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Chapter One

As I walked out on the streets of Laredo, I knew that he was there waiting for me. I couldn’t see him. With the dust clouds, I couldn’t see more than five feet in front of me, but I knew he was there.

Chapter Two

This is my story about a group of men. There were originally twelve of us. We met in the army during the war. I hear they’ve started calling it the Spanish American war.  It was all just a big bloody mess to us. We were told to shoot and we would shoot. It was hard at first, but we got to where we could shoot anybody without thinking twice. Patriotism turned to drunken lust. We saw a lot of things in that war, a few good, but mostly bad. 

Everything changed for us one day. Corporal Jackson had always been a fuck up, but that day he led us all down a canyon. It was called Diamond back canyon if I remember correctly. We were supposed to have been intercepting bullets meant for the Spanish army carried by a couple or riders. What Jackson ran us into was a camp full of Spanish soldiers. We were easy pickings being boxed up in the canyon. I remember the sounds of bullets flying by me only to bounce of the canyon walls and fly right back past me. It was deafening. Twelve soldiers made it out of the canyon, but we lost thirty-four men because Jackson couldn’t read a map. We lost all of our friends.

We hung Jackson by a tree that night and we deserted. By killing Jackson and then deserting, we made an enemy out of America. We didn’t care. Nothing mattered anymore. We had traded our lives for nothing. We spent the next ten or so years robbing banks and killing anyone with anything of value across the plains of Texas. 

I lost a lot of my twelve men over the years. Andy was gunned down by a local Sheriff. Thomas was killed by a bank-teller. Jerold died lo leukemia. Over the years our numbers thinned. There were four of us left by the time of my story.

It started in Cenizo about seven days ago. We were robbing a bank. We were low on shells and food. We needed money. We did it like we usually did; Clint and Sam were keeping the crowd on the ground while John and me had the teller get us all the money in the safe. Sometimes these things don’t go easy and you have to shoot a man or two to show them that you mean business, but this one went better than expected though. I knocked out two of this blond whore’s teeth and she opened the vault just as fine as can be. 

After we got the money, I led my men out the front door. I had just put both feet on the dusty street when I heard a gigantic crash behind me. I turn in time to see Clint flying through the air, blood spraying from his chest. I looked up from Clint’s body and into the bank. An old man was trying to reload his shotgun. I pulled leather and put a bullet between his eyes. I’ve always been good with a gun. Some say it’s the only thing I’m good at.

We all gathered around Clint’s body. He was already dead. Blood had dripped from his mouth and mixed with the dirt to form a red mud. We all looked at each other and then at the bank. We didn’t say a word to one another. We pulled our guns and went back inside. Those bastards had killed one of my men. He was a murderer and a robber, but he deserved better. 

We killed everyone in the bank. Some were men, some were women, and some were children. It didn’t matter. We killed them all. I remember a woman begging for her baby. I put a bullet through her lung. She dropped her baby, gasped, tried to breathe and then collapsed in a heap. Did it bother me? No sir. She or one of those other folks like her had killed one of my men. 

After everyone was dead, we walked out on the streets expecting more of a gunfight. We didn’t see a soul though. It was a small town. Either everyone was too scared to come out, or everyone had been at the bank that day. It didn’t matter. We got on our horses and headed for Laredo.

Chapter Three

We camped on our fourth night out of Cenizo. We sat out our blankets in a tiny boulder crop. We were running low on bullets, so we couldn’t afford to kill our supper. Not that there’s much to kill out in the desert anyway. I remember one night; we had to cook an Indian that we had killed. It wasn’t pleasant, but the meat didn’t make us sick. Anyway, we didn’t have fresh meat though, so we were going to have to eat the dried jerky that we had stole several days ago at a general store back in Amarillo. 

I was counting our remaining bullets and John was counting our money. He was a glutton for it. He always had to be touching it. Sam was lighting a fire out of some kindle wood we had found. You’d be amazed at how cold the desert gets at night. I don’t think many people are prepared for it. 

There were only three of us after Clint. I had ridden with a good many men over my years, some good, some scum, but three was all that was left. It was getting harder to get away from scrapes. We were all huddled around the fire on our blankets when we heard a horse coming up behind one of the boulders. We pulled our guns. We waited for what had to be minutes sitting there, guns drawn, just waiting to see who would come around the corner. Would it be a Sheriff? A ranger maybe? We didn’t know, so we waited.

