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				Trouble at the Lucky Lady
			


				 
			


				good lunchtime reads
			


				 
			


				at home or on the go
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				The Ambush
			


				 
			


				Saddle weary gunfighter, Gus Baxter, squinted up at the relentless sun, as he rode his horse slow and steady over a dusty, rocky trail.
			


				 
			


				 
			


				A short distance from Gus, and hidden in an outcropping of large rocks and boulders, Jed Haskell, a half crazy young squirt with a sick obsession, waited. 
			


				 
			


				 
			


				As Jed watched Gus from the cover of the rocks, Gus pulled his horse to a stop, removed his hat, wiped his sweaty forehead with his sleeved arm, put his hat back on, then picked up his canteen to take a swig of water. As he did, Jed quietly slid his gun out of it's holster and with a twisted smile, took aim and squeezed the trigger.
			


				 
			


				 
			


				A loud report and a puff of smoke sent a bullet tearing through Gus Baxter's right arm. Gus winced and cried out in pain as his horse leaped up and bolted forward. Gus slumped over his saddle as he spurred his horse to a hard run.
			


				 
			


				As a wounded Gus Baxter rode away, Jed holstered his gun and let go a snide chuckle as he pulled a thin cigar out of his shirt pocket, then a match. He chomped down on the cigar with his teeth, then dragged the match over the rock until it produced a flame. As he put the match against his cigar, Jed gave a toothy grin and let go a demented chuckle.
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				The Unexpected Arrival
			


				 
			


				 
			


				Sarah worked a small plot of ground. She wore a modest, worn out dress and a wide brimmed hat covered her head and face from the hot sun. She was plenty tired but continued hoeing a newly planted garden next to a small, weathered gray, two room cabin. Sarah's eight year old son Ethan was pretending to help, but spent more time throwing dirt clods at an invisible target. "Ethan" hollered Sarah, "stop yer playin an fetch me some water."  Ethan's unhappy answer was, "aw, okay Ma." 
			


				 
			


				 
			


				Then Ethan ran to the well, grabbed a wooden bucket filled with water and headed back to his Ma. Sarah pulled the dipper out of the bucket and closed her eyes as she took a thirsty sip of the cool drink. 
			


				 
			


				 
			


				Ethan quickly went back to tossing dirt clods. Without giving much thought, he looked up and in the distance he saw a riderless horse walking along as it drug something along in the dirt. 
			


				 
			


				 
			


				Excited, Ethan shouted, "Ma, look, look over there." Ethan pointed at the horse in the distance. Sarah started to take another drink but stopped to look where Ethan was pointing. Sarah quickly spotted the riderless horse then noticed something behind it. Alarmed, Sarah called out to her son, "Ethan, go in the house an fetch the rifle." Ethan sensed his Ma's worry and asked, "What is it Ma?" Sarah answered quickly, "Never you mind, just get me the rife, and be quick about it." As Ethan ran toward the house, Sarah kept a cautious eye on the horse.
			


				 
			


				 
			


				A moment later, an out of breath Ethan returned and quickly handed the rifle to his Ma. Then Sarah told Ethan, "You stay here." And with that, Sarah started walking cautiously toward the horse, her rifle ready. A curious Ethan stayed behind. But his eyes were wide and fixed on his Ma and the riderless horse. 
			


				 
			


				 
			


				As Sarah came up to the horse, she grabbed the reins and pulled the horse to a stop. Then she looked down to see that the horse had been dragging a man who's foot was caught in the stirrup. The man was Gus Baxter who had been bushwhacked earlier.  As he lay on there on the ground, Sarah could see that he was covered in dust, dirt and scratches. His right arm and hand were soaked in blood. Sarah bent down to see if he was still breathing. He was, barely. Meanwhile, Ethan couldn't stand it any longer so he ran to his Ma.
			


