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Prologue

The American West is a
hard place to live in. Lawlessness is at the order of the day. Not
even women and children are spared by trigger happy men and
unfounded, senseless killings. Law and order is upheld by the way
of the gun. Many lose their lives this way. Ultimately, Law does
come to the West as Sheriffs and Marshalls, some of them retired
gunslingers, are chosen to uphold the law. They have the advantage
of knowing the way Outlaws operate. Being fair during these times
is not a negotiable option.

Someone opposed to the sentencing of Outlaws
by Judge Gordon Curry is disposing of the outlaws one by one.
Justice is served in the end, but is it justifiable, or just plain
murder?
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CHAPTER ONE

 When the rider looks back and finds that he is not
being tailed anymore, he slumps forward in the saddle and a sob
escapes him. His gaze turns towards his mount and he is aware that
another mile of running will be the death of it.

His horse is exhausted to the point of
dropping dead, and its muscles quiver with exhaustion. The horse is
breathing hard and its head hangs low. The nostrils kick up small
bursts of sand as they flare wide with each breath.

The Arizona desert is hot and barren. Cacti
grow in

abundance throughout the desert floor, with
a few brushes here and there to provide a little shade: not much.
If a man should happen to run short of water in this hellhole, he
will surely not last half a day, unless one is thirsty enough to
squeeze the sap from a cactus, which is extremely bitter.

Donovan Prescott is of medium build and
length, with light brown hair and eyes to match. His nose is
crooked, and he has a weak mouth that dribbles spit when he becomes
nervous. This is one such time. The rider s seen better days; his
once white shirt is stained dark from weeks of sweat and dirt with
a few tears in it.

 


He has lost his hat somewhere back on the
trail, and his boots are torn along the seam. Donovan is shaking
like a leaf. It’s cold. He is a scared man. The fact of the matter
is, he is running for his life, or at least for what it’s worth. It
isn’t worth a damn in this County anymore. That’s to be expected
after what he did. Donovan takes his water canteen from his
saddlebag and gulps a couple of

large swigs from it, almost choking in his
haste to wet his throat.

The water canteen is suddenly plucked from
his grasp as a bullet hits it dead center and rips a hole through
it. Donovan watches in horror as the last water trickles from his
water canteen and the thirsty sand soaks it up. A second bullet
slams into Donovan’s hip. The impact lifts him out of the saddle
like a giant hand. He lands in the dirt a few feet from his
horse.

The fall dazes Donovan, while the
excruciating pain of the wound keeps Donovan riveted to the ground.
His attempt to rise from the ground is unsuccessful. Donovan draws
his six-gun and looks around bewildered and confused to find the
source of the shooting. He can’t determine the true direction from
where the shots are fired. His horse is spooked by the gunfire and
runs off. The voice that reaches Donovan echoes from a
distance.

 


You won’t find me, Prescott. I’m here to
square things

up, to make things right where you screwed
up. I’ll show myself when the time’s right. Till then you can just
listen. And holster your gun; it isn’t going to help you none. I’ve
let you think that you got away from me for the past three days to
make you relax, and I’ve succeeded in doing just that. That poor
horse o’ yours won’t carry you another mile; poor critters
half-dead.”

Donovan grits his teeth and with a
pain-filled voice, retorts in an angry tone.

“Why you tailin’ me, and why’d you shoot me,
mister? I did’n do you no harm!”

The unseen gunman laughs harshly.

“Yeah, that story don’t hold no water, and
you know that just as well as I do! What about the three women and
five children you killed? You think I don’t know about your killing
spree? Sorry to disappoint you, Prescott, but you don’t deserve to
live.”

 


Donovan is sobbing, and he feels weak from
the flow

of blood that oozes from his wound. His leg
is already numb and useless. Waves of pain engulf him as he tries
to speak, and his voice is weak when he does.

“Look, a judge found me innocent regardin’
those charges, an’ that says a lot more than the crooked justice
you seem so hell-bent on serving. An’ you can go to hell; I ain’t
lyin’ down to die just coz you say so!”