First his horse came around the boulder. It was dark brown with a white mane. Then we saw the boy. He was sitting high up on his saddle. He was thin. His red hair played out from under his hat. He must have been about sixteen. He stopped when he saw us and stared at our guns. We must have been a frightful sight, but he didn’t show it.

“I’ve been riding all day sirs. I would surely appreciate sitting by your fire.” He said.

We all looked at each other, and then lowered our guns. I liked the kid upon sight. I don’t know why. Maybe it was because he reminded me of my son. They would have been about the same age if Andrew had lived. He was killed by snakebite when he was ten.

“Come on over by the fire son.” I said. “Your mother whoever she is would be piss poor angry at us if we let you die in the cold.” 

The boy grimaced and then started moving. He tethered his horse and came over. Sam and John moved apart and he sat between them. They had stowed their guns back in their holsters. I had laid mine on my blanket. It’s good never to let your gun wander too far.

“I rightly appreciate it. I’ve been riding this trail for a couple of days now.” He said.

“You should be at home with your pa.” I said. “What are you doing out trail riding?”

He pulled tobacco and papers from beneath his poncho. As it lifted, I saw a holstered gun. 

“Would you care for a smoke?” he said as he looked at us.

Sam and John said “yes,” but I said “No. I quit smoking back when I quit the drink.”    

What would I have said if he had asked why I quit drinking? Would I have told him that I was drunk that last time and that I had shot Sarah for letting our Andrew out in the desert? Probably. I didn’t have anything to hide from the boy. If I had told him my story and he scorned me, I would have shot him. He never asked though.

“Fair enough mister,” he said.

The boy started rolling smokes. As he did, he told us his story. 

Chapter Four

“I’ve been staying at my granddaddy’s place in Rio-Bravo for the past two weeks. My father was killed when I was two. I’ve lived with my ma since then. About a month ago she sent me to stay with her dad for a bit to learn a few things that a man should know.” He said. 

“I was getting ready to head back to Cenizo when we received word that my mother and sister had been killed by some Indian trash during a bank robbery.” 

Sam, John and I froze. 

The Boy lowered his voice and his head. I couldn’t tell if it was so he could pay more attention to his tobacco, or if it was to hide a tear. 

“Rio-Bravo is the only town near Cenizo besides Laredo. I hadn’t seen any Indians yet, so I had a pretty good idea where they were headed. Laredo’s the only other place to get rid of bank currency.”

We hadn’t moved since the boy said “Cenizo.” Those magic words had brought everything to a halt. I do believe we must have looked like wed been smoking peyote. What were the goddamn odds that this kid would find us?  And worse, he didn’t even know that we had done it.

“How do they know it was Indians?” Sam asked.

“They found an Indian knife in the head of a man.”

I looked at Sam’s belt. He was missing the knife he took off of that Indian woman he had raped and killed out west. I remember he had put it in that fat bastard’s head while reloading. He must have forgotten it. This was either the luckiest break we ever had, or this was all just some big joke and we were all about to be arrested or worse, shot.

I looked from Sam to the boy. He was still rolling smokes, but he was staring in the fire. We didn’t seem to hold his attention any more. I believe I saw anger and grief on his face. It was understandable. After a minute, he looked back at me and continued his story.

“I saddled up my horse, took one of my granddad’s guns, and he and I got on the trail. He would be here with me now, but he is, or he was, very old. I believe he had a heart attack in the heat. I buried him last night on the trail.”

“Holy Jesus,” John said.

My men were sitting there with their mouths wide open. The boy looked at them and handed out the smokes. Sam and John took them, never taking their eyes off the boy’s face.

“So here I am, on the trail to kill the trash that killed my family.” 

It was strange to hear such harsh words from a young boy. It was one of those rare occasions where I didn’t know what to do. Should we let him go? If we did, he was bound to find out that it wasn’t the Indians eventually. As soon as the rangers had time to do a proper investigation and interrogate witnesses, and I’m sure there was somebody in the town somewhere that saw us, they would come to a description of three men. And then the boy would be after us. I could see it in his eyes. He would never give up.

I didn’t want to kill him though. For one, he reminded me of Andrew, and two, I liked the kid. I plain out liked him. I could see him becoming one of my men eventually. People say that morality will keep a man from doing the things that I’ve done, but money can wash away a lot of morality. It washed away mine a long time ago, and it could wash away the kid’s eventually.

