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Prologue: No-Face. 

Underneath his red Bandana, Joe Wildsworth's face grimaced in pain. He gripped his shoulder. His fingers dug deep into the hole that the bullet bored through his skin and bone. Blood flowed from the wound and he could feel his arm getting limp. Wildsworth had been in enough scrapes and gunfights to know that after a while, he would lose feeling in his arm. If left unattended, he could even bleed to death. Wildsworth knew that he had few options now, and his back was against the wall in every sense of the word. 

He turned around for a moment, and removed the red bandana that covered his mouth. If he was going to die today, he wanted to die without his red bandana. He wanted to face his fate with his eyes and face clear.  

Joe Wildsworth looked up at the cross. The nailed figure of Christ above, seemed to look down at him with pity and longing. Wildsworth looked at the statue's eyes. It almost seemed to sympathize with him, and his desperate plight. Wildsworth pressed his back against the altar. There was nowhere to run from the bounty hunter and the barrel of his gun. Perhaps this was the day that he would join Christ in His Kingdom of Heaven. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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“Go ahead, No-Face. Take the shot. Shoot me in hallowed ground. I've heard the stories about you. How you've lost your soul as well as your face. They say you have no faith, no soul. It wouldn't matter to a heartless no account like you if you killed me in a church or in a whorehouse. It's all the same to you.” 

No-Face didn't say anything. He merely kept his six-shooter aimed steadily at Wildsworth. At this distance, he couldn't possibly miss. If he attempted to run, No-Face would shoot him, and it would be over with. He would be dead and No-Face could collect his bounty from the widow of Willard Tomlinson. Wildsworth would be just another dead outlaw, another bounty collected by a faceless killing machine. 

Wildsworth looked straight at No-Face. The bandages wrapped his face completely covering his scarred and disfigured face. Like all of No-Face's victims, Wildsworth could only guess what the man looked like underneath all those bandages. Even No-Face himself had no idea what he really looked like. 

“Do it.” 

No-Face nodded. Wildsworth was a wanted man. He was wanted for the murder of Tomlinson. Despite this, he had managed to earn No-Face's respect. There was something admirable about a man who faced down death with no remorse or fear whatsoever. Whatever he had done in the past, that kind of honest bravery was still admirable. Still that didn't change anything. No-Face's respect would not stop him from doing what he had to do. His finger rested on the trigger and prepared to pull it. 

A single shot rang out in the church. It was done. 
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Chapter One: Faith. 
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The huge cross stared down at No-Face. He looked straight into the eyes of a suffering Christ. He was not sure if its eyes looked at him with pity or apathy. It was a random thought and No-Face brushed it off. Like most thoughts of men, it was a random and senseless thought. How could a statue, no matter how lifelike, exhibit any kind of emotion? It was stupid, and as most stupid thoughts go, he discarded it. No-Face had learned a long time ago to discipline his mind. In his line of work, he needed to. Many times, a disciplined mind was the difference between life and death. The only question was, had he become too disciplined? Had he completely lost who he once was? No-Face couldn't answer that, not yet. Perhaps someday he could. He just needed to have a little faith. 

“It's a nice sculpture isn't it?” 

Natty Tomlinson had a small voice. It was almost squeamish, like a little mouse calling for some cheese. Everything about Natty was small. She was a very small and petite woman. She could almost pass for a young girl. It was a pity the young lady was already a widow. 

No-Face nodded silently at her. 

“I've heard the stories about you. They call you 'No-Face.' They say you lost your face in a terrible explosion. You survived, but the blast gave you a nasty bout of amnesia. Can't remember your name, who you are, or what your past life was before you became a bounty hunter.” 

No-Face remained silent and merely steeled his gaze at Natty. She found the sight of this bandaged bounty-hunter more than a little unnerving, but she didn't show it. The bandages that covered his face also effectively masked any emotion that he could have been feeling. Anyone else would have fled with fear at the sight and reputation that No-Face brought. Not Natty. She had to deal with this mysterious man and his fearsome reputation. In fact, she was hoping that he lived up to that reputation. They had business to conduct, and Natty Tomlinson did not like to be disappointed. 

