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Chapter One: Dying Men Tell No Tales
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“Ah, is it not a wonderful day to go out riding, eh Javier?” the Vagabond Kid said.

“Si, Vagabond. Si. It is definitely a great morning.” Javier said.

It was just another beautiful, sunny morning as the Vagabond Kid and his faithful sidekick Javier Pelaez rode through the countryside. Such beautiful mornings were nothing new to the Vagabond Kid who often, did not have a care in the world. Despite this, the Vagabond Kid never tired of seeing a wonderful morning, with the sun just above them, and the breeze, still cool. It was this love of life and freedom that inspired Javier to follow the Vagabond Kid wherever he went. 

The two men's admiration of nature and the beautiful morning however, were cut by a noticeably disturbing sight.

“Vagabond Kid! Look! Do you see it?”

The Vagabond Kid nodded. “I definitely see it, Javier! A horse with no rider!”

The two men saw the horse running aimlessly and there was a saddle on top of it, but no rider. Vagabond and Javier rode closer to the clearly confused animal and came upon a grim sight. 

“Look, Vagabond! The saddle is empty, but bloody!” Javier said.

“I see it too, Javier! Whoever was riding this animal must have been shot down! Let's tether the antsy steed and look for its master. Someone might be bleeding out here.” Vagabond said.

Javier nodded grimly and soon the riderless animal was hitched conveniently on a log. Javier and the Vagabond Kid retraced the animal's tracks hoping to find its unlucky rider.

It didn't take long for them to find something, and someone.

“Look, Javier! A gun on the road. It might belong to whoever was shot.” Vagabond said.

“And look Vagabond! Just below this cliff!”

The Vagabond Kid peered down to where his faithful companion Javier was pointing at, and came upon a terrible sight. There was a man lying on the ground below. His body appeared twisted from the fall, and he seemed to be bleeding badly.

“I've got to get down there and help him!” the Vagabond Kid said.

“Vagabond, it is dangerous! It's a steep drop. You might fall.” Javier cautioned.

The Vagabond Kid shook his head and looked at Javier Pelaez. There was no fear in his eyes as he handed him his rope.

“Not if you hold on to the rope firmly.” he said.

With that, the Vagabond Kid cautiously climbed down the cliff face to the man below. Javier held the rope firmly and the Vagabond Kid managed to get down relatively quickly. 

The man tried to say something but the Vagabond Kid shook his head.

“Easy Mister. You've been shot.” the Vagabond Kid said.

The man shook his head, and with much urgency continued to speak. “You don't understand... you have to stop them...” the man said.

The Vagabond Kid looked at the man with compassionate but confused eyes. “Stop them? Mister, I don't understand. Who do I stop?”

The man shook his head and struggled to muster what little strength and energy he had left, to speak.

“A hangin'... there' goin' to be a... a hangin'... and I... I made a mistake... it's my fault... he's innocent... you can't let him hang...” he said.

“Your fault? Mister what do you mean?”

The Vagabond Kid's question would go unanswered as the dying man finally breathed his last. He left this life with Vagabond Kid confused as to what really happened here. What grisly scenario did he stumble upon?

The Vagabond Kid easily got back up the cliff to where Javier waited for him eagerly. Upon reaching the top of the cliff again, the Vagabond Kid relayed to Javier what the dying man had said. Javier was just as perplexed as the Vagabond Kid.

“An innocent man hanging? Whatever did he mean?” Javier said.

The Vagabond Kid shrugged his shoulders. “I can't say, really. He died before he could elaborate. But he did mention that an innocent man would hang. We cannot let such a travesty of justice come to pass!”

Javier shook his head. He knew that his friend was something of a free spirit and an idealist. The Vagabond Kid often believed in things most men would not. He was often an idealist and sometimes, could not see reality for what it was, but instead for what it should be. Javier Pelaez believed that this was one such moment where his friend's idealism was shining through a little too brightly.

“All well and good Vagabond, but how are we going to stop this hanging from taking place? We don't know where it will happen, and who is involved. All we have to go on are the vague, last words of a dead man!”

The Vagabond Kid shook his head. “Perhaps not! I managed to procure this from the dead man below.” 

The Vagabond Kid produced a revolver with the initials S and H, etched on the handle.