				 
			


				 
			


				As he ran up behind her, he looked down. He was surprised to see the battered man, Ethan excitedly asked "Ma, who is he?" Sarah continued looking things over and calmly replied, "Can't say Ethan, I never seen him before." Ethan tried to get a better look and asked, "Is he alive?" Sarah answered, "Yea, but he's hurt real bad. We best git him inside." A wide-eyed Ethan was in a bit of shock and asked. "What's wrong with him Ma?" Sarah moved Gus's right arm. "Looks like he was shot, then I recon his horse bolted and he fell outa the saddle. But his boot got caught in the stirrup and his horse drug him for a spell. Come on, clear his boot outa the stirrup, then we'll drag him up to the house."
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				Hey Ma, He's a Gun Fighter
			


				 
			


				Sarah took hold of his arms and Ethan had his legs as the two struggle to get Gus through the front door of their house. As they struggled with Gus's limp body, Sarah told Ethan, "Come on, we'll put him in yer bed here in the front room so I can keep an eye on him." The two continued their struggle as they drug Gus over to Ethan's bed where Sarah started pulling off his boots. "Fetch me some water Ethan, and a flour sack fer bandages." Ethan stared at Gus for a moment, then quickly turned and bolted for the front door and ran out into the yard.
			


				 
			


				 
			


				Sarah started looking over Gus's wounded arm, then removed his gun belt. A moment later, Ethan returned with the bucket of water and set it down on the floor next to the bed. Then Sarah gave Ethan more direction. "Flour sacks er under the side board. And here, take his gun and gun belt and put it on the side board." Ethan took the gun rig, stared at it a moment, then quickly took it over to the side board as his Ma had told him. But when Ethan put the belt down he saw the name, "Gus Baxter" carved into the inside leather. Ethan's eyes grew big. He knew who the man was. Ethan quickly grabbed up some flour sacks and ran back to his Ma where he excitedly began to tell his Ma what he knew.
			


				 
			


				 
			


				Ethan stammered "Mma! The, the name... inside the gun belt... it's, it's Gus Baxter!" To Sarah the name meant nothing. She just continued cleaning up his wounds, then tore the flour sacks into strips and used them for bandages. Ethan was surprised that his Ma didn't say anything, so he asked again, "Ma, you know who Gus Baxter is?" Sarah continued her task as she replied, "Can't say as I do. Why?" Ethan was so excited he could hardly contain himself as he and blurted out, "He's famous Ma... He's a gunfighter!" Sarah stopped a moment and turns to Ethan as she asked, "What makes you think he's a gunfighter?" Ethan excitedly told his story. "My friend Josh's got a book about gunfighters and such, and we seen his name. And he's real famous too." Sarah went back to tending Gus's wounds and said, "Well, that don't mean this is Gus Baxter." Ethan was surprised by his ma and tried harder to make her understand. "But he is Ma, his names carved on the inside of his gun belt." Sarah suddenly stopped tending Gus's wounds and looked up at Ethan. "Well I don't know bout all that. We best tend to Mr. Baxter's wounds, if that's his name." Sarah returned to bandaging Gus's wounded arm as she continued, "He's hurt pretty bad an it's our Christian duty to help him, if we can."
			


				 
			


				 
			


				Sarah looked back at Ethan and noticed that he was staring at the blood on his bed from Gus's wounds. "What are you takin note of Ethan?" Concerned, Ethan told her,  "Them's my only covers Ma."    
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				Supper Time
			


				 
			


				The soft glow of a coal lamp and a streak of sunset that came through the window, gave light to the cabin as Sarah was putting supper on the table. Gus was still unconscious on Ethan's bed while Ethan stood at the side board admiring the gun belt.  Sarah noticed what her son was doing and called out to him, "Time fer supper... and quit gawkin at that gun belt."  Still fascinated, Ethan answered with, "Yes ma'am" as he reluctantly headed over to the table and took his seat as Sarah served up supper, then took her seat. They both folded their hands to say Grace.
			


				 
			


				 
			


				Sarah began with, "Dear Lord, we come before you to ask not only yer blessing on the food that you've provided, but to ask yer help so we can fix up Mr. Baxter." As Sarah continued to pray, Ethan took a one eyed peak at Gus. "We don't know why you chose to send this man our way, but we trust you to give us guidance and wisdom. Amen."
			


				 
			


				 
			


				As they started eating their supper, Ethan looked over at Gus again. Sarah  noticed Ethan's continued fascination with their visitor. "Ethan, I gotta say this. I don't much like the idea of a gunfighter in our home. If that's what he is. But we'll tend his wounds so he can be on his way soon as he's able." Between bites, Ethan looked at his Ma and asked, "Do you think he's a bad man?" Sarah
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