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CHAPTER ONE: THE CARD GAME
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The loud drunken noises of men and women are plaguing the Liberty saloon. This is being done so remorselessly and so hideously. While the wind outside desire to enter the saloon. The gray and blue walls are reflecting the sunshine that is coming through the two windows. The windows so are discerningly decorated in small paintings of a variety of cats in a variety of positions.

As a one Tom Langley, a fat little man, wearing a gray Confederate cap, is galloping up and down behind the gray serving, counter area, so frantically. Because he is desperately trying to clear the empty glasses that reek of cheap beer and cheap whiskey, for unappreciated customers. His face is red and covered in sweat and tiredness. While the four ladies who had the pleasure and dishonour to work for him are so exhausted. Their feet long to rest and soak in hot soapy water. So, now the four ladies have journey from the counter and now they are dashing up the stairs. Their clothing is stale and covered in beer, wine, whiskey and sweat stains and the smell of tobacco and exhaustion. Once they reach the end of their journey, they may steal several hours of sleep before going back to work. Once again, like a pet hamster on his treadmill. While Tom can feel burning pain in his left kneecap. Five rowdy ranch hands are leaning against the counter. They are demanding more whiskey and beer in a bullying manner. They bang their empty glasses down onto the counter. To appeal to their bullying. Ah, much to the exacerbation of Tom Langley. But he is certain he will receive a good tip from them.

One of the ranch hands, a medium sized man with a bald head and answers to the name, Luck has turned around.

While Tom shouts, as he stops cleaning a glass with a white cloth, “That'll be enough, you, lazy ranch hands or I maybe you're dying for me to drag up my bat up from underneath the counter. It has been a while since you, lazy bums gave me the pleasure of swinging my bat towards you.” Drops of sweat escape his face. As the ranch hands stop banging their glasses down on the counter, in the act of an apology.

“You're always messing around, Tom, you know that, we work hard enough on the ranch all week. And should be entitled to go wild every now and then or one would go crazy.” Replies the one called Gill, a thin man wearing a Union cap, so unfashionably as his long greying hair is causing trouble. While Tom merely starts pouring beer into the five empty glasses.

“That's certainly true. Mr. Gill, while a Confederate, was never much with a weapon in their hands.” Pokes the one called Morley, who is an average man in every sense of the word, including the way he selects to wear a Union cap over his short, darkening gray hair.

So, now, Luck is spying on the card game. He's wearing a Smith & Wesson that he is reasonable with. He permits his tongue to roll out of his mouth and slip over his lips. As he is thinking about the glass of beer behind him waiting. He can sense and feel the thirty dollars burning inside the left pocket of his best shirt, blue in nature. It was a present from Julie. It has taken him some considerable time to save this money rolls inside his thoughts. But he willfully rejects this thought. While his tongue jumps back into its home. Luck has enough of drinking, whiskey and beer. He now desires to win some money from a game of cards. Luck has promised to a woman in the town of Chickmore, five miles away from the town of Tucson, a fancy dress from a fancy shop that operates in the town of Chickmore. It is going to cost him fifty dollars. It will take some considerable time for him to save twenty more dollars. Ah, maybe by that time, the woman will have no more interest in him. So, he cannot romantically afford to wait that long. He has been thinking for the last two weeks about stealing twenty dollars from the man he works for, Jack Twain. A man is not particularly liking for or any disliking for him. But he dares not risk losing his position on the Twain ranch. Because certainly the woman in the town of Chickmore will then merely dismiss him as a fool.

Luck figures he can easily win maybe forty or fifty dollars in a card game. He longs to please this woman. He dreams at night in his bed of pleasing her. Luck watches the card game intensely. He recognizes two of the players. The one called Ed Larsen, a clerk at the Chalk Hotel. Ed is a miserable little man in his late thirties. He loves to dress in fancy shirts. That is beyond his clerk's pay. So, for the last three years, Ed has robbed all the guests who come to stay at the hotel. He only robs a couple of cents from each guest each time. Oh, the manager, Dick Preston has always known about Ed's little game of dishonesty. But Ed is considerably good at getting the guests to spend money in the bar area and at the tables on food. Ed always manages to do this while making guests laugh. The other man is called Dick Templeton. Who is a loudmouth bully. He loves working as a bouncer in the saloons, in Tucson. When he is not stealing from the shops and the occasional small ranches within a five mile radius of Tucson. Dick is reasonably good with his silver gun that is resting inside his gray Confederate holster. He has strong and swift hands. He likes to use his hands to beat on men, so cruelly and so unmercifully, during his many of fights. His face is covered in fighting scars. But he is useless with cards. So far, he has more than three times what he has won. Unfortunately, he hates to lose. So, he is frequently getting into a fight, and then being forced off the man he has beaten half to death.

