chest. It had shed its protective gear prior to takeox, and now, 
strapped under a shoulder harness, it found itself pinned to its seat. 
Its arms, yDed inside the cClindrical steering mechanism on either 
side of the helm, BeDed and Bared as it gaped down at the foreign 
weapon, then up at its surroundings.

’ark blood spraCed the control panel, leaving a streak across the 
crCstalline navigation screen hanging from the ceiling of the cockpit. 
The spinning digits displaCed beneath the splatter indicated that 
the craft had reached almost three hundred thousand feet. Ulose to 
departure. -ut the ship lurched forward, and the numbers on screen 
plummeted, the sheer thrust of the pilot—s bodC sending the craft 
into a downward tailspin.

A creature encased in shinC silver material somersaulted over the 
helm with a sharp, clattering thud, rolling down the cockpit Boor 
and sprawling across the wide, WLshaped windshield. The pilot 
blinked at its captive9the creature assuminglC responsible for its 
assault. The 76L82zM native feeblC struggled to his feet, gripping 
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the near vertical Boor for support, but fell backward as the cockpit 
rocked back and forth. The ship trembled in a merciless pirouette 
over the cerulean void of 76L82zM—s terrestrial sphere, hitting everC 
blusterC bump of the rough night skC as theC accelerated into a 
turbulent nosedive.

7arm blood ooNed over a curved pincher on the left side of the 
pilot—s quivering mandible. The savorC taste of seeping discharge 
promised that the hapless end neared.

SissionE incomplete.
The pilot braced itself, chest burning with each jostling twist and 

turn. It needed to land the ship safelC, or at least as safelC as it could, 
given the circumstances. 7ith heavC arms, it pulled up and back on 
the steering mechanism, trCing to slow and even the craft. AgonC. 
The glowing landmass behind the ooNing splatter rapidlC increased, 
soaring closer and closer at a rough angle. The planet—s surface laC 
just past yftC thousand feet now, and a break on the map indicating 
a bodC of water loomed too close for comfort.

The captive, gaining partial footing, slowlC crawled the steep inL
cline toward the helm, shakilC making his waC toward his captor. 
The pilot pulled its attention from the map, watching the creaL
ture from behind its ocular guards. The captive—s malevolent stare 
burned through the visor of his shinC, sinister helmet.

The pilot shuddered. Row at ten thousand feet, it needed to land 
and proceed with activating the distress signal located under the 
control panel. -ut darkness threatened to overtake it, the blood still 
ooNing steadilC from its fading form.

Arms tired.
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Yteering heavC.
The creeping captive neared, gripping the emptC seat in front of 

the helm for balance. The pilot—s eCes held his hidden gaNe, all three 
of its stomachs churning. Wnable to reduce enough speed to land 
safelC and avoid further savagerC to its ship, it reluctantlC opted for 
the last option.

The craft plunged into the water, slamming nose yrst into the 
side of the soft terrain. The impact wrenched the sharp object into 
the Antiquarian—s Besh with a vengeance so searing, its vision swam. 
Yomething shinC, its captive, thudded against the ceiling, then clatL
tered back to the cockpit Boor. <e laC unresponsive, possiblC dead. 
Pven with armor, the human specimen remained weak to heavC 
blows.

The pilot drew in quick, hollow breaths, unable to see clearlC, 
waiting for the pain to subside enough for it to begin its work once 
again. Through the windshield, the craft sunk under the blurrC, 
dark current. =orcing its weak arms to slide from the mechanism 
and unstrap the harness, the pilot slowlC leaned forward, inch bC 
trembling inch, the weapon—s edge tearing up its internal organs. Its 
grislC mandible opened to squeal, though no sound came out.

Uonsciousness dwindling, the Antiquarian reached for the panel.



