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At that time the Indians of the famous Geronimo still roamed that part of the basin and staying in towns close to their hidden shelters was extremely dangerous due to the "raids" that the fearsome Redskins used to carry out from time to time.

Some desperate for life, a handful of brave people without fear of anything or anyone, and several nomads from the region, had instinctively gathered there, forming a near-town that managed to survive perhaps by a miracle or because the Indians, without giving them importance , they respected them.

But the unexpected discovery of the Tombstone mines changed the landscape there in a matter of months.

Tombstone is a story belonging to the Far West collection, a collection of novels developed in the American Wild West.
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CHAPTER I
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A DEAD OF HUNGER

Fairbank had been until a very short time ago a miserable town in the southeast of Arpona, with hardly any relief and with a very scarce neighborhood. At that time the Indians of the famous Geronimo still roamed that part of the basin and staying in towns close to their hidden shelters was extremely dangerous due to the "raids" that the fearsome Redskins used to carry out from time to time.

Some desperate for life, a handful of brave people without fear of anything or anyone, and several nomads from the region, had instinctively gathered there, forming a near-town that managed to survive perhaps by a miracle or because the Indians, without giving them importance , they respected them.

But the unexpected discovery of the Tombstone mines changed the landscape there in a matter of months. The influx of adventurers materially turning to the mining fields, populated that, although in an unstable way, subject to what the mines were capable of sustaining and, although the town that took the name of the mines was erected in weeks, acquiring too dense a population volume, under its protection and, due to the proximity of the deposits, Fairbank took on a sudden importance and what just before were a few ramshackle and unstable huts, began to become a series of buildings much more capable, more solid in presentation and in a number that was beginning to scare its primitive neighbors.

Like salmon, on their return to the fresh waters of the rivers they need a haven to acclimatize to fresh water, so many adventurers who flocked to the famous mines, stuck in Fairbank to orient themselves and some even preferred the populated because their activities were far from wells and excavations.  

Mining towns generally consisted of fifty percent rough and tough men who indulged in the backbreaking work of mining the land to support another fifty percent more clever beings than, with their ingenuity, skill, or, appealing in harsher and less scrupulous means, they knew how to live off the labor of the slaves of the land.

And part of this contingent had taken possession of Fairbank, because to report to Tombstone, if they needed it, it was enough to take a walk of a few miles.

For the traffickers of all kinds of goods to be supplied to the miners, Fairbank was safer and more comfortable than Tombstone itself. There they could install their warehouses and warehouses with more security, receive the merchandise that descended from Tucson in wagons and prepare them for the mining town and there some had their houses, without this depriving them of being in contact with the harsh town.

One of the first who managed to see clearly the beautiful future that Fairbank would offer him without having to suffer the onslaught of the mining hordes below, was Grant Phelps, who hastened to build a large bar with all its accessories to facilitate lounging and entertainment for the new inhabitants of the town, without them being able to miss in their establishment anything that others similar could offer them in Tombstone.

There, good and bad whiskey was dispatched, according to the economic state of the client; there was jin, gin, rum and other drinks; There were gambling tables there for those with a fortune to lose and for those with only a dollar to distract with playing cards, and even a few girls might be found there willing to serve rough customers with pleasure and make them more pleasant. hours of fun.

Many things were told about Phelps without absolute certainty. It was said that not long before he was a penniless adventurer who had become rich overnight, thus managing to install that luxurious gambling den and quite violent feats were told of him, since apparently his career in the West had been bumpy and quite agitated.

The absolute truth of her life was unknown, but a part of it had to be admitted. A man who dared to open an establishment of that kind in such a rough place, had to be very imposed in that environment and also be a man to whom the eye of a colt presented head-on at any moment would not make him tremble a little or a lot of.

Grant was a man in his late fifties. Despite his age and short stature, since his height was quite medium, he was strong as a bull. He was relatively thick, but fat-free, dark to the point of looking Mexican, and he had nothing to thank Mother Nature for, for his face was crude, pockmarked, with a piggy nose, bulging eyes, and puffy, rude lips.