This is one man Dick Templeton truly fears, both with hands and a gun. That man is the sheriff of Tucson, Pat Desmond. A man with a fine reputation with his gun and his hands. Sheriff Pat Desmond warns for the final time that he ever half beats another man to death, regardless of who starts it, he will personally see to it that he gets to spend ten years inside Yuma Territorial Prison. This terrifies him, making him empty his stomach outside on the street.

The third man is wearing a Navy Colt, a Confederate Cavalry hat, a bowie knife, a red shirt, blue trousers, and red boots. The man's long red hair desperately needs washing. His rough and tough face desperately needs a shave, Luck thinks as he strolls over the new green carpet towards the pink covered table, desperately and demandingly hoping to increase his money in a shirt pocket. For Julie, he mumbles to himself as his fingers feel tight.

Luck stands in front of the table, just watching and spying on the card game being played. The game is being played in an amateur manner. That makes him feel slightly shameful that he is going to take their money so easily, like taking love from a woman. Just as Ed picks up two cards from the table. While Dick watches him closely. As he presses his five cards against his chest so measuredly.

“You want to join the game, Luck, your money is good enough for me to win.”

While Luck takes the invitation and pulls out the fourth purple chair, so softly and as silently as he can.

“I been playing for an hour and all I won so far is five miserable dollars off that miserable Ed and eight dollars of the stranger here. But you, Luck, maybe, just maybe you can change my luck!” roars out so mockingly, Dick Templeton.

While Ed throws his five cards into the middle of the table, signaling, he has surrendered this game of cards.

As the third man throws two dollars into the middle of the table so confidently. His eyes are full of hope and certainty, like some predator trailing a prey, and he says, “Let me see what you got, Stranger.”

The third man holds and rubs his card in his fingers so violently. This makes Dick grin so angrily. But he manages immediately to subdue this anger. Now, he merely watches the third man, so calculatingly like a cat watching a mouse.

“Oh, my name's Ben Tucker. I tell you this, just to satisfy formality. And you're called Dick Templeton, a man with a semi-reputation.” He picks up his winnings of seven dollars off the middle of the table and rejoices, as a so matter of fact, “I guess this means I won three of my dollars back off you, Mr. Templeton!”

Now, Ben Tucker is collecting all the cards together. He smiles, much to the annoyance of Dick. So, he can stack them, and then deal them out. While suddenly, Dick throws his left hand to Ben's right hand. There Dick squeezes, Ben's hand, so cruelly and so brutally and then Dick says, so full of wickedness and itching for Ben to start the fight, for he is not going to start because he believed Sheriff Pat Desmond's threat last time what he would do, if he ever started another fight, “Now, listen, Stranger, Mr. Tucker, I didn't appreciate your insulting remarks, about, calling me a stranger, that is so disrespectful to, a man of my reputation.” While, ah, after a minute he releases Ben's hands. So, now Ben is left rubbing his hurting hand with his other hand so vigorously and so contemplating. Making Dick smile so hideously.

“You can call me Mister Templeton. Is that clear or would like me to spell it out for you some more, Mister Stranger.” Barks Dick so jokingly and yet so seriously.

Now, Ben selectively and calculatingly ignores Dick's mocking and demanding words. While he starts dealing the cards out, so slowly.

While Luck leans back in his chair so nonchalantly and Ed merely watches Dick with a risky bemused look on his face. Ed presses his two hands together in the act of a nervous stand-in actor in an amateur play. His throat feels so dry, but he dares not stand up and travel to the counter to order a glass of beer.

Now, as Ben deals five cards out to each of the card players, he says, so, longing and so full of raw certainty, “My name's Ben Tucker and not a stranger or Mr. Stranger, is that clear, Mr. Dick Templeton! Or do you require me to spell it out for, you!”

As the sound of broken glass reverberates all over the saloon, Tom Langley is full of and filled with agitation. That it is agitating his pain in his left kneecap, something wicked, “Why you drunken bums, if I had you under my command, during the Bull Run campaigns, then I would have most certainly made you understand the meaning of discipline, you saddle bum, pretending that you're ranch hands.” Tom Langley orders out like a sergeant on a parade ground. While Dick merely busts out laughing so very loudly as he picks his cards up off the table. Then he pokes his ugly, long yellow tongue out, and swiftly rolls it over his bottom and top lips, so ghastly and so ungracefully. Now, he winks so knowingly towards Ben Tucker. Ben Tucker simply concentrates on his five cards that he has tucked so close to his chest like a mother bear.

In contrast, Luck takes one dollar out of his shirt pocket. He holds the one dollar so calmly in his fingers. While he inspects his five cards once more with slight nervousness, just to be certain. He can see the woman's face in his mind and his guarded wishes, in his emotions. He swirls the one dollar over and over his five fingers as if he is some drunk magician waiting for his assistant to arrive at some cheap sideshow entertainment. But now he throws the dollar into the middle of the table. Then, he takes one last look at his five cards before he tosses two of his cards down to the table, so longing in hope. He breathes in and out so swiftly that Dick calculates.