M y father was a good man. A decent man, despite what you 
may have heard about him through folklore or read about 

him in your history books. That’s not to say he wasn’t an inherently 
flawed individual, as many of us can be described. I mean heck—back 
in those days, who wasn’t? I would defy you to prove me otherwise. Now, 
don’t get me wrong, he was no Saint. Poles apart from one. I know this. 
A mere product of his egregious environment. And I’m certainly not 
going to stand here and begin to justify any of the things he did or those 
I happened to be privy to. Some of which stays with me to this very day. 
Things I couldn’t explain at that time. Things beyond what you good 
folk would rightfully call rational comprehension. Now, I truly don’t 
mean to harp on such things, but I would be completely remiss not to 
mention the impression he left on my brother and me. Especially me. 
There are some folks who can tell you their earliest memories at three, 
maybe four years old; even some as far back as a year—year and a half, 
if you can believe it. I am not one of those folks. Maybe it’s something 
they refer to as repressed memory, but all I can tell you is that I don’t 
remember much before I was nine years old. I can recall my mother’s 
burial. I remember the Big Flood. I remember the first time I saw the 
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broken soul that was Joseph Griffin, my father, cry. I will never forget 
the second time.

That’s when we moved to Missouri Plaza…
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S ullivan walked behind Eugene McCormac, about three feet 
back, pointing the sled down barrel of a -awed.oy -cattergun, 

wai-t height, at hi- lower back’ EverJ few minute- heFd -low hi- pace a 
bit, enough to allow -ome -lack between him-elf and hi- captive’ Lu-t 
in ca-e McCormac decided to make a daring da-h a- theJ entered 
the heavilJ wooded area’ Airing -uch a gun at clo-e range meant 
-pending the re-t of the daJ picking ?ord.knew.what from Jour 
clothing, all kind- of awful, and Sullivan knew better than mo-t that 
a good clean change didnFt come ea-J’ Tnd blood— Pho-e pearlJ 
white-Rone of onlJ two pair- he ownedRwell, theJFd be a- good 
a- hor-e -hit’

Phrough the -lit- of tall, narrow tree-, Sullivan caught a glimp-e 
of the -un -inking down behind the -ilhouetted xike- xeak range’ 
jaJ- of golden light eqploded from behind the Iagged mountain-, a 
partiallJ hidden proIection illuminating the di-tant northwe-t -kJ.
line, before the fre-h -pring growth completelJ ob-tructed hi- view’

PheJ had walked Yuite a di-tance through the tranYuil grove in 
-ilence, -ave for the irritating clink of McCormacF- crooked boot 
-pur- with everJ bowlegged -tep’ Shrill call- from bird- of preJ 
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circling high above the treetop- punctuated the Yuiet, along with 
-mall woodland creature- ru-tling through the bru-h a- theJ pa--ed’ 
”atJdid-, Iu-t beginning their evening -ong, re-onated through the 
-haded proliferation’ Pheir trilling -lowlJ grew, encompa--ing the 
pair the further theJ walked into the timberland’

McCormacF- snger-Rwhich had been behind hi- head, inter.
lacedR-eparated, and hi- hand- began to lower’

H”eep em up,… Sullivan ordered, hi- voice rolling out low, deep, 
and -lightlJ broken’ We hadnFt -poken -ince riding up on McCor.
mac an hour earlier’

McCormac -topped’ HZ gotta itch’…
Phe mo-Yuito-, which trickled out onlJ moment- before, now 

8ew out of the woodwork in drove-’ McCormac waved a hand 
around hi- head, pau-ed, then began to turn around’

HEppB eJe- forward,… Sullivan commanded with a -low wave of 
the gun’ H”eep moving’…

Hzhat Jou planning on doing with me once we get to where we 
goin—… McCormacF- hand- re-ted at -houlder level, head tilted Iu-t 
enough for Sullivan to -ee the white of hi- right eJe below the fraJed 
brim of a black Stet-on’

Sullivan had no idea’ zell, -ome idea’ We knew eqactlJ what 
he wanted to do, what he -hould do’ zhether that wa- going to 
happen, he Iu-t had to wait and -ee’ We didnFt like the -ituation thi- 
chance encounter with an old acYuaintance now put him in’

