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Chapter One
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The Gambler 
We are a race of storytellers. Of that much, I can be certain of. Ever since the earliest days of man, when he crawled out of that primordial soup and attained consciousness (or at least if you believe that Darwin-fellow), we've always been fashioning out tall tales. Since the earliest recorded days, men have gathered around the campfire and shared great stories of Gods, heroes, and everything in between. A lot of those stories still endure to this day. We've been telling each other stories back then, and we'll still be doing it in one way, shape or form thousands of years from now. We all love a good story. That is simply the nature of man. 

There were a lot of good stories shared about No-Face that day. Stories of grit, stories of wonder, and just about everything in between. Yeah, there were definitely a lot of tall tales shared on that day. 

Now, this card player was about to share his own tall tale about the mysterious bounty hunter. 

“I was just playing Faro when I heard y'all there. I already lost enough money on that damn game, and I figure this would be an easier way to make a reasonable amount of money. I've got some information on No-Face, if you're willing to listen.” 

The man sounded quite sincere, and I nodded. No-Face had definitely left his mark on a lot of people. Their stories alone formed a great picture of what the bounty hunter was. He was many things to many people. To some he was death, to others, a  

bringer of justice and hope. Whatever he really was, one thing was certain. He was definitely a legend. And it was always a good idea to learn more about a legend. 

“Go ahead and tell me your story, mister. I'm all ears.” I said. 

The man was more than eager to tell his tale, and thus began the second round of stories about No-Face. 
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The Man Without A Face 
I've heard a lot about No-Face. About the amazing and incredible stuff he's supposed to be able to do. Truth be told, I didn't really believe much of those tales to be true. After all, I'm a card player who usually likes to play it safe. I'm the kind of fella who doesn't like to throw down all my cards at once, regardless of the game I play. No, I prefer to play it cautiously. To let the game play itself out in front of me, so to speak. I know how strange that may sound coming from a gambler. It's an outright paradox, but that's just how I like to play my cards.  

It's also the way I see life. You see for someone who frequents the Faro and Poker tables, I don't really rely a lot on chance. I know how absurd that must sound, but it's true. 

You'd be surprised just how much of a factor predictability and logic play in a game of cards. There's an element of chance, that's also true, however, the elements of logic, reasoning, and calculated guesses do count for a lot when dealing with cards. It counts for so much, yet so many men take such things for granted. I do not. 

I believe in logic, in the things that a man can see and touch with his hands. I believe in the things that are proven by science, and less in the fantastic and in miracles. Yeah, I guess that Darwin-fellow, Edison, and Tesla, they all had a point. In this life, a man has to believe in the consistent stuff. The things that are easily seen and proven. The unknown, the fantastic, the mysterious, well, those are the things that one must fear in this life. Those are also the things that make for an enduring legend. 

All those are the qualities that best describe No-Face. He was anything but an ordinary man, and I saw the proof for myself, up close and personal. 

I think everyone here will agree that the profession of a gambler is one where a certain amount of cojones is needed, as the Mexicans would so aptly put it. Your income is anything but consistent, and you are often wherever the wind (and a good card game) take you. If you're a gambler, there would be no doubt that you would often find yourself in remote places where the law was just a footnote. Then again, there is no shortage of said remote places in the West, but I digress. 

I was in one of those places, its name escapes me at the moment, as I have traveled to so many such places. The name escapes me, but the events that transpired there, are as clear in my head, as if it happened yesterday. 

So there I was, playing poker at the local saloon. I had lost a sizable amount already, and things were not looking to get any better. I didn't have the best of hands, and I labored to conceal my frustration behind a wall of stoic calm. I wasn't sure if my efforts of putting up a face with hardly any expression would do the trick. After all, my cards were so dreadful, it was impossible to conceal my disappointment.  

That being said, the next moments would prove to be fortuitous for me, in ways I didn't expect. The events would play out in front of everyone in the town, and it would be impossible not to stop and take notice. They would notice the events so intently, that my unfortunate card game would be of little significance. In this manner, I would thus avoid a crushing defeat, while witnessing something that was quite extraordinary, to say the least. 

My opponents were all about to throw down their cards. This would reveal my awful hand, and one way or the other, I knew I was going to lose. I didn't hold out much hope at all, and simply expected to lose all the money I had.  

That was when it happened. 

We all heard the sounds of a scuffle or a struggle outside. There were men's voices coming from outside the saloon. All of us paused from our card game, and glanced outside. It was a bunch of men, dragging a single man through the town's main road. They sounded rough, unforgiving and downright mercilessly. They were raining that poor sap with curses, while they continued to drag him through the main street like some stray mutt. 

“What? You think you're special now? Well, ya' ain't no more!” 

One of the men kicked the poor sap in the face with his his boot. I heard the sound of leather, and the boot's rough heel strike skin and cheekbone. It didn't sound pleasant in the least, and I'm sure the victim must have broken something. 

“You're nothin' you hear me? Nothin'! Me and my boys just proved you and your legend is just a bag of hot air!” 

The men beat, dragged, and cursed that one man without letup. I could tell that there was genuine hate and bad blood here. They were clearly reveling in this man's misery, and they didn't care if the entire town saw them. 

“Whoa. What's going on out there?” I had to ask what was happening. My curiosity simply got the better of me. Surprisingly, one of my fellow gamblers was more than happy to answer my query. 

“I can't say what, but I sure wouldn't want to get involved in that fracas. I'm sure not envious of that poor man being dragged across the street. He must have really gotten to the sheriff to get beaten down like that.” 

“The sheriff?” I asked, with raised eyebrow. 

“Yep. That's Sheriff Hawkes and his boys there doing a number on that man.” another gambler said. 

I didn't notice it then, but upon closer scrutiny, I finally did see one of them was wearing a brass star tacked to his shirt. I didn't notice it before because it was actually quite inconspicuous. The brass wasn't polished, and its color was fading. It was all but indistinguishable in that scene of brutality that was now unfolding. 

They dragged the man over the street, and beat him over and over again. That boot to the face was not the worst of it. It was just the beginning. They pounded him with their fists, as if they were trying to grind him into dust. Perhaps they were. I also saw the sheriff strike the defenseless man with the butt of his pistol, several times. The man was completely defenseless, and I do mean, defenseless. On top of that horrible beating he was receiving; his wrists were held down by two balls and chains. 

The chains easily weighed several pounds and  

the man was dragging them with his wrists. These were the kinds of tools used to hold prisoners serving some kind of a sentence, and I could see that they were doing their job. There was no way the man could use his arms and hands properly with those chains and iron balls. He was more than just defenseless. He was helpless and there was no way out. 

“What did that man do to make the sheriff hate him so?” I asked. 

Another gambler shrugged his shoulders, and the others' silence indicated a universal agreement on the sentiment. 

“Who knows? Sheriff Hawke's always been known to
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