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Brothers 
David Lumbarr and his companions stopped at the hardware store. His companions were as hungry and tired as their horses, and they hoped for the best. Unfortunately, they also expected the worst. Living in the mountains away from most of civilization had taught the men as much. 

The hardware store was the local landmark of the small town. The town was small and quiet and didn't really have much to speak of. Most commerce went through the store. Lumbarr and his companions hoped that they could do business with the store’s owner. 

“You think he'll do business with us, Dave?” It was John Truman. Truman was a lot more pragmatic than David Lumbarr, and he didn't have a good feeling about this town. 

“Why would he not, John? We've not harmed him in any way,” David said. 

The largest of the three men shook his head. It was Otis Brine. The other two men were thin and emaciated from hunger, but Brine was something of an anomaly. He had the largest physique in their small Mormon community. Most of them often wondered how Otis managed to stay so big, despite their meager resources and hard life. Some attributed it to divine intervention. Otis considered himself the small, struggling community's protector of sorts. 

“You really are quite hopeful, aren't you, David? Not many people appreciate our kind. Not after the events of September 11th.” 

The fateful date was years back in the past, but Otis spoke as if it were just yesterday. The ramifications of the event were still definitely in effect. 

“That heinous day has been behind us for more than a decade now, Otis. And our people were never involved in all of that.” 

“You good folks need anything?” asked the owner of the hardware store, Phillip Thirdkill. He stepped out to greet the three men. David and the others noted that he spoke with a tone of sarcasm in his voice. 

“We need supplies for our people up in the mountains. We're running short on a lot of provisions, but we are prepared to pay good money for any goods you may have, sir.” David said. 

Thirdkill calmly shook his head. “Can't do that, sir. No sir.” 

“Why not?” David asked. His eyes had more than a hint of disbelief behind them, but Otis and John were not shocked. They were hardly surprised at Thirdkill's callous behavior. 

“Maybe because your kind refused to trade with the old Baker-Fancher wagon train.” 

Baker-Fancher. The names were very familiar to all the men. The names had become synonymous around the entire country for tragedy and mass slaughter. 

“You know we're Mormons?” David asked. 

“Just about everyone in town's heard of you squatters camping up the mountain.” Thirdkill's voice was much more hostile now. His words dripped of venom and he would have poisoned them with those words alone, if he could. He kept his hands close to two revolvers that were holstered at his hips. David and his companions could see that Thirdkill's hands seemed quite itchy. He was clearly looking for any excuse to use his guns on them.  

“Now take it easy. My people and I mean you no harm. We don't agree with that horrible incident, and we had nothing to do with it. We're just trying to get by now.” 

“You and your kind are all alike. Everyone knows what you're capable of. You're not going to get much in the way of trade around these parts. Best that you move along back to the hole that you crawled out of.” 

There was no mistaking the hatred in Thirdkill's voice. It was almost a solid and palpable thing now, like some kind of vicious hammer that threatened to smite David, John and Otis. 

The three men were armed with revolvers at their sides. David had a rifle slung on his shoulder. Neither man even thought about using their firearms to force the issue. 

“I'm sorry you feel that way, mister. If you have hate in your heart, I truly pray that the Lord heals it.” 

With that, David and the two men turned around and began to ride away. They did not say anything to each other as they rode out of the small and remote town. 

“Yeah! You three best get out of town and never come back! I ain't selling nothing to you no good Mormons! You and your kind ain't welcome 'round these parts!” 

The three men heard Thirdkill's taunts as they widened the distance between themselves and the small town. They had already ridden a considerable distance, but they could still hear Thirdkill shouting profanities at them. He must have shouted his voice hoarse, even after they had disappeared from his view. 

The heavy air of failure hung over the three Mormons. Their failure seemed to make the men even heavier for their already weary mounts. The men and their steeds had their heads bowed and their backs hunched.  

It was David who broke the silence, just as the small town had disappeared behind them. “Well, that could have turned out better,” he said. 

“Or it could have turned much worse,” John said grimly. 

“Worse? How much worse could it have gotten? We did not get any supplies for the others. Our people are cold and hungry, and we did not get anything for them.” 