We -hook hi- head’ Everything is fine’ Aine a- he -uppo-ed thing- 
could go, con-idering the circum-tance-’



D

Phe men trudged on’ NJ thi- time, the -un had completelJ van.
i-hed behind the Aront jange a- the navJ -kie- of civil twilight bled 
down from the upper atmo-phere, nonchalantlJ blotting out the 
remain- of the daJ’ Sullivan hadnFt brought a lantern, and if he 
progre--ed further, making hi- return could prove di9cult’ We wa- 
armedRheavilJ armed at thatRbut Iu-t the -ame, nobodJ wanted 
to -tumble upon the bu-ine-- end of a gri!!lJ bear in the dark’ 

HStop,… Sullivan uttered, following a moment later with Hturn 
around’…

Shrouded bJ the groveB it wa- a- good of a place a- anJ’
Hzhen did Jou know—… McCormac -aid’
HVoe- it matter—…
HLu-t -urpri-ed i- all’ Neen here a few week- now’ ;either one of 

u- looking like the men we once wa-’…
HWow did Jou snd me—…
HZ.Z didnFt’ Lu-t dumb luck, Z -Fpo-e’ ZtF- a big countrJ’ ze wa- 

bound to cro-- path- again at -ome point or another’… 
HTpparentlJ not that big’ Z gue-- we were destined to do thi- 

dance, i- what JouFre -aJin—…
HWuh—…
HZFm -uppo-ed to believe it wa- coincidence Jou -tumbled upon 

NennettF- Mine—… Sullivan, gun in hand, -lowlJ backed McCormac 
again-t a tree’

Phe other man held hi- arm- out, hand- cro--ed, a- if to keep 
Sullivan at a di-tance’

Sullivan peeled back both hammer- of the -awed.oy’
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HZ.Z -wear Z wa- Iu-t pa--in through,… McCormac pleaded’ HPhatF- 

all0 Z.Z.Z wa- never gonna -aJ nothin to nobodJ’ Wone-t0 Z wa- plan.
nin on leaving in a daJ or two, anJwaJ, Jou.Jou know— Z did what 
Z came to doRnow oy to the neqt town, -ame.ol,F -ame.ol,F know 
what Z mean—…

Sullivan -tared down at him from under a weathered brown hat, 
motionle--, eJe- barelJ vi-ible’ Oacuou-’ Phe manF- emptJ ga!e bore 
into McCormac, and hi- heart -tuttered’ WeFd never forgotten that 
look, de-pite the twentJ Jear- that pa--ed -ince heFd la-t -een it’

HNe-ide-,  what  would  Z  -tand  to  gain  bJ  -aJin  -omethin— 
juh.ruh.right—… McCormac -tammered, hi- slthJ hand-R-till held 
outRbeginning to Yuiver before hi- eJe-’ zhether hi- trembling 
-temmed from the chill in MaJ evening air, or Iu-t fear poi-oning 
hi- blood-tream, he couldnFt -aJ’

H7ou -tand to gain everJthing,… Sullivan -aid, -liding a leather -ack 
down from the heavilJ worn -houlder of hi- long brown overcoat’

Phe bag hit  the  ground with -uch force,  McCormac won.
deredRmo-tlJ fearedRwhat it held’ 

zithout another word, Sullivan pu-hed hi- coat a-ide, -liding hi- 
-awed.oy into a handmade leather thigh -heath’ T wai-t pi-tol -at 
hol-tered Iu-t above it’ McCormac recogni!ed it- checkered wal.
nut grip: it- twin doubtle-- re-ted on SullivanF- oppo-ite hip’ Wi- 
own Colt protruded from behind the buckle of SullivanF- gun belt, 
tucked awaJ to the -ide of hi- groin’

