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Part I: Des Roy

1892
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The storm grows stronger; downpour floods the roof of the ripped tent. Braxton quickly shuffles his sleeping bag to the other side of the tent. 

“All I want is one night without getting wet,” he mutters angrily to himself.

The rain continues through the night and into the early morning. Braxton wakes up and looks out of his tent to check the surroundings. There is no one in sight. He crawls out of his tent and instantly feels the shift to the damp climate outside. The morning sun shines down onto him as he takes off his shirt. He squeezes as much water out of it as he can, watching the droplets fall to the ground. He puts his damp shirt back on, hoping that the sunlight will dry off his shirt. He holsters his six-shot revolver. Braxton approaches his trusted steed, Rose. 

“Hey, girl, I hope the weather wasn’t too bad on you.”

Neigh.

Braxton looks around and sees the smoke of a fire from a nearby camp off in the distance. He mounts Rose, and they gallop toward the smoke. As they approach the camp, Braxton covers his mouth and nose with his bandana. 

“What are you doing round these parts, partner?”

“Hey, easy friend. I don’t want no trouble,” the man says with a shake in his voice.

Braxton draws his revolver.

“I said, what are you doing round these parts?”

The man’s eyes dart around.

“I am just headed west toward California. I don’t mean no harm!”

“Cash and valuables, NOW!” Braxton pulls back the hammer of his revolver.

The man quickly reaches for his sidearm. 

Bang!

Smoke curls from the revolver’s barrel as Braxton watches the man fall backward onto the grass. Braxton takes a deep breath as he looks at the red quarter-sized hole he put in the man’s forehead.

“What a fool,” Braxton says under his breath, shaking off the weight of the life he just took.

He rummages through the man’s belongings, securing himself three dollars out of the man’s money clip. He approaches the man’s body, avoiding the puddle of blood oozing from the man’s head, and starts looking through his pockets for valuables. The man has nothing but a pack of cigarettes. He moves away from the body, takes a few apples from the man’s basket, and gives one to Rose. Braxton gets on Rose, lowers his bandana, and rides to the trading post. 

He arrives at the trading post and the owner, James, is standing at the sign.

“James, how much for a tent?”

“Seventy cents.”

“I’ll take one. I came into some cash recently and I can finally sleep one night without getting wet.”

“Mmh,” James grumbles as they exchange items.

“Always good to see you, James,” Braxton says as he walks back to Rose.

He mounts his steed, and they ride back to camp.

Braxton tears down his old tent and tosses it into the nearby river. He spends the next fifteen minutes setting up his new tent before he hears a horse trot behind him.

“Oi, I saw you execute that lad over there,” the man on the horse says in his British accent. He has a black top hat with a red trim and a curled-up mustache.

Braxton slowly moves his right hand to his holster. The man continues, “Quit it, mate, if I wanted you dead, I would have shot you already.” 

“What do you want?”

“Me? Oh, I am just looking around the area. I can see you do not treat your neighbours too well.”

“He was going to shoot me first!”

“I watched the whole thing, lad. You murdered that man.”

Braxton grows impatient. “Are you going to turn me in? Is that what you want?”

“Lad, settle down.” The British man gets off his horse. “The name’s Grimsby,” he says as he extends his hand to Braxton.

“Braxton.” He shakes Grimsby’s hand.

“You seem to be the kind of man that takes what is his, Braxton. Yet, you live like this.” 

“I didn’t ask for your insults.” Braxton reaches for his holster.

“Easy, chap, I could use someone like you.”

“For what?”

“Back home in England, I carried out fourteen different train heists from 1886 to 1890 before my home was raided, and I fled here in 1891. I lost it all, but this is America. The lawmen do not know who I am. I want to get back to the life I was born for. I am an outlaw, lad, things do not change. Tell me, Braxton, do you have dreams of getting out of this tent?”

“Sometimes,” Braxton says. “How do I know I can trust you? I work alone.”

“I can make all your wishes come true. Just one score.”

Braxton thinks about his next move. Do I draw my gun on him? Accept his offer? Decline? Who exactly is he? Why me? 

“How long do I have to make a decision?” Braxton asks after a minute.

“I will give you until sunrise tomorrow.” Grimsby gets on the back of his horse. 

Yah!
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The Deal
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Click-clack-click-clack, neigh!

Braxton jolts awake at the sound of the nearing horse. He hears a man dismount from the horse and his boots hit the dirt floor. Braxton reaches across his sleeping bag, grabs his revolver, and points it at the covered tent entrance.

“So, what will it be, lad?” It’s Grimsby.

“Yeah, no, I’ve been thinking. Why can’t you do this by yourself? You did pull off fourteen train heists in England, right?”

“This job is different.” Grimsby opens the entrance to the tent. “This is not England. I need someone that knows this country.”

“You said that the lawmen don’t know who you are, so why is this a problem?”

Grimsby fully opens the entrance to the tent and looks at Braxton. “You know the land. Are you with me or not?”

“Oh yeah? Well, I think you are a fraud and I will be just fine on my own.”

Grimsby sighs and straightens his top hat. “Very well then.”