“You saw how that man looked at us, David. He detested us and our kind. Many years may have passed since that terrible day, but the fires of hatred were never extinguished from his eyes. His anger for us knows no bounds.” 

Otis nodded. “John is right. It's a good thing that he didn't have us shot on the spot.” 

“Your friends make a lot of sense. It's going to get a lot worse for you all,” a voice behind them said. 

The three men turned around and saw five men. All of the five men were armed just like them, but they looked much sturdier. 

“Who are you?” Otis asked. 

“The name's Mason Trask. These are my brothers Silas, Jacob, Morris and Wilson.” 

Mason Trask and his brothers seemed to all bear a striking resemblance to one another. They all wore the same outfits and seemed like identical soldiers dressed in some kind of uniform. In this way, the five of them looked alike, and the only way to distinguish them was from the weapons that they carried. Mason carried a single revolver. Silas carried a sawed-off shotgun. Jacob preferred two revolvers, Wilson had a rifle, and Morris carried a long dueling sword that was not uncommon in the long-settled Civil war. 

“What do you fellows want with us? We mean you no harm. We were just passing through the town. We wanted to do business with the hardware store owner, but he sent us away.” 

Mason smiled and nodded at the three men. “That's just it. You see, Mr. Thirdkill himself has asked us to do him a favor of sorts. A favor that would be quite unpleasant, actually.” 

Otis and John looked at each other. David was a little naive', but the two men knew exactly what these three men were implying. They knew it was not good. 

“I don't see what...” 

Before David could finish, several bullets ripped through his body. It was Silas Trask. David was right in front of Silas, and he felt the full brunt of Silas' shotgun shells tearing through his body. Knocked from his horse, and he fell to the ground. 

“You treacherous...!” 

After seeing David get shot down, Otis was filled with rage. He managed to pull out his revolvers with uncanny speed. Otis' size made him appear deceptively slow, and Silas was caught completely off-guard. Several shots from Otis' revolvers tore through Silas, knocking him down just as he had knocked David. Silas never managed to get a shot off, and he fell to the ground as well. 

Otis managed to shoot down Silas, but the four other brothers would not be taken down so easily. Wilson fumbled with his rifle, but Jacob drew his revolvers just as fast as Otis did. Jacob went for the closest target possible; he went for John Truman. 

Wilson pointed his guns at Truman and fired several rounds. Like David Lumbarr, John Truman had little to no experience in a gunfight. They had brought Otis Brine to protect them, but they were woefully outnumbered. There was nothing Truman could do, as Wilson's shots tore through him. He fell to the ground, right beside David Lumbarr. 

Truman was bleeding all over from the gunshot wounds he had sustained. Lumbarr was bleeding as well, and John could see the life draining from David's eyes. Lumbarr looked at Truman desperately, his eyes pleading with him to somehow help him, to do the impossible, and save him.  

“Dear God, John. They're killing us...” the words tumbled out of David. His entire body trembled violently, and he coughed blood before finally expiring. 

Otis saw that his two companions on the ground and he was enraged. He pointed his revolvers at Jacob to exact retribution. He never got the chance. 

Before Otis could fire, he felt something sharp pierce him from behind and exit straight through him. He looked down in horror and saw a sword protruding from his chest. It was Morris. He had run Otis straight through with his saber. In all the confusion, Otis never noticed Morris sneaking up behind him and stabbing him with his sword. 

Otis grimaced and screamed in pain as Morris pulled out his sword. He fell to the now-bloody ground. He clutched at his chest. There was now a gaping wound right through it and blood was gushing out. 

“That's for my brother!” Morris said. 

“You monsters! What did we ever do to you?” Otis said. 

He looked around him. David was already gone, and John was fast fading. Otis Brine realized that he would die here with his friends. 

“I'll be blunt with you.” 

It was Mason Trask. Otis looked up at Trask riding his horse. He knew that this would be the last thing he would ever see. 

“You three ain't done nothin' to us. We don't know you at all. But Phillip Thirdkill is paying the three of us a pretty penny to take you and your entire community out. I'm just here to tell you there ain't nothin' personal about all of this. You're just a job to us, and we always finish
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