Sullivan -Yuatted and reached into the -atchel, pulling out a 
length of twine’ HTrm- behind the tree’…
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Phe katJdid-F mu-ic, pervading the woodland-, amplised’ Mc.
CormacF- heart hammered again-t hi- -ternum while Sullivan di-ap.
peared behind the old Cottonwood, binding hi- wri-t- to the trunk’ 
Phe rigid bark and taut rope dug into hi- -kin, and -omething warm 
hit hi- thigh and dripped down hi- Yuivering -hin-’ WeFd pi--ed 
him-elf’

Phe -tench of ammonia slled the air a- Sullivan reappeared from 
behind the tree’ T -hort -mirk bru-hed hi- bu-hJ, -ilver cheek’ WeFd 
-melled McCormacF- fear, too’ Nut anJ trace of a -mile vani-hed a- 
he reached for hi- ragged black gun belt, hung low on hi- narrow 
hip-’ xulling McCormacF- own -ilver Colt from behind the hol-ter, 
he rai-ed it a foot from the manF- face, aiming for hi- forehead’

HChri-t TlmightJ,… McCormac -Yueaked out’ Wi- che-t heaved 
with labored breath, the warm fog of hi- ga-p- vi-ible before him in 
the chillJ air’

HZ u-ed to think there were onlJ two men in thi- world, MacRor 
whatever it i- Jou call Jour-elf the-e daJ-,… Sullivan -aid’ HPhe hard 
truth of it all i- thereF- onlJ one’ ZFm convinced of that now’ Z trulJ 
am’… Sullivan -ucked in a breath and eqhaled deeplJ, -haking hi- 
head’ HZtF- plain a- the Venver daJ i- long’ Tnd at the end of it, weFre 
all Iu-t cha-ing the -ame thing, whether we care to reali!e that’ 4r 
not’…

HPuh.tuh.two.two men—…
H4ne that walk- awaJ’ Tnd one that doe-nFt’…
Sullivan took a -tep back, twig- -napping under the Cuban heel 

of hi- black zellington-’ H;ow, who el-e Jou tell— 7ou be -traight 
with me: ZFll make thi- nice and Yuick’…
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McCormac didnFt need to con-ider hi- alternative5 left here, de.
fen-ele--, tied to tree in the Colorado wood- at night’ T fate wor-e 
than death’ Phe element-, even in MaJ, would kill himRand that 
wa- a--uming whatever thing lurking in the dark didnFt snd him 
sr-t’ Pale- of men vani-hing without a trace in the wood- maJ 
have been -omething of campsre lore, but now, facing hi- current 
predicament, the thought un-ettled him deeplJ’

We -huddered’ H4h.oh.okaJ, okaJ, okaJB Z.Z -ent cuh.corre.
-pondence buh.back home’ PhaF- it0 Said Z.Z thought Z might a 
-eenFt Ja, but wa-nFt -ure, Ja.Ja -ee’…

3
SullivanF- heart -ank in hi- che-t’ WeFd sgured McCormac would 

lie through gapped teeth, and heFd -pend the night -macking him 
around to free him-elf of doubtRand even then, he didnFt believe 
thi- fool would reallJ have the audacitJ to cro-- him’ ;ot -o YuicklJ, 
anJwaJ’

Po whom didnFt make much diyerence’ Sullivan knew the game, 
having heard more than enough tale- around campsre-’ T thief or 
otherwi-e un-avorJ character would locate the whereabout- of an 
accompliceRu-uallJ the outca-t of an old gang, long removedRand 
reach out to a friend or eqtended familJ member’ Phe contact would 
tip oy the local mar-hal, then ca-h in on the reward moneJ and -plit 
the proceed- with the -nitch’ Not a bad hustle.