Dick spies on the five dollars in the middle of the table. While his mind and his thinking are so locked and sealed in the madness and jealousy of craving. As he pads the outside of the right shirt pocket, so full of restlessness. While he contemplates putting three dollars more into the five dollars. But he does not wish or desire to scare three other players off, so easily. Because he figures he is for one more good winning hand. That he craves to exploit. So, he can take all their money. He must not let this unique situation escape him, for he risks seeing the nightmare's nightmare fully revealed. So, he takes care and calmly takes one last look at his five cards. He is certain that three other players cannot read and calculate his winning thoughts. So, he can be so certain of his winning hand once more. But he can feel and sense the jealousy of the temptation to mockingly laugh. But he wrestles this jealousy away inside his thinking, inside his mind, and his emotions. So, he can make certain that the other three do not realize. That he is holding a very good hand. While it has just started to rain very heavily outside in the real world. So, drops of rain are targeting the windows, like wild animals, and the roof of the saloon. So, now Dick raises slightly up from his chair as he listens to the rain like a child waiting to enter the circus tent.

“Will you just listen to that?” Says Dick as he pulls a dollar out of his shirt pocket and swirls the dollar around and around his five fingers faster and faster, as it will generate some black magic. “I love the sound of rain. It always makes me feel so glad to be still breathing and so lucky.”

“Are you going to keep those cards?” Pumps out Ed slightly annoyed as he swiftly spies on his five cards, so agitated and so nervously. Then he watches the dollar in Dick's hand as there is an enormous smile on Dick's face. That Dick immediately dismisses. So, Ed is not certain which is annoying more now, the smile or the card swirling around and around. “Dam it stops, either put your dollar into the pot or put it back into your pocket. And stop listening to the rain, for the smile on your face is so unnatural, as if a cider-drunken devil has come to visit for the weekend.”

Dick is filled and controlled now, with raw displeasure. He lowers his head and, for the briefest of moments, seriously considers punching Ed so hard in his face. But he calmly and swiftly rejects this pleasurable notion. So, he merely throws his one dollar into the five dollars on the table and leans back in his chair regardless. So, forcing his five cards against his chest. So, then he closes his eyes and dreams like a child inside a circus tent wishing for candy.

Ed takes one last look at his five cards, as drops of sweat tumble down his face, before he throws his five cards down onto the table, wishing that he is not going to lose his one dollar, shouting so sweetly, “I'm out.” So, now as these words register so soundly inside Dick's ear. So, now He swiftly opens his eyes. So now, he promptly looks and searches Ed's five discarded cards. While so much wishing he had punched Ed so viciously in his face, to satisfy his hunger for money. Because Ed's action may make Luck and Ben throw their cards away as well, and so, his good card will be all for nothing. He simply breathes hatred.

“You sure are a chicken, Ed Larsen! You have a yellow stripe running all down your back.” Fires Dick out not so seriously. But he immediately regrets his words, for these words could formulate, Luck and Ben's thinking of throwing their cards in.

Ed forces his back into his chair, so breathlessly. As if he is going to stand up. So, he can challenge Dick to a fight with his hands. But that would be so ridiculous that Dick does not take this threat seriously. Instead, he merely giggles so slightly. While the doors of the saloon are dragged open by Gill and Morley. Now, they stop moving through the open doors. Then they just stand there with doors open, merely watching and calculating the rains. While the effects of too much beer and whiskey are making them stagger so slightly. As Tom Langley comes marching from behind the counter screaming, in such a busted-up voice, made more so due to his left kneecap yelling even more so, now, “Gill and Morley, will you shut that door.” Violent raindrops are invading the inside of the saloon, now like lost children. “I mean just look at my floor!”

Gill and Morley turn their bodies and their heads slightly away from the doors. So, they can spy on Tom Langley with bemusement shining on their faces. The beer and whiskey are making them feel so playful. While Tom Langley has now stopped journeying towards. Now, he stands there rubbing so frantically at his left kneecap. The pain inside his kneecap is burning so much now, adding to his discomfort. While the pain is trying, so mercilessly, to force his knees to buckle. But Tom fights these feelings. While several drops of sweat are cascading down his face, so openly. So, now Tom is forced onto his knee as if he is praying.

“Morley you just put that poor Tom on his knees.” Says Gill so drunken mockingly while he turns towards Morley, so invitingly. “I mean Tom sure must have made one poor-performing corporal in the Confederacy army.” Causing Morley to laugh so loudly.