“S and H. Perhaps these are his initials. And the barrel feels hot. Like it had just been used recently. Perhaps our hapless victim down there did not go down without a fight. Perhaps he managed to shoot back at his killer.” the Vagabond Kid said.

Javier still looked unimpressed. “That's still not much to go on, my friend.” he said.

“Nevertheless, it's still something, Javier! We can't just ignore what we have seen today. An innocent man's life hangs in the balance.” 

The Vagabond Kid sounded quite determined to get to the bottom of all of this. Javier knew that when the Vagabond Kid set his mind on something like this, he would see it through to the end.
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Chapter Two: Something's Not Right
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Close to where the Vagabond Kid and Javier discovered the doomed man, another drama was unfolding. It was drama that was directly connected to what had just happened. 

A young man rode back to his clearly annoyed father. His father looked to be losing his patience while the young man looked clearly shook up.

“Pa! I got shot! You gotta call a doc!” the young man said.

“Quit your yapping! I can tell even from here that you weren't shot badly! The bullet just nicked you. You'll live. Unfortunately.”

“Unfortunately? What the hell, Pa? I just got shot!”

“The bullet grazed you, Don! You should have seen that if you had any backbone in you, instead of always playing that damn harmonica of yours!”

Ron Mullen Angus never really got along with his son, Don. For Ron Angus, his son was something of a troublemaker, and a loose cannon. Today he proved his father's assumptions very correct.

“So what happened? Did you get Hathaway?”

“I got him an' I thought he was dead, but it turned out he had a lot more fight left in him! The bastard ended up shooting me in the arm!”

Ron Angus frowned and shook his head. He often wondered why he was cursed to have such a troublemaker like Don Angus for a son. Ron didn't like him, and the feeling often seemed mutual.

“You kind of deserve it for starting all of this in the first place!”

“What are you saying, Pa? It was that rat Hathaway that deserved what he got! He didn't like how I was playin' my music!”

Ron Angus had heard this kind of familiar and skewed reasoning from his son, Don. He had long knew that something was not right with Don. Perhaps one of his screws were loose in his head, or perhaps it was the whiskey his mom had drank when she was carrying him to term. Whatever the case was, Ron had long known that his son was not all there. Despite this, he never thought of trying to understand or nurture him. Instead, Ron had always indulged in arguing with him and scolding him when he had the chance. Ron Angus regretted having a son like Don, and he would have continued to argue with him, if he didn't hear the sound of footsteps and hooves coming close.

“There's someone coming. Shut up and hide somewhere! Whoever it is might see that scratch on your arm and start getting suspicious.” Ron said.

The two men set aside their argument for the time being and focused their attention on the two visitors that approached them. Don Angus hid in a corner of their residence where the visitors would not see him. It was the Vagabond Kid and Javier Pelaez. They had with them the horse of the man who had perished.

“Good day, Mister! Do you recognize this horse?” the Vagabond Kid said.

“Yeah! That's one of mine! Where's the rider?” Ron Angus said.

“I'm sorry to say, but he got shot and killed a few miles from here. We spotted his horse riderless like this, and we found his body, close by. He was shot.” the Vagabond Kid said.

Ron Angus whistled and tried to feign surprise. His son Don, heard the Vagabond Kid, and his heart skipped a beat. He prepared for the worst. 

“Whoa. That's mighty terrible to hear. Guess you just don't know these days. Lots of danger everywhere. I'm Ron Angus and I'm mighty grateful for you two gents returning my horse like this.” 

“I'm the Vagabond Kid, and this is my companion, Javier Pelaez. It was pretty easy to return him, Mister Angus. He led us back here. He's a pretty well-trained steed.”

“Thanks. I try my best to take care of my animals. When you found the rider, was he dead?”

The Vagabond Kid shook his head. “He was barely alive when I found him.”

Angus seemed surprised and more than a little uneasy when the Vagabond Kid mentioned that the rider was still alive when he found him.

“Is... is that so? Well, did he say anything before he died? Like what happened to him? Or who did this?”

The Vagabond Kid shook his head. “No, Sir. He died before he could mention who killed him.”

From behind the corner of the wall where he hid, Don Angus heard what the Vagabond Kid said, and heaved a sigh of relief.

“I... see.” Ron said.

“Well, he did
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