We -ighed, wondering how much time he had left’
Phe occurrence of thi- ever.8eeting unitRthe mea-ure of a manF- 

eqi-tenceRhad alwaJ- -eemed to elude Sullivan’ Po be hone-t, the 
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man had never paid timeF- pa--age anJ mind’ ;ot until Ne--ie’ We 
wa- no -tranger to death: heFd -een manJ live- taken’ Paken manJ a 
life him-elf’ Nut when hi- wife met her untimelJ demi-e two Jear- 
earlier, he felt it’ Phe Clock’ Somehow hi- hourgla-- had turned, 
beginning hi- true countdown’

Sullivan had no illu-ion he wa-nFt a mortal manRand oh, he 
knew heFd cro--ed path- with the man in the black, tattered cloak’ 
Nru-hed -houlder-, even’ We liked to think the pale rider trotted pa-t 
in fear, it- hooded head turning to glance back each time he pa--ed 
bJRbut bJ now, heFd eluded death -o manJ time-, he had to wonder 
when karma would snallJ make hi- acYuaintance’ 

HZRZFm readJ,… McCormac -aid’
Tnd Sullivan could tell that he wa-’ McCormac -Yuee!ed hi- eJe- 

-hut, bracing a- if for a -trike of the hand’ Wi- upper lip curled, 
revealing a -liver of checkered teethRwhat remained intact, -tained 
brown’ zith the creeping night unfolding around him in it- ritual 
con-ummation, he waited in -ilence, readJ to paJ for hi- -in- in 
eternitJ once he got to where theJ both knew he wa- heading’

Sullivan, -truggling to -ee the barrelF- end through the darkne--, 
took an additional -tep back for -afe mea-ure’ xulling the hammer, 
he took aim be-t he could’ Wi- indeq snger gra!ed the poli-hed -teel 
trigger, feeling for the perfect po-ition to pull, but eventuallJ found 
him-elf, in-tead, -lowlJ care--ing it’

Phe enchanting tune of the katJdid- waned, fading into the 
melodic whirr of a chill bree!e -hifting down between the tree-’ 
Phrough the -urrounding bru-h, the CottonwoodF- 8edgling leave- 
ru-tled’ Phe woodland- -poke’ Tnd with the melli8uent -ound- 
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came intermittent, tinJ 8a-he- of amber light, which -eemed to deli.
catelJ drift about, encompa--ing the men’ Lu-t a handful at sr-t, but 
a- Sullivan glanced around, mJriad 8a-he- trailed curiou-lJ, a clu-ter 
-parkling a- far a- hi- aging eJe- could -ee’ Phe -tellar fore-t erupted 
with light, the wind gentlJ di-per-ing it- itinerate con-tellation’

Tn odd, twinkling glow from in-ide the gunF- barrel caught Sulli.
vanF- eJe’ We pulled the gun backward, turning it upon him-elf, and 
waited for the 8a-h’ Phe luminou- slament of a tinJ sre8J 8ickered 
a- it crept out of the tip, hovering in front of hi- face for a moment 
before eqtingui-hing it- curiou- light’

Phe deliberation ended’
Sullivan  gentlJ  placed  the  hammer  down’  We emptied  the 

-iq.cJlinder chamber onto the cold earth and, bJ the barrel, to--ed 
the pi-tol into the wooded void’

4
McCormac opened hi- eJe-’ Sullivan wa- gone’
HWe.heJ, whereFd Jou go0— Vuh.donFt Jou leave me out here Jou 

-umFbitch0 7ou leave me out here, ZFm a good a- dead0… McCormac 
in-tinctuallJ pulled awaJ from the tree, the twine tearing into hi- 
wri-t- and drawing blood’ H7ou get back here and sni-h the Iob, 
Jou no good Jella coward0 Phe whirlwind i- comin for JaRIu-t Jou 
waitB Z -wear to Chri-t, if ZR…

Shrill howling in the di-tance -hut him right up’ T -ignaling of 
one coJote to another, the re-pon-e to -potting a potential food 
-ource’ We wa-nFt terriblJ concerned with coJote-, but what would 
followRbear, catRpa--ing in the nightB
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Nlood ran down hi- snger-’

5
Zn the di-tance, Sullivan heard a name being -creamed’ 4ne he 

didnFt immediatelJ recogni!e, but one he once knew, decade- ago, 
to be hi-’ zith the sre8ie- di--ipating, he reached the edge of the 
wood-, tied McCormacF- hor-e to hi- own, and rode toward home’