Smokes were finished and we heard a coyote croon. I needed time to think about this.

“Its time to bed down. Feel free to stay awhile kid.”

I rolled over in my bunk. I heard my men do the same. Shortly after, the kid followed. As we all drifted off, I started to think of a plan. Sam, John and the boy were all asleep by the time I thought if it, but I did eventually make one. We would help the kid. He didn’t have any family left. We would give him one. 

Chapter Five

“Kid, I like you. Were going to help you kill that Indian trash.” 

Sam and John looked at me like I was crazy, but they didn’t say anything. They knew better than to question me. John still had a spur mark in his chest from the last time.

“I didn’t ask for help,” the boy said.

“I looked him in the eyes. “But you need it.”

“Why mister? Why would you want to help?”

I answered him honestly. “You remind me of my son and I want to give you the kind of help I could never give him.”

The boy looked at me for a minute. I kept expecting him to ask how Andrew Died, but he never did. I think he was weighing his options. He didn’t have any options though. Any fool knows four guns are better than one.  I looked away from the boy and loaded my satchels onto my horse. My men were doing the same. The boy looked around at us. 

I don’t know who his granddaddy was, but he had taught the kid well. Even with that help though, the kid didn’t look like he was going to make it long in the desert. Sweat rolled down his brow and rested in his eyebrows.

“All right then,” he said. “Lets ride.”

Chapter Six

It was a perfect plan. We would find some Indians, kill them for the boy, make him one or ours, and then we would have a new group. He wasn’t Andrew, but he could learn to be like him. I could have my son back.

Chapter Seven

We rode for four hours before taking a break. The conversation was light. We didn’t want to give away too much for fear of hanging ourselves, and the boy was still grieving no matter how tough he acted. When I could, I took Sam and John aside to tell them my plan. 

We rode all afternoon. About five hours along the trail, I called a halt. There was an Indian settlement about ten miles off the trail. The boy didn’t know about it. I only knew about it because I’d been stabbed on the plains and had to lay up there awhile back. They were a decent folk. Best of all, they were non-violent. I didn’t have to worry about loosing any of my men.

“Look boys, you can see tracks coming off the trail and over the horizon.” I said.

You couldn’t see shit really, but the boy wasn’t a tracker. He didn’t know what was a track and what was a sand curl. My men backed me up.

“I can see it,” said Sam.

John looked at the boy. “Your going to get your revenge sooner than you thought.”

The boy kept staring at the dirt looking for tracks. It was getting dark and the ground was hard to see, but I didn’t want to give him time.

“Lets ride!” I yelled.

We pulled our reins and our horses flew into motion. We were at the settlement in two hours. The kid kept looking at the dirt the whole time. It was getting near dark so I wasn’t too worried. He was coming with us now out of faith, and because revenge is a thing that can’t be denied.

We finally came out on top of a sand dune. Looking down, we saw seven teepees and about ten campfires between them. There were a little under thirty Indians there. Some were old and some were young. I looked at the boy.

“You ready for this?”

If he had been straight-headed, he would have saw the truth. He wasn’t though. All he could see was a mother and sister he would never come home to. He didn’t answer me verbally. 

He was staring into the valley. He pulled his gun out of his holster and thumbed back the trigger. My men had their guns in hand. I pulled mine, yanked the reins on my horse, and we stormed through the settlement.

Chapter Eight

The kid didn’t kill anyone. My men and I were halfway through slaughtering the camp when I looked over and saw him questioning the ones my men and I had shot but hadn’t killed. 

“Who killed my mother? Was it you?” He asked to one of the savages.

He looked over at an old man crawling for his teepee.

“Was it you?” The boy rasped.

He had lowered his gun to his side. This wasn’t good. This wasn’t good at all. I decided to salvage the situation. I rode over and shot everyone that I saw. Blood drenched the ground around the boy, but he wasn’t moving. 

After the cries of the dying had stopped, he looked up at me.

“Was it them? I don’t know if it was them. They don’t seem dangerous. I don’t even think they had any guns.”

I didn’t know what to say. Fortunately, John saved my ass. He road up behind me and threw a dusty leather Indian pouch on the ground in front of the boy. It had paper money billowing out the top. There was blood on it. 

“I found this.” John said. “That may well be your mother’s blood, or your sisters.”

