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Chapter One: All Roads Lead to San Pedro Bautista
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It all began at the stagecoach station in the middle of the trail to San Pedro Bautista. There was nothing out of the ordinary in the stagecoach station that day. It was simply there to provide some relief to weary travelers, and nothing much else. But today the stagecoach station would be the scene for something more than just simple relief from the long trail to San Pedro Bautista. It would be the scene where another adventure for the lone outlaw Leroy Boy would begin.

Leroy Boy splashed his face on the water hole outside the establishment. Inside, weary travelers refreshed themselves with food and drink, or simply rested their weary bones. Leroy Boy chose to soak in the water, cool off, and splash away the dust from riding for so long on the trail.

“Oh yeah. Nothin' like the splash of water to get the trail dust out.” Leroy Boy said.

The young black man savored the feeling of the water splashing on his face and through his clothes. He was wet now, but it wouldn't matter in a few minutes. After all, the hot sun was still overhead, bearing down upon Leroy Boy and everyone and everything else on this day.

Leroy Boyle was usually known as Leroy Boy, wherever he went. He was happy to be called as such, as it was short and convenient. Leroy Boy was a drifter with no permanent home, and no roots to speak of. 

Many stories and legends surrounded Leroy Boy, and it was not really clear what he was running from, or where he came from. Some said that he was running from a murder charge. There were stories that Leroy Boy was a slave who had killed his owner, and even with the end of the Civil War, the murder charge stuck. Some said that Leroy Boy had never been a slave but had murdered someone else.  Either way, Leroy Boy was running from a murder charge, but it wasn't that simple. Back then in the West, the law was never truly black or white. Leroy Boy was not a cold-blooded killer unlike many outlaws. He had never relished in killing a man, but he would not hesitate to do it, if he had to. Whatever the murder charge was, Leroy Boy knew in his heart, he was justified. Some said it was self-defense, while others said he had been pushed to doing it. Whatever the case was, like many colorful characters of the Wild West, Leroy Boy's background was shady at best. One cannot be too sure of his roots but one thing was for sure, and that was Leroy Boy was a loner and a drifter. He was a young man running away from his past, and he was accustomed to being alone. Of course being used to something didn't mean that you liked it.

Like any man, Leroy Boy longed for friendship, companionship, or even something more. He had simply accepted his life as a loner and an outlaw, making the most of an undesirable situation.

While Leroy Boy cooled off at the watering hole, two other men stood outside the stagecoach station. One was a white settler, and the other while dressed as a cowboy, appeared Oriental. The two men looked like rough customers who could handle themselves in a fight. Like Leroy Boy, the two men had colorful histories and their own brushes with the law. It was Paul Masters and Bruce Marshal. 

Masters was obsessed with being in his own words “Number One.” Strangely enough, Masters never truly defined what he meant by being “Number One.” Did he mean being the best gunslinger with the most notorious reputation? Masters was a decent shot at best. The best at handling a horse? He did have a way with animals, but nothing so special. Or did he mean the best at fisticuffs and hand-to-hand combat? Both Masters and Marshal were known to enter bare knuckle prize fights and Masters did have a reputation for having a devastating right straight punch that sent many opponents flying. Whatever the case was, Masters was not very specific. 

Marshal was known as someone with exceptional hand-to-hand combat skills. A lot of men often said he was skilled at Oriental fighting arts that most men knew nothing about. They said he was fast with his kicks and his fists. The only problem was Marshal lost money as fast as he could throw a punch or a kick. Marshal was always broke and there were even stories that Masters owed Marshal money. 

It was something of a miracle that such rough and rowdy customers even managed to get along. Perhaps it was their shared love of any kind of scuffle or conflict that bonded them together. Whatever the case was, Masters and Marshal were often together, and they were both on that stagecoach station, that day.

Leroy Boy noticed the two ruffians standing around the establishment when he was soaking himself to get the trail dust off. He wasn't aware of their reputation, but they did look like troublemakers. Still, Leroy Boy was not one to judge by appearance and he simply let them be. A stagecoach rumbled towards the station and Masters and Marshal looked at each other and smiled. Unfortunately, unlike Leroy Boy, they were not of the sort to live and let live.