Donovan’s gun-hand comes up and he squeezes
off a couple of shots in the direction from where he surmises the
voice is coming. There is a long silence, and a pain-filled grin
followed by a smirk appears on Donovan’s face. He speaks out loud,
nearly sobbing with satisfaction at himself.

“Yeah, that’ll teach you a lesson! You’ve
messed with the wrong on’ today, gunman. I’m comin’ over to have
myself a look-see at your face!”

 


Donovan horse saunters closer again after
running off some distance. Donovan calls to his horse; making
clicking sounds with his tongue.

“Hey, hoss: over here. C’mon; yeah, that’s
it!”

Donovan takes hold of the stirrup and manages
to pull himself upright with it. It takes all the strength he can
muster; his one good leg shaking like a leaf and barely strong
enough to hold his weight. He keeps himself upright by holding onto
the pommel and leans against his mount to catch his breath.
Reaching over the saddle,

Donovan gets hold of his rifle and pulls it
from the sheath. He uses it as a crutch as he drags his injured leg
behind him. A figure suddenly appears some thirty yards in front of
him. Donovan jerks at the sight of this figure. There is no
reaction from the figure except a cold stare. Something seems
familiar.

 


Then he is so close that he can distinguish
the features of the man. Donovan isn’t prepared for what he
sees.

“B…but you’re the …”

The man facing him doesn’t give Donovan time
to complete his sentence. His voice is like a whiplash in

the otherwise quiet surroundings.

“Yeah, now isn’t that a surprise! You should
see your face right at this moment. I fall short of words to
describe it. If you have some gray brain matter, you should be able
to put two-and-two together and conclude that I’m not here to make
small talk with you. I personally want to have the pleasure of
ridding the world of scum like you. Prison will never teach your
kind a lesson. I can see in your eyes you know what I’m talking
about. I’ll be the judge and jury for the second sentence about to
be handed down to you; death in the same way you took out your
victims! I have a special bullet with your name engraved on it.
First, I’ll give you the opportunity you never gave any one of your
victims: a fighting chance. If you can outdraw me, you leave here a
free man. If not you’ll die right where you stand!”

 


Donovan moves the crutch to his left hand.
His stare finds that of the man facing him. His lips feel dry, and
he moistens them with his tongue. Donovan feels shivers run up and
down his spine, and he becomes aware that his body has broken out
in a cold sweat. Donovan senses that he is no match for this man,
but if he can distract him for just a second or two.

“Don’t fill your head with any funny ideas
now, Prescott. I know your mind’s working overtime to find a
solution for the situation you’re in, but trust me when I tell you
there isn’t any way out of this one for you. I know how men of your
caliber think; it won’t work! You’re not the first, and won’t be
the last, to die by my gun.”

The stranger sees the desperation in
Donovan’s gaze as he battles with the challenge put to him. The
latter holds up his right hand as he speaks, trying to sound
indifferent.

 


“So you been tailin’ me all this time to
avenge people you don’t know? I think you’re just lookin’ for an
excuse to shoot me coz you got an itchy trigger finger. I’m right,
ain’t I? Well, I ain’t afraid o’ you, you hear me? You crippled

me, but there ain’t nothin’ wrong with my
gun hand!

The other man laughs harshly, his husky voice
like a rasp.

“Yeah, you might be right at that. I get
quite a thrill out of hunting down scum like you and removing them
from the face of the earth. You don’t have any use for mankind,
anyhow! Put your money where your mouth is, Prescott. Get some
backbone and call my challenge, cos all you’ve been able to do up
to now is kill defenseless women and children. Try killing a man
for a change who can stand his ground and fight back!”

As the man speaks to Donovan, the latter
realizes that this is as good a chance as he’ll ever get. He
decides to make his move. The crutch gives way under the sudden
movement as Donovan goes for his gun. He lets the rifle fall to the
ground as he pulls the six-shooter from its holster. Donovan never
sees the other man clear leather and, snarling at the other, he
cocks the hammer and squeezes the trigger.

 


Donovan’s trigger finger won’t co-operate,
and the gun feels like a ton in his hand before he loses his grip
on the butt. His knees buckle. Looking down, Donovan feels the
searing hot pain in his chest before he sees his own blood gushing
from two large holes. He dies while staring at the holes in his
chest cavity.