“Gill you figure that's why those Confederates lost the Bull Run campaigns.” Morley sings out, so menacingly and so contemptuously. He takes his Union cap off his head and curtsies and waves his cap. “I mean Tom with his busted kneecap sure must have slowed down the Confederacy's campaigns or should I say speed them up.”

This infuriates Tom Langley so much now. It is one thing mocking him so without any respect but mocking the Confederacy without one ounce of respect will not be tolerated and must be met with raw violence. So, now Tom is forcing his body upwards, despite pain and sweat rushing down his face, even more so. He stands there still fighting the pain, with his labored breathing. As he throws his left hand down towards his tired and waiting gun. That is sleeping inside a gray holster. Which is resting on his gun belt, so at peace in its silent nature. But suddenly he is hit by even more pain in his left kneecap. So, now he is merely being dragged down onto his knees once again. As he screams not because of the pain but because of the shared frustration and goring shame. That Gill and Morley will merely drunkenly mock the Confederacy even more twisted now. But he cannot prevent it to his endless shame.

Now, suddenly as Ben takes two dollars out of his shirt pocket. He briefly inspects the two dollars in his hand. Before he throws two dollars immediately onto the six dollars resting in the middle of the table. This makes Dick smile before he redirects his eyes and his thoughts towards Gill and Morley. Now, he yells so full of anger, “Gill and Morley firstly I would appreciate it if you would close the doors. Oh, because then the rain cannot keep coming into the saloon. As I'm really, finding this to be so bothersome, now.” While Luck throws his cards onto the table signaling that he is out of this game of cards. This makes Dick feel even more aggressive towards Gill and Morley. “And second stop mocking Tom Langley and the Confederacy.”

So, now Gill and Morley stop laughing. Now they turn their eyes, their bodies and their attention towards the table and Dick Templeton with drunken courage. Now, this makes Tom Langley smirk with great expectations. He is now breathing more easily and the pain in his left kneecap does not seem so bad, now. So, he gladly journeys away from Gill and Morley, for he has a liking to go rest behind the counter like an atheist leaving a church. So, he can watch the extremely violent fight. That is about to explode into action. Because nobody gets away with challenging Dick Templeton like that. But no one would usually be foolish enough to challenge Dick Templeton in the first place.

“You best be keeping your loudmouth out of our business, Mr. Dick Templeton.” Retorts, Gill so challenging. “For your unfounded reputation for far too long, permit you to bully men of this town!” While he and Morley throw their right and left hands onto their guns waiting inside their black and brown holster. “Or I shall bust you up a little for the Union.” This so angers Dick Templeton while he seriously considers throwing his cards down onto the table. Then charging over towards Gill and Morley and then once there, beating them so viciously and cruelly up their drunken bodies and drunken minds. But he squeezes his five cards so tightly. While he breathes in and out so very slowly to calm himself down. As he thinks about all that money that is waiting for him to win. So, the anger swims out of his mind and out of his body. While Tom Langley pours himself a glass of red wine. Although he never drinks while he is working. But this is an occasion to celebrate. He thinks so sharply.

“Please listen to your drunken bums, Mr. Gill and Mr. Morley. I've no love for the Confederacy or indeed any love for the Union.” While Tom Langley drinks some red wine. “Now, please the saloon's doors close them, so the rain may stop coming into this saloon. I may continue playing cards. Instead of being entertained by two circus clowns.” While Dick turns away from Gill and Morley, so sharply and so determined. Now, Tom Langley lowers his empty glass down onto the counter with sadness plaguing his face like an old art master.

Gill and Morley cannot believe what they have just heard. So now, Gill is truly attempting to reach for his gun. But Rusty and Fitzgerald the two other ranch hands have come over towards Gill and Morley so drunkenly. Now they guided them out of the saloon. Before Dick Templeton takes their drunken foolishness so seriously. It is a struggle to get Gill and Morley out of the doors, for they insist on staying in the saloon. But Rusty and Fitzgerald finally manage to evict them. While the rain still is continuing down, even more heavily, now. As the saloon doors bang shut so pugnaciously. So, now in a quite heartless sadness, Tom Langley pours himself a fresh glass of red wine. While Dick spies so disgracefully at the eight dollars waiting in the middle of the table. Now, Dick licks his bottom lip, while he takes his bundle of money from his shirt pocket. He counts the money very secretly and so calculatingly. While he thinks and thinks so emotionally about the money and a new horse. Now, he drags three dollars away from the bundle, although he desires so very much to toss five more dollars into the table. But he is so worried that this may scare Ben too, too soon, for his calculation. So, he willfully throws the three dollars into the pile of dollars, so soothingly. Now, he drags his cards against his chest, so calmly and so furtively. He locks and seals his eyes, that so full of cunningness like an old fox onto Ben Tucker's cards.