Phe pale.Jellow, nearlJ full moon -till made it- a-cent, illumi.
nating hi- pathwaJRthe onlJ -ource of light for mile- through 
the wood- and prairie’ ;ot that he minded’ Wad he come acro-- 
-ome -tranger in pa--ing, -omeone a-king for direction-, food, or 
water, heFd have to eqplain whJ he rode in the dark with an eqtra 
hor-e tied to hi- -addle’ We could -tumble into -omeone looking 
to rob him and -teal hi- hor-e-, or worse yetRand thi- made Sulli.
vanF- blood.pre--ure -pikeR-omeone hoping to recogni!e him’ 4f 
cour-e, a- Sullivan knew from hi- recent outing, there were far wor-e 
thing- to be caught doing in the middle of the night’

AortunatelJ, he had planned for -uch contingencie- well in ad.
vance, and he knew eqactlJ where he wa-’ NennettF- Silver Mine laJ 
up ahead about a mile or -o’ Wi- Iob thereRa- a manager, mind 
JouRobliged him to tran-port work hor-e- that needed to be put 
down, about one or two everJ -iq month-’ We u-uallJ took them 
from the ma--ive -table 8anking the mine, not from dangerou- 
criminal-, but -till, McCormacF- nag certainlJ looked the part’

Sullivan gave the mare another apprai-ing glance’ This girl is as 
tired as an old Bughouse whore. Shiiit. Probably stolen, too.
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7et another thing for him to worrJ about’ We -hook hi- head and 
gave hi- hor-e a gentle nudge’ xrovided he remained on hi- own trail 
and -taJed on the fringe- of town, he would be sne’

Everything is fine.
4r everJthing had been sne until McCormac -howed up in Nen.

nettF- Silver Mine not three week- ago’ Tt sr-t, Sullivan thought 
him another drifter pa--ing through, looking to make a Yuick buck’ 
Such men compri-ed the primarJ challenge in the mining indu-.
trJ, particularlJ in Venver’ ?abor couldnFt come cheaper’ Zt al-o 
couldnFt come more unreliable’ Vrifter- tore through NennettF- like 
the cJclonic -torm that buried Venver in -now about four week- 
ago5 materiali!ing out of nowhere and capable of cau-ing indi-crim.
inate, cataclJ-mic de-truction’ PheJFd -how up ragged, emaciated, 
and -pitting a fake name, u-uallJ one Sullivan had heard -o manJ 
time- that he -melled their hor-e-hit immediatelJ’

We pulled a YuirleJ cigarette from hi- in-ide pocketRone of hi- 
special recipe-Rand lit it with a thumbnail.-truck match’ Something 
to help settle the nerves. Wi- ga!e -hifted toward- the amber ha!e of 
ga-.powered -treetlamp-, their faint 8ickering creating an ethereal 
ambiance over the town a- he rolled pa-t’ Phe -ound- of melod.
ic tune- and laughter echoed through the air, emanating from a 
bu-tling -aloon nearbJ where patron- were beginning their evening 
revelrie-’ We couldnFt -hake the nagging thought that there might 
be an accomplice of McCormacF- lurking in the -hadow-’ 

;ot all drifter- were a cau-e for worrJ, however’ ManJ of the-e 
men kept their brow- low, worked sve to ten daJ-, made -ome Yuick 
green, and went on their waJ’ T few were even incredible snd-Rthe 
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kind that almo-t made him want to oyer a higher wage, Iu-t to keep 
them on.hand’ ?ike Areddie MontgomerJ’ T man -o good and hon.
e-t, he even u-ed hi- real name’ ?a-ted about a month before an Tri.
!ona mar-hal -howed up to drag him back to 7uma, where, accord.
ing to rumor, he had had e-caped the Hine-capable… new Perritorial 
xri-on’ Nut for the -hort time Sullivan had him, Areddie proved a real 
workhor-e’ T Sun Dog, a- people called themRa bright -pot, like 
the brilliant halo -urrounding the -un on a gorgeou- blue.bird daJ, 
high above a gli-tening blanket of unmarred -now’ Phe kind of view 
Jou might be fortunate to catch if Jou rode over Jonder through the 
jockJF- on a cri-p AebruarJ afternoon’ ZncrediblJ uniYue’ jadiant’ 
Aew and far between’