Grant was known to be unappealing, but he tried to soften his ugliness by shaving daily, combing his thick black hair with shiny cosmetics, and dressing as elegantly as his figure allowed.

His establishment made no distinction between customers. The ostentatious and the raggedy had a place in it if they had enough money to cover the expense, but among this strange clientele those most prominent elements of whom it was known or suspected that their activities were extensive and of the most outstanding stood out and were treated amicably. dirtier, despite the fact that there were few things morally clean there.

This friendly preference for certain types spread the rumor that Grant was involved, albeit in the shadows, in all kinds of business outside his establishment, but this, like his record, only he and some of the others knew with certainty. his friends.

* * *
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Tyson Winslow, was a product of Eastern North America whom the hangover of life had thrown over the vicinity of the deposits, as the storm throws the plank of a fragile boat destroyed by the storm.

He had been born and raised in Boston, there he began his studies when he was the son of a haberdashery merchant and there he was plunged into misery, when his father, going bankrupt in the business, decided not to survive the mine and voluntarily suppressed of the census.

Tyson, somewhat disoriented and inexperienced in life, lost his composure and to defend himself accepted a position as a traveling jewelry traveler in the western regions.

He had no ability to convince anyone and his order notes were so poor that one day he received a terse letter from the house he represented. In view of his uselessness, he was separated from his position and had to use it as best he could to continue living, but not at the expense of the factory.

And the boy, twenty-two years old and with a poor life experience, found himself abandoned in the middle of Arizona, with hardly a few coins in his pocket and with a very wrong concept of what it was to settle there and work on things that I did not understand.

He rolled like a ball from town to town applying for jobs he wasn't worth. He had to work as a laborer in fields or haciendas, he wasted bending his waist on farms and crops, he went hungry and deprived, and never managed to dispose of a single dollar that was not absolutely essential for his poor maintenance.

Until one day he learned that Tombstone was the paradise of illusions who dream of making a fortune in a few hours. There the earth dumped tons of silver on the adventurers who only had to appear there to collect it and, without taking further information regarding the case, he decided to appear in the mining field ready to be one of the favorites of fortune.

But when, after a thousand toils, he managed to reach the country of Jauja, he suffered the disappointment of knowing something about what it means to be a miner. This required practice, a team to endure and work, provisions to sustain itself while a seam to be exploited was found, and many other things that it lacked and that surely it would never be able to provide itself.

And after a very brief and eventful visit to the bronco town, he decided to abandon it. He had heard of Fairbank, where silver was not mined, but there was a need for people to work, and he had moved there in the hope of finding a job of whatever kind. He lacked money and life there reached a level of fright.

"Tombstone Bar," as Grant had called his joint, caught his eye. There were waiters at the counter and in the kitchen serving meals for the adjoining canteen; it would take people to wash dishes and perform some other vulgar chores, and since the need was pressing, his interest was to talk to Phelps and beg him to provide him with any job, however rude, so that he could survive without being given over to despair or pillage.

Tyson had made a few visits to the joint during the day in order to approach its owner. The nightlife of the place frightened him and he also understood that these were not hours to distract the smart and emphatic owner. He had much more to attend to than to take care of a poor castaway of life as he was.

But the sunlight rhymed little with Grant's habits and business demands, and his visits had been fruitless. To talk to him, she needed to look for him from midnight onwards and Tyson, that night in early spring, was wandering through the dense and rough town killing time while waiting for the long-awaited hour to speak with Grant.

He felt terribly hungry, for he had not carried anything to his stomach for almost two days and he told himself desperately that, if the owner of the joint did not want to attend to him and offer him something to earn a living, starvation would make him faint on the dust of the road. .

In that exasperating wait, Tyson had walked the misaligned and winding streets of the town several times and it was approximately eleven o'clock when, attracted by a certain establishment, he stopped in front of him.

It was a figon where meals were served in abundance. The place, not very spacious, looked very crowded. The tables were huddled with customers, devouring the conduit eagerly as if they were as hungry as he was, and Tyson had stared at them with deep envy during their passes in front of the door.