Paul snapped his knuckes together and stretched his neck. 

“Heh. I sure hope there's some lousy traveler spoiling for a fight there. I sure could use a good throwdown.” he said.

“Heh. Look at that Paul! Ain't no owl-hoot in the stagecoach but I reckon she's a lot better!” Marshal said.

A young lady in a long dress stepped down from the coach. She was carrying some heavy luggage and she immediately saw Paul Masters and Bruce Marshal looking her way. She also heard them talking about her and she immediately felt ill at ease. The young lady looked at the two men apprehensively, hoping there would be no trouble. She slowly moved forward hoping to get to the stagecoach station without any incident.

Paul whistled and smiled at the young lady. “Hello, Miss! You must be all tired from such a long stagecoach ride. I'm sure it was all stuffy inside and the ride must have been bumpy as hell!” Paul said.

“Yeah, allow us to help you settle down here.” Bruce said.

“I don't need any help to settle down. I can manage on my own. Thank you very much!”

The young lady struggled to keep her rising emotions down but one look at her face and it was clear what she felt. She did not appreciate Paul and Bruce's offer for help. If anything, she found the men's offer quite inappropriate.

Despite her rebuff, the two men remained insistent, especially Paul.

“Come on little Missy. Don't be afraid. Me and my friend were just trying to be friendly, is all. We don't mean yuh no harm. We just want to help you feel a little more at home here at the station. Bruce here can help carry your bags and I can walk with you. And don't be shy if you want to kiss me. I know I'm pretty handsome.” Paul said.

The young girl heard Paul's words and she could not contain the emotion within her, any longer. His words triggered the revulsion inside of her, and it rose up from her like lava from an erupting volcano. The young lady did not even think and simply acted on her emotions as she slapped Paul across the face.

Paul felt the young lady's palm across his face. His cheek grew red from the impact and he was surprised that it actually stung quite a bit. His smile turned into a scowl, as he glared at the young lady.

“Now, now, now. That ain't no way to treat an offer for help an' assistance. I reckon me and Bruce oughtta learn ya for such crass behavior!”

“I'm the one with crass behavior? I think not! I didn't ask for you two gorillas' help!” the lady said.

“You'll be begging for our help when I'm done with ya!” Paul said.

Paul and Bruce began to approach the young woman in a much more threatening manner now. Who knows what they might have done if Leroy Boy did not step between them and the young lady?

“Now, now, now. You boys heard the lady didn't you? She said you gotta back off, and that's what you oughtta do.”

Paul and Bruce looked at each other and then at Leroy Boy. They both sneered at him.

“Haha! We're going to back off? Ain't no way I'm going to back off or take orders from a negro!” Paul said.

Leroy Boy shook his head. He didn't like Paul's derogatory tone, but he was calm and composed enough to shake it off. What he didn't appreciate even more was that a brawl between the three of them was now unavoidable.

“I don't want to have to fight you two.” Leroy Boy said.

“Listen to this dude! He actually thinks he's the one with the advantage here! This is really rich!” Marshal said.

“Come on, then! If you're so eager to get into a fight, I'm more than willing to give it to you! I'm in top condition!”

Leroy Boy shook his head and realized that there was no way around it now. The brawl was going to happen. He stretched his arms and fists out in a stance that seemed almost welcoming instead of threatening.

“Time to take out the trash.” he said.

Paul tried to nail Leroy Boy with his vaunted single punch. The right straight had taken out many of Paul's previous opponents through the years, but Leroy Boy was different. He was not like most desperadoes that either man had faced. He was very different.

Leroy easily evaded the blow by stepping aside. Paul couldn't believe that anyone could dodge a punch like that, much less his best punch. This only made him angrier.

“You think you're fast on your feet? Well, you ain't going to see this one coming!”

Paul tried to hit Leroy again with another punch, but this time Leroy did more than just dodge the incoming blow. Leroy Boy actually parried it. 

Just as Paul's fist was about to strike Leroy's face, Leroy Boy deftly shoved his arm away with both his hands and quickly punched Paul right in the
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