The boy went crazy. He pulled his gun and started firing into the bodies around him. Even after his shells were spent, he kept pulling the trigger. There were tears coming from his eyes. I stepped down from my horse and took the gun from the boy. It left his hand easily. I put a hand on his shoulder.

“Its ok now. Your mother and sister would be proud.”

Chapter Nine. 

We burned the Indian camp and made our own about five miles closer to the trail we had been riding. We sat out our blankets on a cliff encased in boulders. We didn’t say much. We didn’t need to. We had made a new group of ourselves and I was rightly proud. I never knew John had the brains to shove his money in an Indian pouch and use it like that. It was a stroke of goddamn genius. We bedded down in our blankets under a cold desert sky.

Chapter Ten

We woke in the middle of the night to a coyote in the bluffs. We knew the bluffs were miles away, but damned if it didn’t sound like the coyote was right on top of us. The four of us were raised up in our blankets around the campfire staring off in the distance. I had my gun in my holster next to me. Sam had his wrapped up in an old shirt next to his bunk. John had his in his personal saddlebag. He reached into the saddlebag and when he did, the top fell open. 

           Money coughed out, blew around the campfire, and fluttered off in the distance. Scarlet paper beat in the wind against the kid’s chest. The boy looked down at it confused. He picked it up and stared at it. Then he looked at John who was looking back at him. Then he looked at me. 

The kid was young, but he wasn’t as stupid as I had hoped. Nobody has that much money on them unless they’d just pulled a job. It didn’t take the kid long to put two and two together.                 

“SHIT!” I muttered.

 Was it all coming down to this? Was the whole goddamned thing coming down to this? I tried to say something, to make up some other lie.

“Kid,” I said. 

I was going to say more, but he was so damned quick with that gun of his, I didn’t get a chance to. I heard the crack of a bullet before I even saw him draw it from under his jacket. John’s saddlebag seemed to fly off in the distance. Money seemed to be coming down on us like rain now. I wasn’t aware of it at the time, but John was screaming because he had just lost his hand. It was a very loud scream. John’s head exploded soon after. I felt blood spray my lips. 

I was stunned, and that hasn’t happened many times in my life. Sam got his gun out next. The kid fired fist, but Sam moved and the bullet meant for his heart went into his thigh. I was slower than the boy, but I was still quick. I pulled my gun and fired. The first bullet hit the boy in the shoulder. It was enough to blow him back. It didn’t take him long to get on his feet again though. He ran behind a boulder. I got the rest of the way out of my bunk and started looking around the outcrop we were in. 

This was bad. This was a really bad spot. It was too dark to se if he was running around he boulders. Where was he going to come at us from? We were pinned like a mule.

The kid did something unexpected though. I heard his horse riding off. Sam ran for it. He was going to put two in the kids back no matter what now. The boy had killed John and if Sam didn’t shoot him, he would die if I had to do it myself. Sam ran through the boulder to give chase. Sam stopped ten feet in front of me and stared off at the horse. He lowered his gun. There was a dazed look on his face.

“There’s nobody on the….” He started to say.

His back exploded as the boy shot him from behind the boulders. He had let his horse run free and set a trap for us. I ran towards Sam, saw the boy and started firing. He wasn’t getting away. The first bullet hit him somewhere in his chest. The next one clipped his neck. I never got a third shot. The force of the bullets knocked him over the cliff.

 I ran to the edge, but couldn’t see the bottom. The boy was dead though. He had to be. He had been shot twice and fallen over a sixty feet. I fired a bullet into the darkness hoping it would hit him in his traitor’s heart. 

I don’t think I’ve ever been as angry as I was that night. I’d lost two good men, two of my oldest friends if I had ever had friends. I wanted to kill and kill and kill. I looked back at the camp. It was a grizzly scene painted with my friend. Looking at John’s body, I realized I hated the boy. I had half a mind to track down the boy’s corpse, shoot it some more, and then piss on it. 

I didn’t though. I had to get out of there. I had to let my rage boil down so I could think clearly. I loaded up my saddlebags and put them on my horse. I was about to get on when I remembered the money. Sam and John didn’t need it anymore. I took the bags from their horses and put them on mine. I unfettered their horses and let them go. It wouldn’t do me any good to bring empty horses into town. People might wonder where the riders were. Then they might take a closer look and notice the bloodstains on the money. I got up on my horse and headed for Laredo.