He returns and mounts his horse.

Yah!

Braxton crawls out of his tent, watching the dirt turn into dust, and stands up to close the entrance. 

“What a weirdo,” he mutters.

He walks over to Rose and gives her a soft pat on the nose.

“We don’t need that fraud Grimsby. We can pull off scores all by ourselves. Are you ready to rob a general store today, girl?”

Snort.

“That’s my girl!”

Braxton moves toward his chest near his tent and grabs his black leather jacket. Along with that, he picks up his lasso and a brown cowboy hat that has a blood splatter stain on the front of the hat. He holsters his revolver and mounts Rose.

Yah!

They ride for six miles west before they spot a general store next to the train station.

“This is the spot,” Braxton says to himself. “The place is secluded enough, and the train shouldn’t be coming anytime soon.”

He tells Rose to wait by the entrance, covers his nose with the bandana, and walks inside.

As the door swings open, the clerk looks up. “Sir, there’s no masks allowed inside.”

“Oh, is that right?” Braxton walks over to the clerk’s desk as he draws his revolver. “I want everything you have in that register, boy, NOW!”

The clerk laughs.

“You think I’m messing around?” Braxton pulls back the hammer on the revolver. “Last chance.”

Rah!

Braxton falls to the ground, dropping his revolver. A bald man with a big ginger beard grabs him by the collar and yanks him up. 

“Did you ever think to look around before robbing a place, you featherhead?” he says in a thick Scottish accent.

The man punches Braxton in the face, and Braxton’s nose takes the full impact. Braxton’s head falls back, and he can feel the world around him getting darker. More blood spills out of Braxton’s nose. As his sight grows blurrier, he sees the man raise his right fist, about to give Braxton the finishing blow.

Bang!

Blood splatters on the white wall next to Braxton, and the man’s lifeless body falls on top of him. The clerk shrieks as Braxton passes out on the wooden floor.

“Oi, lad, you still alive?”

Grimsby walks over to the terrified clerk and grabs him by the center of his shirt.

“You saw nothing here. You will give me half of what is in the till, and you will not tell a soul what happened today, or I will be back.”

The clerk nods quickly as he opens the till and hands Grimsby seven dollars. Grimsby walks away from the clerk, picks up Braxton, hoists him on his back, and walks out of the store. Braxton slowly opens his eyes.

“Am I under arrest?” he slurs.

“Mate, you are getting blood all over the back of my coat, I need to charge you for it.”

“Grimsby?” he says, still slurring.

“You took quite a beating there, lad.” Grimsby chuckles as he puts Braxton on the back of his horse. “We are riding with Ella today. Have Rose follow us.”

Braxton whistles for Rose to follow as Grimsby takes him back to his camp.

“How’d you know where to find me?”

“You are a chap that cannot use his brain. You are skilled with a gun, but you will get yourself killed. I never took my eyes off you.”

“Oh, well thanks. You really saved my life.”

“If I did not need you, I would have left you to die.”

“So, this score, what is it?”

“There is this train I have been watching. It stops by the city of Des Roy once a month and takes all the gold and cash from the bank. I have ideas on three different routes. I do not know which one to take yet, but either way it will be the easiest cash of your life. Maybe you could even buy yourself an actual plot of land and leave this life. I am getting old, I cannot change my ways, but you can. We can go over the specifics later.”

“If it’s so easy, why not just do it yourself?”

“Whether we hit the bank or the train, there will be resistance. You think I could hit a bank by myself, you twat?”

Braxton goes quiet as they approach his camp. “I’ll tell you what, you saved my life and it would be the least I could do, I’m in.”

“Splendid!”

“But I need my nose to get better before we make any sort of plan.”

“Lovely, I will see you tomorrow morning to start making the plan.”

“Did you not hear what I just sa-”

Yah!

Grimsby rides off as Braxton is left clutching onto his nose.
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“Daddy, do you have to go?” Braxton asks.

“Yes, my son, I promised your mother that I would take her to the theatre so we can watch ‘Ethel the Great.’”

“But you will be back and give me a bedtime story, right?”

“I can’t tonight, we’re going to be late. You better be sleeping by the time we get back.”

“Okay, Daddy, I’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

“I’ll see you, buddy. I love you.”

Braxton skips back to his room and sits cross-legged on the floor while he grabs his wooden train. The front door closes shut, and he hears his father’s horse gallop off into the distance. 

“Tonight is my night! I can do whatever I want!”

Braxton lights all the candles around the house and runs to the toy room to bring out his favorite toys. 

“You, you, and you,” he says as he grabs an action figure of ‘Colin the Sharp Eye’, his wooden train, and a wooden horse.

“Hey, stop right there!”

Braxton holds up the action figure to look like he is jumping off the horse and attacking the train. “Give me all the money!”

“Choo choo!”

“Now, you train!” he says as he stages a robbery.

“I’m bored.”

Braxton stands up and looks around for other things to occupy his mind. He wanders around the house and has the idea of jumping off different pieces of furniture. He first jumps off the sofa.

“That was so much fun
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