He was drawn to and comforted by the smell of melted tallow emanating from the hidden kitchen. A rather foul odor that was partly neutralized by the softer and more appetizing bacon.

The figon, for a better appeal, had a window with a solid wire mesh in the absence of glass and behind that metallic prison and on the board, cans of preserves were piled up, some sausages, some sliced ​​hams that had acquired quite a purple color. suspicious and some pieces of bison that, losing their bleeding color, turned pale pink and as bait to a legion of well-nourished flies that swarmed over them.

Tyson, facing the window, gazed wide-eyed at those appealing delicacies and his stomach felt more aggressive and his tongue clicked dry at the impossible feast before him.

To console himself, he had provided himself with a thin branch that he pounded between his hard teeth. He could taste the bitter taste of the harsh substitute, but it seemed to give hunger comforting.

And unconsciously, he separated the branch from his mouth and inserted it through the gaps in the mesh until he reached one of the pieces of meat with the tip. She couldn't dream of luring it in and pulling it out into pieces through the small gaps, but she set about pricking the piece and after plunging the tip of the stick into it, pulling it out and taking it to her mouth to suck. It tasted like meat and this seemed to comfort him a little more.

And he gave himself up with such eagerness to that task that he lost the notion of reality, abstracting himself in such a way that he did not realize what was around him.

He was devoted to this strange task, when behind him and full of curiosity a very remarkable guy stopped that Tyson had not yet discovered in the town.

He was a tall and thin man, who must have already reached the age of fifty-eight.

In his youth he must have been an elegant and graceful man and also handsome, because despite the fact that the years had mistreated him a lot, he retained features that were accused of what he was in his good times.

Her face was pale and smooth, her eyes gray and melancholic, her nose perfect, and her lips thin and bloodless.

He had thick hair of long, silky gray hair that spilled out at the back to touch the collar of his frock coat, and a fine, well-groomed mustache made the expression on his face even more graceful.

He wore a wide gray frock coat with airy skirts, a white vest with colorful spots, and tube trousers that hid part of his well-polished boots. The shirt was white and closed with a soft collar and under it, a scarf in the shape of a butterfly.

His head was untouched, which gave him a more attractive air, and his hands were long, thin, with very agile and very white fingers.

They all knew him at Fairbank; his name was Cosimo La-more "if that was his real name" and he acted as a gambler at the most important table in Phelps's joint.

Cosimo stared at Tyson and instantly guessed the boy's tragedy. A tragedy that affected many, but that most solved less prosaically, not settling for sucking the tip of a branch inserted into a piece of meat.

And approaching him he asked softly:

“Excellent banquet, isn't it? You may need a bottle of baking soda to digest.

Tyson, embarrassed as a misguided schoolboy, turned and with broken words, muttered:

"Excuse me, I didn't realize it and ...

He wanted to escape, but Cosimo, grabbing him by the arm, stopped him. His pressure, although slight, gave the young man the feeling that it had been done with a pliers.

“Don't run away, boy. I am not the owner of those rubbish and I cannot complain about it.

Then, lovingly, without letting go, she asked:

“Very hungry, boy?

He was ashamed to confess it. A vigorous young man humbled himself by acknowledging that he was dying of necessity with no means to earn it.

"Oh no! He "stammered." It was a mechanical thing. I already ate ...

“How many days has it been since your last meal?

He did not feel the courage to continue lying and confessed:

"Two.

"Wow. For a young stomach like yours it is too much torment. I suppose that a couple of pieces of that meat that, although a bit old, would still be eaten, a piece of bacon, some cake and a glass of beer would leave you feeling like new, right?

Tyson pleaded:

“Don't tease me by tormenting me more. I am not lazy and I am looking for work, but until now I have not found it. I came wrong believing that being a miner was something simpler and easier, and now I am stuck here with no means to go anywhere. I am looking for something where I can win the most precise and I am able to accept the lowest in order to solve the problem.

“The lowest thing, boy, is to go out on the trail to assault a miner or rob one in the darkness of a street.

“I was not referring to that, but to work.