Chapter Eleven

Laredo was exactly what I expected. It was a small town on the borders of civilization. The only thing open was a Boarding house, a brothel, and a bar. I rented a shit room and a shit whore to bed with. After I was finished with her, I went to the local bar. The only people there were me, a skinny bartender, and three men playing poker. 

I bought a bottle of whiskey, glanced at the empty piano in the corner, and then tried to join the card game. I didn’t want to play. I wanted to fight. I expected them to turn a stranger away. They didn’t though. They welcomed me to the table. Their eagerness to roll over just pissed me off more. As one of them gestured at a chair, I pulled my gun and shot them all. I don’t even think they had time to register surprise.

The bartender did though. He actually pulled a shotgun out from under the counter. Too bad for him that he wasn’t quick enough. I splattered his blood against the mirror behind the bar with my colt.

I cracked open a few bottles and splattered the booze around on the floor. I lit a match and left the bar. I wondered the streets of Laredo for a while looking for another fight. It was dead. I went back to the hotel and fucked the whore again.

Chapter Twelve

I got up the next morning a little more clear headed then the night before. The whore had gone while I slept. That was good. I wouldn’t have to run her off as I’d planned. There was a small tub in the room. I ran some water and took a bath. I hadn’t had one in a month or so. It felt good. Wish I could have washed my clothes too, but I didn’t plan on sticking around in Laredo too long. Now that I had some cash, I wanted to head south.

I dried off and put on my clothes. It felt good to have my guns back own. I combed my hair, put on my hat, and picked up my saddlebags. They were light. They were very light. They should have weighed at least fifteen more pounds. I looked in the bags. Most of the money was gone. The whore had run off with my goddamn money!

She was dead. As soon as I found her, she was going to be dead. I was sure she had given some of my money to her whoremaster. I was going to kill him too. I would kill every single son of a bitch that had touched my money. I was so angry I would have shot John or Sam myself if they were even in the room with me in that minute. I pulled out my gun and rolled out the cylinder. All full. I checked my belt loops. I had twenty bullets left. I opened the door and ran down the stairs.

At high noon I walked out the front door of the boarding house on my way to the brothel. I was so angry that I didn’t see the man in the middle of the street. I made it about five feet into the dust before I realized he was watching me. I stopped and turned to face him. He was about twenty feet away. The sun was beating down and blinding me. I couldn’t see him. But I heard what he said.

“You son of a bitch. For what you did, for what you had me do, you deserve this. This and thousand times worse. I hope you burn in Hell.” 

The man wasn’t yelling. He was very calm. He wasn’t “the boy” anymore. Whether it be because of what wed done to his family, or because of how we treated him, he was a man now and he was here to kill me.

My cheek was suddenly wet and then I herd a crash that sounded like the sky was tearing open. I put my finger to my cheek, pulled it back, and saw blood. He had shot me. The man had actually shot me. I looked back at him and he stepped forward. His chest and arm were in a rapped in a sling that looked like it had been made from an old shirt. 

I pulled my gun and tried to rush him. A bullet tore through my left shoulder. For a moment I saw blood drops in the air. Then I felt an incredible searing heat in my shoulder. I stopped. This was bad. He had hit me twice and I hadn’t even fired a shot. I backed up and ran. 

I could make it down the alley, double back, steal a horse and get out of town. I would find the little bastard later and shoot him in his sleep. I had to get out of town first though. I was almost to the end of the alley when he stepped into the alley six feet in front of me. 

 It was me and him staring at each other. His un-bandaged arm held a forty-five-caliber revolver. I raised my gun and it exploded in my hand. He had shot my gun. My face was on fire. I fell on the ground and rolled in order to not catch my shirt on fire. I was in agony. Once the smell of my burnt flesh went away, I opened one eye. I tried the other and got nothing but pain. Metal from my gun was stuck in it.

I peered over at him with the eye that I had left. I was scared. I don’t think I’ve ever been that scared. 

“Please kid, I’m worth twenty thousand dollars to local sheriffs. Let me live and you’ll be rich just by handing me over.” Blood dripped down my burnt chin and onto my chest.

“I’m not doing this for money,” he said. “I’m doing it because it’s what you deserve.” 

“Please,” I begged again. “I have a wife and son.” I said. 

He looked down at me.


“I had a mother and a sister.”


He shot me twice in the chest and twice in the face. The last thing I ever saw was flash of fire from the muzzle of a gun.