Ben Tucker hauls five dollars out of his shirt pocket. While he can feel and sense Dick's eyes watching and spying on his cards like an old exhausted vampire hoping for one last feed. Now, he can feel and sense the real longing to merely smile. But he casually dismisses this notion. While he casually tosses the five dollars into the thirteen dollars. Then he takes one more look at his cards. While Dick Templeton sighs. As he heaves six dollars out of his pockets, so reluctantly. He throws five dollars onto the table and drags the dollar into his shirt pocket. As now he fully realises so longingly that he has only two more dollars left in his pocket. He looks so cravingly at eighteen dollars resting and waiting in the middle of the table. He hopes now Ben Tucker will decide to call him now or he will be in danger of losing all that eighteen dollars. He is certainly not going to let all that money merely slip through his fingers. Now, after he has worked so hard for the eighteen dollars. He waits and waits in such plaguing anxiety. While Ben merely looks at his five cards. Then he looks at the eighteen dollars just waiting on the table. As Dick can sense his strong desire to scream at Ben to throw in his five cards. While Rusty and Fitzgerald come marching towards the table, holding glasses of beer in their hands. They are spilling their beer all over the place. Once there they pull two chairs out from the table next to the card table, so silently. While they can feel the craving to drink some of their beer. While at the same time, Luck and Ed are merely leaning back in their chairs waiting for boring Dick to lose this game of cards as usual.

Now, Ben takes five dollars out of shirt pocket, much to the annoyance of Dick. So, he fights to control his breathing, now. While he can feel sweat running down his ten fingers. He breathes in and out so shallowly. While Ben counts the money so slowly. Dick longs to scream hurry up. Before Ben looks at his cards once more. As Dick can feel the overwhelming craving to shout, “Just lay your cards down, for you don't need to put any more money on the table. But he does not, because he merely leans back in his chair so ready for defeat. But suddenly, Ben puts his money back into his shirt pocket, and says, so slowly and so sweetly, ”I'll see you. Oh, unless you wish to go on.“ While Dick tries not to look so pleasured by Ben's words. So, he leans forward, so calmly as he can manage, and replies so casually and so calmly while inside he feels so pleased, ”Sure it's time to show you my cards.“ While Dick takes one last peek at his cards. Before he places them down the table so abruptly and so full of certainty. Now he turns his five cards over every so slowly and ever so dramatically like a fading bad actor and smiles. So, now Dick automatically reaches for the eighteen dollars. But while he recognizes that there is something very much amiss, for there is no defeat registering in Ben's or his eye. So, Dick merely dismisses this as he can, his winning so kind between his fingers. Then it comes so forcefully and so shallowly. Ben holds his left hand up and says, in a confident voice, as Dick has his left hand dragging the eighteen dollars towards him. Now, his face is full of raw sadness, that is going to haunt him for a very long time, ”Not so fast, I've got something that beats your straight flush!”

Dick merely watches so excitedly. At the same time, he keeps his left hand resting and waiting, on the eighteen dollars. So, he tries to slow down his breathing. Because maybe, just maybe Ben's hand can beat his straight flush. Ben is just playing a joke. Oh, he will not be angry if it is a joke played on him. While he watches Ben slowly turn his five cards over. Now, there it is, for Ben has finished turning his five cards over. There it is a Royal Flush. That most certainly beat his Straight Flush. So, he swiftly drags his hand off the eighteen dollars. He can feel and sense so many ugly and unwelcomed drops of sweat on his fingers masquerading as friends. While he can feel and sense the drowning sorrowfulness starting to nourish his thoughts and his emotions. While Ben is starting to drag the eighteen dollars towards his chest. While a great painting of a smile is being painted on his face, now. Suddenly, Dick feels and senses that he must congratulate Ben Tucker on his winning of the eighteen dollars. So, naturally, Dick leans forward the over table and stretches his right hand out towards Ben's hand dragging the money.

So, there while Dick's right-hand lands in Ben's hand. Ben can feel the hidden two cards that are resting up his sleeve are moving toward the end of the sleeve, now, so alarmingly. Dark, useless thoughts pop into his head. He tries to react to a dangerous situation, in vain. But it is too late, for the two cards are now resting the table for everyone to see. He think briefly of doing something foolish. But He leaves the eighteen dollars on the table. As he reaches for his gun waiting in his holster, so swiftly and so calculatingly. Because he needs so desperately to escape now out of this saloon. Even if this means pointing his gun and possibly even firing his gun. Because he is thinking he has no choice to rescue his own life. Because you cannot ever tell what people are going to react like when discovering that they have been playing with a card cheat.