The shooter mounts his horse and rides off in
the direction of Golden, a couple of miles to the Southeast. The
booming gold town has much to offer and he decides that he will
spend the night there before resuming the journey to his next
destination.

***

Golden, Colorado:
earlier the same day.

 


Sheriff Henry Plummer sits behind his desk in
the law office, his chair tilted back. Henry is in his early
forties but carries his age well. He is rather tall, close to six
feet two inches, and robust. He loathes criminals intensely. His
complexion is an evenly toned brown from spending long hours in the
sun. Hard green eyes above a straight nose and thin lips stare back
from below his high-crowned Stetson.

Henry is decently clothed. His jeans are
immaculate, dark blue with thick cotton check long sleeve shirts
and a brown leather waistcoat. He polishes his boots to a high
shine, and wears his twin 45-caliber Peacemakers slung low on
either side of his hips. He isn’t married, but loves all women with
a deep passion. He never spends an evening alone.

He stares fixedly at the ceiling, his busy
thoughts contemplating his next move. A shrill voice interrupts him
from the holding cells.

 


“Hey, Sheriff! When you gonna let me out, an’
where’s my grub? I ain’t had nothin’ to eat yet this mornin’. I’m
starvin’ here! Some coffee would be nice, too.”

The Sheriff looks at his pocket watch.

“It isn’t time to let you out yet, Carl! Stop
your whining before I come in there and shut your pie-hole for you.
You want food, you got to earn it. I’ll open the cell and you can
clean my office. You do that really nice, and I’ll order you some
food from the hotel. That sound good to you?”

There is a moment’s silence before Carl
replies.

“You know that ain’t proper, Sheriff. I ain’t
your slave or anything like that, but I’ll do it only cos I’m
hungry an’ I want to get outta this stinkin’ cell of yours! Open up
so I can do the chores and be on my way. The wife’s gonna be askin’
all sorts o’ questions. Won’t be surprised if she leaves me cos o’
this, ye know?”

 


Henry Plummer smirks as he turns the key in
the lock.

“This is all your own doing, Carl. You have a
fine looking wife who waits on you at home, and what do you do? You
get as drunk as a skunk and try to take on the whole saloon by
yourself. If I hadn’t come along when I did, you would have been
six feet under now. Now get a move on, the

office isn’t going to clean itself.”

Carl Ashton keeps his eyes trained on the
She-riff. He doesn’t trust Henry one bit. He stops in his tracks
when he enters the office and looks over his shoulder at Henry.

“What the hell’s this; a pigsty? Looks like
you had one helluva party goin’ on here! Ye don’t deserve to wear
that badge, man. For the love of Mike, I can’t believe one person
can mess up a place like this!

 


Sheriff Henry Plummer steps up from behind
and slaps Carl against the back of the head.

“Watch your language, Carl! Don’t mind what
my office looks like; it isn’t any of your concern. Just do as
you’re told! It’s your turn to do the cleaning, so get right to
it.”

For the next hour, Carl works as fast as he
can to get the Sheriff’s office in order. It’s mostly trash that
needs to be thrown away. Carl stands back and observes his
handiwork. He is pleased with his effort, even if he has to say so
himself.

I’m done, and don’t even try an’ look for no
dirt, cos there ain’t none. Did a good job, an’ I don’t mind sayin’
so myself.

Henry Plummer nods his head in agreement. His
office has never looked this good before.

“Yeah, it doesn’t look too bad I’ll just
order you …”

 


“Don’t bother, Sheriff. I’ll get me some grub
at home. Have yourself a good day!”

Carl turns and makes for the door, and before
Sheriff Plummer can say anything, Carl is out and gone. Henry’s
first thought is to go after Carl and put him back in the slammer,
but he lets go of this idea as a waste of time. He turns around and
goes back inside.

Henry pours himself another mug of strong
coffee before he walks to his desk and makes himself comfortable
behind it. He stretches his long legs out in front of him and rests
his feet cross-legged on the desk. His eyes observe the town
through his office window, where he’s

been the Sheriff now for the past two
years.

A well-dressed figure riding into town on a
spectacular horse catches
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