“Sorry. I guess it's none of my business. I just tend to... be quite talkative to any visitors I entertain.” 

No-Face continued to stare straight at her. 

“Not the talkative type, eh? That's fine with me. I guess the fact that you're here meeting with me is enough to demonstrate your intent and seriousness. Where's my manners? Want a drink?” 

No-Face nodded.  

The cross was mounted in a brick room with a fireplace and some heads of animals. Across the fireplace was a small bar. It was a strange menagerie that reflected the different eccentric tastes of the late Willard Tomlinson. The room was extremely luxurious for its time, and it showcased Tomlinson's wealth and tastes. 

Natty poured No-Face some brandy. She passed him the glass. No-Face took it and gulped it down. Natty thought that she caught a glimpse of some missing teeth, but she couldnt be sure. She could only imagine what lay underneath those bandages. 

He swallowed the brandy. It was warm to his throat. Good, expensive stuff. The widow clearly had taste. All that money gave her good taste for the finer things in life. 

“My Willard was gunned down in cold-blood by a man named Joe Wildsworth. He's gained a reputation as a fearless bandit with a penchant for daring robberies. He's never been afraid to steal from good citizens like me and Willard. This time, however, he went too far when he killed my husband.” 

No-Face nodded and continued to listen. He also tried to take in his surroundings and study Natty. A person could learn a lot about others. It was just a matter of simply being observant. 

“No one's gotten a real good look at him, considering that he always wears a red bandana over his mouth. It was the same bandana he wore when he gunned down my Willard.” 

“I want you to kill Wildsworth. He's wanted dead or alive for the theft and murder of my husband. You can get the necessary papers from Sheriff Wilson. I'm also willing to pay half of the bounty up front, simply because I trust you. No offense, but a man with your appearance and reputation has to be worth it.” 

No-Face nodded. Now that she put it that way, how could he refuse her? 
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Chapter Two: The Tree of Death. 
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It was a long ride to the Church of Pedro. A ride straight through the desert and Comanche Indian territory. The Church was located right beside a train station so it was a long, but easy route. The train tracks made it simple for anyone to follow them and find the Church of San Pedro. Finding it wasn't really a problem. It was just getting there that was tough. 

It was a ride straight through Comanche lands. Despite the encroaching railroads that were slowly bringing progress to most towns, there were still several territories that many hostile Indian tribes held. The vast desert valley that the tracks cut through was one of them. Anyone that rode through the desert on horseback, and not on a train would have to deal with the Comanche. It was a risky and dangerous route but this still did not deter several hardy souls from riding through it. Some were brave and courageous, while others were just reckless and had nothing to lose.  

Cassandra Koenig was someone in-between. She wasn't really a reckless soul, but she was definitely more than a little naive. She had heard about buried treasure around these parts. Her customer at the local saloon had told her about buried treasure in the area. It didn't matter that his breath reeked of whiskey, and his legs were tipsy. Cassandra believed every word that came from the man's lips. It wasn't really all that surprising that her fellow whores thought that young Cassanda was more than a little gullible. She was often too sweet for her own good, and many believed that someone like her wasn't really suited for such a life. They called her 'Sweetie Cassie' and today her moniker would possibly be the death of her. 

Cassie took off her hat and wiped the buckets of sweat that had formed on her forehead. The sweat was pouring from her blonde hair as well. Her canteen of water was empty now, and her horse and herself were thirsty and exhausted. She was also hopelessly lost. 

“Dad blast it. He said the treasure was here.” she muttered. 

Her statement was subjective and made no sense. She was getting delirious now, and couldn't make out where she was. In her confused and muddled brain, she began to feel regret for trusting that drunk customer. 

“I shoulda' listened to Mama Agnes back at the saloon,” she said. 

Her lips were dry now, and it was getting harder to stay conscious. It was much too late for regrets now. Cassie was in a bad spot and it looked bleak. 

“Rest. I got to rest. That's it. A little rest and I'll be as good as new.” 

Cassie saw the bark of a solitary tree. No leaves grew on its branches. This was the perfect opportunity for her and her horse. She went down and tied her horse to the bark, then sat under the tree's branches. It provided no shade but it was all she had. 
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