Ben is pulling his gun out so swiftly. He can feel his fingers touching the gun handle so smoothly. Now, he is leveling the gun upwards. While he is watching Dick so closely. Now He is aiming his gun across the table. While he is ready to fire his gun if necessary. He senses the raw tension burning inside his emotions and his thoughts. While Dick Templeton is standing up, now. His chair was tipped upside down. Now, he is more than ready to attack Ben with his two hands, with so much violence and so much energy. At the same time Luck as swiftly swung his leg boot underneath the table towards Ben. Luck's leg connects so forcefully and viciously with Ben's left kneecap, making him scream out with pain. He cannot fire his gun at that moment while the pain is biting. Much to his dismay, he can feel panic haunting him now. This gives Dick the time he needs to lock and seal his two hands on to Ben's shirt. Now he pulls Ben over the table with hunting madness and energy. While Ben is trying to fire his gun towards Dick. But Dick violently shakes him. The gun falls out of Ben's fingers and lands on the table with a thump. He spies on the gun falling off the table. He can calculate the horror. Now, Dick drags Ben's off his chair with much hate in his veins.

Dick and Ben are standing there and looking into each other's eyes, with pure hatred. Now, suddenly Dick releases his hands from Ben's shirt, so ready to swing his left fist into Ben's stomach. But Ben manages to block this fist and swing his head at the time into Dick's head.

Dick staggers slightly away from Ben with tiny drops of blood skying down his face. While he shakes his head so swiftly. Ben reacts swiftly dragging up his left boot. So, he can sadistically kick Dick in his private with some considerable force and energy. But Dick is too ready for him and moves so swiftly despite his bulk. His hands now are catching Ben's left leg, so wonderfully. So, now as Ben is desperately trying to maneuver his leg out of Dick's hand. Dick twisted the leg so forcefully with raw energy. He laughs hideous while he doing this. Ben can feel and sense so much pain in his leg. He ponders briefly how he is going to escape this nightmare. Dick drags Ben towards him and then so suddenly he releases Ben's leg. Dick punches Ben twice in his stomach with common viciousness. Dick smiles almost insanely as he is starting to enjoy the painful look in Ben's eyes. Now, he is ready to continue punching Ben. He swings his left hand towards Ben with calculated malice as tiny drops of blood are dropping down Dick's face from his nose, once again. This is really infuriating Dick so much, now.

Ben immediately blocks Dick's left hand, and then he swings his right hand towards Dick. His right hand lands on Dick's face. Luck, Ed, Rusty, and Fitzgerald are enjoying the entertainment. Dick throws both hands around Ben's wasted much to Ben's distaste. Dick starts to squeeze Ben's back with considerable force and energy.

Ben is trying so frantically to escape from the pain in his back which is increasing so much with each traveling second. Now he has managed to maneuver his left hand out of the trap. He breathes. He digs his nails into Dick's face with cruel tormenting pain. Dick increases the burning pressure on Ben's back, despite the pain on his face. It is a race to see who will give in first. Ah, Ben's face is covered in so much sweat, now. But, he continues to fight the burning pain like a cat and mouse game of hide and seek.

There are new, fresh tiny drops of blood running down Dick's face. That has been caused by Ben's fingernails. Causing Dick yells so belligerently as the pain in his burning so much. While he can sense, much to his annoyance and anger, teardrops escaping down his face. This fortified shame into his emotions and his thoughts. That he cannot bear it much longer. So, he reluctantly releases Ben Tucker.

Ben Tucker is merely able to stand there. He is demanding to be able to breathe without pain feeding on him. As Dick shakes the pain away and now, he swings his left punch so insanely towards Ben's face. Ben watches and spies on the punch coming towards his face. But he cannot maneuver his legs fast enough. So, he may avoid the punch. The punch lands on his face with so little force. But it is still enough force for Ben to stagger backward. Dick rubs his left hand over his face so aggressively. Now, he inspects the drops of blood on his five fingers. This makes him even angrier. He is burning with fury. He discovers some new energy. He swings his right punch towards Ben with raw force and raw energy. The punch lands in Ben's stomach. It immediately forces Ben to bend downwards. Dick swings punch after punch towards Ben, causing so much pain. Ben's left eye is covered with so many ugly bruises. The eye is starting to close. There could be permanent damage to this eye. While the ranch hands and Tom Langley merely look on wondering if perhaps one of them should try to stop this fight. Before Dick Templeton kills Ben Tucker.