“Well, you might find it, but it will get you so exhausted that you won't be able to lift a feather from the ground. Pass in there with me.

"I can not; I told him I don't have a job and I don't have a penny either and ...

“I invite you, boy. I am not an altruist to feed all the hungry here in Fairbank and I would not either, even if I could, because most of them do not deserve the junk I leave at lunchtime, but you seem different to me. I will help you for tonight to solve your problem and who knows if tomorrow you will be worth it alone to solve it.

“Oh, I don't know how to thank you! I don't know anyone here to lend me a dollar, but when I work I will pay them back.

“You won't bother with that, boy. I do not do charity with revenue and I can afford to pay you a dinner and several. I earn a lot and I don't have to worry about what I put behind my back, because my back is free of weight. Come on, come on.

And he pulled him into the figon.

A table had just been vacated and Cosimo led the boy to it. Soon Tyson realized that his patron was an important figure in the town, because the sticky waiter who came to attend him welcomed him warmly and with respect.

"Good evening, Mr. Lamore" he greeted. As usual?

"If the same. In addition, you will serve this somewhat listless boy two good chunks of roast beef with potatoes, some fried bacon, but quite tall, a good slice of cake, and a baked apple. Also put him a mug of beer in case he has trouble swallowing all that.

The waiter smiled sympathetically. Apparently this was not an isolated case in the generous life of the gambler.

“Understood, Mr. Lamore. I will order that the meat is quite abundant.

“Yes, and start serving him something promptly, because if he doesn't say that his little appetite will go away.

He spoke jokingly, but with joy, without the intention of annoying or hurting the boy's feelings, and the boy, with glazed eyes that leaned out and struggled to burst out with tears of infinite gratitude, did not know how to thank Lamore for his providential help.
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CHAPTER II
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IN ARMS OF LUCK

While Cosimo ate very little and almost reluctantly, Tyson eagerly devoured the strong stuff that had been served to him. It had been a long time since she had had a glut of that nature, and her gratitude to the gambler rose sharply as her stomach filled to the brim.

Cosimo glanced at him, but didn't ask him any questions. He let him calm his hunger, but he smiled with satisfaction. For him, that moment would not have changed for the most successful one with some cards in hand.

When the apple dessert was served, Cosimo asked:

“From the East, friend?

"Yes sir; from Boston.

“I figured it out from the way he spoke. Nice population.

"Do you know her?

“I know many cities; sometimes I think that there are many more than what it would have been convenient for me to know, but you don't have to worry about me. What was it like to fall into this hell, boy?

Tyson gave him an account of his life and when he finished the story, the gambler commented:

“I realize, but I think this is not the most conducive environment for you. Hopefully, you will not go from washing dishes in a kitchen, unless you decide to follow the example of others.

“Not my idea, sir. I would like to work, save something and leave this. I would more like to work on a farm, although I already acted in one and they told me it was useless.

“Everything is a question of patience and will. Here, well, I don't know ... what is your idea?

“The same one that you pointed out. Ask for a modest dishwasher job or something similar.

"There are not many places to choose ... What is your name?

"Tyson Winslow. I know there are few, but I had thought to ask the owner of the Tombstone Bar for a job. The place is big, it has a lot of work and maybe ...

"Hmm! I do not know. I know Grant well and I will tell you that as a master he is rough as sand.

“But there is little to choose from. Do you say you know him?

“I work at his joint.

"What do you work with him? I believed...

He fell silent. Cosimo, smiling, indicated:

"What did you think?

"Oh nothing! I thought you would live independently. I can't imagine him working in that joint.

"Why not?

"Well, because ... his type, his air, his way of behaving are those of a gentleman and there these ...

“Gentlemen strike, okay, but I stopped being one a long time ago and I am in my environment; young guy. A gambler can never be better than in such a place.

"I take responsability. I'm sorry I said anything that ...

“You have not offended me. Each one accepts what fate imposes on him. Years ago, many years ago, I would have laughed if someone had predicted that I would come to the "Tombstone Bar" and yet you see ...

"Yes
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