McCormac, though, wa- neither cJclone nor Sun Vog’ Phe man 
kept hi- head down, and the challenge of di-cerning HwhoF- who… 
in a companJ of over thirtJ menRmo-tlJ drifter-Rleft Sullivan 
focu-ed on the more apparent troublemaker-’ Nut the daJ before 
la-t, on the tran-port wagon back to town from the -ecluded cavern- 
where theJ worked, he had noticed McCormac in hi- peripheral-, 
-itting acro-- and four men down’ Staring at him’

Sullivan knew that look all too well’ Luiet’ Oigilant’ Vi-concert.
ing’ Phe -lJ foqRa predator in the night, -talking the -hadow-, it- 
eJe on the henhou-e’ Twaiting it- opportunitJ’ Sullivan could -mell 
hi- own, and u-uallJ, hi- keen eJe -potted -uch a man a hundred 
Jard- out’ Phe fact heFd mi--ed McCormac for -o long di-Yuieted 
him’ xerhap- he wa- Iu-t getting old’

Wome neared, -ignaled bJ the -oothing trickle of CherrJ Creek 
Iu-t beJond the out-kirt- of town, a- the low.hanging moon bathed 
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it- undulating -urface in a -himmering -ayron glow’ Wi- ga!e lin.
gered, captivated bJ the paradoqical nature of -omething both 
breathtaking and deadlJ’

Aeeling the full euphoric eyect of the YuirleJ, lo-t in thought, 
he e-timated he had four, maJbe sve daJ- at the mo-t to make the 
decision’ Phe -ea-oned math told him the letter needed at lea-t two 
daJ- to reach zichita, it- mo-t likelJ de-tination’ Tfter that, the 
mar-hal could either -end a telegraph -traight to Venver, alerting 
the authoritie-, or -end hi- own -Yuad, reYuiring another two to 
three daJ-’ Sullivan sgured the latter more likelJ: diyerent territorie- 
didnFt much like the ubiYuitou- politic- and the grea-ing of hand- 
involved in u-ing local authoritie-’ Everyone’s got their dirty hand 
out’ Mo-t mar-hal- preferred to do thing- YuietlJ’ CovertlJ’ Sullivan 
could onlJ imagine the price on hi- head’

The whirlwind is coming…
Wi- -pontaneou- deci-ion to leave McCormac tied to a tree, with.

out a bullet in hi- forehead, al-o worried him’ za- he getting la!J, 
or Iu-t -loppJ— We -u-pected neither’ Nut he didnFt have to pull the 
trigger to -eal McCormacF- fate’ More than a decade had pa--ed -ince 
heFd taken a life, long before the arrival of hi- sr-tbornRhell, even 
before he got hitched’ Tt lea-t -ince hi- la-t vi-it to the infamou- 
Nughou-e’ Wi- eJe- narrowed, lo-t in thought a- he tightened hi- red 
pai-leJ hankJ to hi- throat and popped the worn coat collar’ Aifteen 
Jear-’ We wondered if Madam ”ittJ -till ran thing- there’

Christ. Where does the time go?



2D

Sure, heFd 8a-hed the blue -teel manJ a time, mo-tlJ in an intim.
idation capacitJB but -ince Ne--ie sr-t entered hi- life, he had never 
been this clo-e to pulling the trigger’

Still, he remained the fa-te-t motherfucker on the draw’ Zf noth.
ing el-e, thi- he knew for a certaintJ’

We -mirked’ Ain’t no flies on me’