Dick swings another punch towards Ben. But Dick misses Ben because Ben has fallen backwards onto the table. Now, Ben is looking up at the ceiling. As blood is drifting down his face from his busted nose, lips. This makes him so mad. While Dick throws his two hands towards him. So, he can drag Ben upwards off the table to continue the punishment. Ben wonders if he should start begging for mercy. But he tries to get his hands working to block Dick's hands. But he cannot quite manage this action. But somehow manages to drag some energy and stamina up. Now, he swings his left boot towards Dick's privates with gladness. It connects with some reasonable force. Dick staggers away from the table, screaming and yelling with new pain and new resentment. Until he bangs into another table. This gives Ben the time he needs to drag himself off the table. Once Ben is standing upright and his breathing feels comfortable. He swings his punches towards Dick. But Dick blocks most of them, with relative ease. Ben's breathing is more and more labored. Now, Dick swings some punches towards Ben with devastating damage to Ben's face. The rain is drumming on the roof, doors and windows. These punches are causing Ben to feel, and sense unconsciousness is calling him so cold and so brutally. While Luck considers he better stop the fight now. Because Ben is not even defending himself. Because he is incapable of defending himself. While Ben continues to desperately shake away that unconsciousness. As Dick simply smiles, he is enjoying his handiwork. He thinks to hell with Sheriff Pat Desmond.

Luck maneuvers his body behind Dick. Once he is in a favorable position, he throws his hand onto Dick's back. Hoping he can stop Dick. But Dick merely bellows like a disturbed feeding brown bear. So, there in the middle of the bellow Dick so easily throws Luck off him. So, sending Luck flying backward, until he crashes into a table. There he falls onto his knees. As there is pain nourishing on his back, now. While Dick throws his hands towards Ben, who once again falls onto the table. Ben continues to fight the pain in his face and back. While his breathing is so agitated. He is merely looking up at the ceiling with his bleeding face, without hope and pity. He is so distraughtly struggling to focus on the ceiling. But he cannot accomplish this because his eyes are nearly completely closed, now. While Rusty and Fitzgerald move towards Dick so swiftly, determined to stop him. Now, they are standing behind Dick. While they are endeavoring to manipulate their nervousness. Now, Dick has his hand on Ben's shirt. He is squeezing the shirt, so boastfully and energetically. As Ben is trying so desperately to shake the unconscious feelings away. While at the same time wrestling to get his hands to work. But it is so hopeless. Dick is dragging Ben so forcefully off the table with so much enthusiasm with a large smirk paining on his face like some gothic horror tale.

Now, Rusty and Fitzgerald suddenly realize that they are still holding glasses of beer. So, now they place their glasses onto the table, in a drunken rush.

Now, they throw their bodies so exhaustively and so insanely towards Dick. In the simplicity of hope of daring to prevent Dick from beating some more on the helpless Ben Tucker. Because there is a real chance that Dick could kill Ben. Because complete madness is in control of Dick Templeton, now.

Rusty and Fitzgerald lock and seal their hands around and over Dick's back to haul, pull and drag him away. But this only makes Dick's so even more mad and so furious. So, he howls with so much feeding mental pain and aggressive anger. So, he shakes off Rusty and Fitzgerald, so vigorously by maneuvering his body and hands so magically and majestically. This action sends Rusty and Fitzgerald flying into the moving Luck. So, the three of them go flying backward like an unstoppable tornado. There they crash into the chairs and the table. So, now they are sent flying downwards dragging some of the chairs with them. Now they crash onto the floor with two chairs and turn the table onto its left side at the same time. There they are resting while being nourished by pain and shock.

Dick releases Ben's shirt. While he is contemplating guffawing. Because his eyes have spotted the two glasses resting on the table. Oh, Ben is trying to keep himself conscious by vigorously shaking his head so violently. As if he is trying to formulate a plan, ah a cunning. So, he can breathe without the conversation of pain.

Dick gladly grabs up one of the glasses. He squeezes the glass so furiously. Before he swings the glass so energetically and so forcefully against the table. Bits of broken glass and beer in their anger spill all over the table and the floor. Luck, Rusty and Fitzgerald are hauling themselves off the floor, so compassionately and so diligently. As Dick is now swinging the broken glass towards Ben's face to inflict so much damage to Ben's face or impossibly even to end Ben's life like a tormented wild animal.

Ben watches the broken glass coming towards his face, so dangerously. He feels so full of hopelessness. He fashions in fear for his life. So, now he dreadfully shakes his head so vivaciously. He dares hope that he can survive. He watches the jagged edge of the broken glass. His breathing is so shallow. His eyes are so mesmerized by the light that it seems to be flashing off the jagged edge of the glass as if a forgotten miracle is coming. While the broken glass is getting closer and closer to his face. Suddenly Ben recalls his bowie knife waiting inside his belt like the restless first fairy tale, even imagined. In his profound despair He drops his hand towards his knife. His fingers land on the edge of the knife. He senses his fingers' flesh touching the cold metal flesh of the knife with chilling emotions. The rain outside is thundering and beating. So, now he hauls the knife out and upwards. He can feel unconscious calling him so very strong now. He fights so beggingly to take the unconscious away. As his eyes sealed and locked themselves onto Dick's insane eyes. That is scaring, fortifying him so much. But he swiftly hauls his eyes away, so regardless, as he journeys the knife towards Dick's stomach with roaring, hope in kind of unreal magic.

Ben rams the knife so dispassionately into Dick's stomach, causing Dick to stagger backwards away from the knife. There is terror locked and sealed inside Dick's eyes and emotions, something he has not felt in his entire life. This he does not like one tiny bit. The only available antidote is to kill Ben. Ben stands there merely searching, spying on the drops of blood of drifting off the knife, so silently. He can feel and sense haunting shivers sliding down his legs and his emotions. But now, Dick screeches and swings the broken glass towards Ben. While blood is continually pumping out of his stomach wound without any regrets. Causing Ben to hesitate briefly because he is wishing that Dick will stop. But Dick is not going to stop, now until he has killed Ben. Ben rams his knife into Dick several times, filled and full of dark unwanted emotions. Until the broken glass falls out of Dick's fingers and lands on the floor shattering so loudly. As Ben tries to force the knife once more into Dick. Because he is filled with fear for his own life. As Dick's legs are buckling from underneath him. While the knife is coming for him.

Now, Luck pulls his gun out so sweetly. He moves so sweetly towards Ben. Ben merely watches and spies on the gun in Luck's hand. So, now he is trapped between keeping his eyes on Dick or Luck. He momentarily watches Dick and there he can see that Dick will cause him so no more trouble, for Dick, is finished. So, he turns his eyes and his body towards Luck's gun, with his drained emotions and breathing.

Finally, Tom Langley comes rushing out from behind the counter holding a bat in his right hand, so ready to use. As Luck's gun comes marching to the left side of Ben's his head, so perfectly and so certainly. The gun lands so hard against Ben's head.

Ben tries to keep forcing and pushing the knife towards Dick briefly before finally unconsciousness comes screaming for him. Now Ben is trying to keep his eyes from foreclosing. He falls first onto his knees. Ben fights to keep the knife in his fingers. It feels so heavy and so demanding inside his fingers, now like a dark haunting song. It is no good, for the knife slips out of his fingers and lands on the floor so silently. As Ben falls forward onto his face, still breathing. With his eyes agreeing to close. As the doors swing open, now. So, forcing more drops of rain into the saloon. Sheriff Pat Desmond comes storming through the doors cradling a shotgun in his left hand until he stops moving. Now, he uses his considerable energy and stamina to shake raindrops off his blue coat, so vigorously, so disciplined.

Sheriff Pat Desmond continues his move. He watches and takes in the scene inside the saloon with swiftness. Tom Langley strolls toward the sheriff and there he stops in front of the sheriff, with his bat still resting and waiting in his fingers like a lost fairy tale, that cannot be discovered once upon a time. While the rain is getting more violent and more vocal.

“Well, good evening, sheriff, it's a rotten night to be out.” Says Tom Langley so cunningly and so elegantly.

“Yes, Tom it certainly is, and I can see that your knee is bothering you tonight so I figure it would be best if you disregarded the bat, then you can tell me, what has been going on here.” Pat Desmond asks with a strong, confident, and determined voice, while he is looking over where Dick is resting on his back on the floor. He is so certain that Dick Templeton is not breathing and that is not a great loss to humanity.

“Well, Pat, Luck, Ed, Dick, and Ben Tucker were playing cards. Dick just lost eighteen dollars to Ben Tucker. Ah, Dick was not too pleased but still, he went to shake Ben Tucker's hand, too, well, I figure to congratulate him on winning the eighteen dollars. When the two cards fell out of Ben's sleeve. Oh, this makes Dick so mad, and well then the next thing Ben Tucker pulls a gun, but someone kicked him underneath the table. It was a good job someone did, or who could say what would happen, and the gun fell out of his hand.” Tom Langley produces so sweetly.

“So, let me predict a fight started and Dick beat Ben Tucker up pretty badly, but Dick was not satisfied with that, and by the looks of Luck, Rusty and Fitzgerald here, they tried to prevent Dick from carrying out his mission. But it was unless and go on, Tom.” Pat Desmond says, so calmly and so restlessly.

“Well, Tom, Dick picks up one of the glasses that were resting on the table, well Dick crashes the glass against the table with so much madness in his eyes and his breathing. I figure Dick calculated using the broken glass to cut or impossibly even kill Ben Tucker, but Ben had another idea. Ben stuck the knife into once Dick. But Dick kept coming for Ben Tucker. So, he stuck his knife several times into Dick, until Dick stopped coming.” Tom Langley rolls out so softly.

“So, are Dick Templeton and Ben still breathing?” Sheriff Pat Desmond solicits so sweetly.

“Ben Tucker is still breathing and he'll live but he'll have a pumping headache when he comes around, but Dick Templeton, well he'll not be getting into any more fights anymore.” Tom Langley replies as he throws his bat onto a table, so finally. Sheriff Pat Desmond journeys away from Tom Langley and directs towards Dick Templeton and Ben Tucker.
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