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	Astride his magnificent palomino, Iron Eyes escorts Squirrel Sally’s battle-scarred stagecoach through the streets of Lobo. The infamous bounty hunter is weary and the remote settlement seems a peaceful place to rest. But Iron Eyes is mistaken. As he steers his mount down Main Street, he notices a horse tethered alongside other dust-caked animals. His instinct flares as he realizes the distinctive black roan with the white-tipped tail belongs to Buffalo Jim McCoy—a fearsome outlaw worth $5000, dead or alive.
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	Dedicated to the memory of my little brave friend

	Dylan Morgan-Ward.
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Prologue

	 

	THE FIERY SUN was sinking inevitably into the quicksand of night. The sky was on fire. Scarlet tapers of defiant rays scarred the heavens as slowly stars began to appear like diamonds across the vast expanse of sky. Like everything else in the untamed territory nothing died easy in these parts not even the last throws of day. It was as though the gods were battling with one another. The gods of day against the deities of night were forging their daily rituals. A devilish hue lit up the vast landscape which surrounded the small town. Every tree and cactus shimmered with the glowing crimson light cast down from the blood colored sky.

	Yet this transition from day into night would prove to be different to all those which had gone before. The war which nature was displaying with all of its usual grandeur would prove to be something more than just a vibrant sunset this time. 

	It would prove to be a warning to look at what was heading toward the remote settlement at breakneck pace. For the true danger was not above the wooden shingled roof tops but on the dusty ground.

	For the majority of townsfolk it was just the end of another day like so many others but to those who could read the signs, this was an omen. An omen of impending peril which was about to occur in the midst of the remote settlement called simply Lobo. Within hours nothing would ever be the same again. The color of the sky would soon be spread across the dusty streets of Lobo in the form of blood. 

	No one knew it as the sun started to disappear beyond the depths of the distant rocks but death was coming. The blood of men both good and bad would soon be spilled.

	The last rays of the forest fire defiantly glowed above the small town as though the Devil himself were about to make an appearance. 

	In a strange way that was exactly what was about to happen. For there were many creatures said to have been created in the bowels of Hell. Some cast in human form. These were not pointed tailed crimson monsters but actual men who seemed to walk and talk as all men do.

	Yet there was something very different about those who seemed to have been manufactured by the demonic hands of Satan himself. They stood apart and oozed danger from every pore of their rancid bodies.

	Some men are branded as being less than human from their earliest memory and grow into the monsters they are portrayed to be. They learn to accept the prejudice that their strange appearances bestow.

	Yet all are all dangerous. 

	The infamous Iron Eyes had been called many things since his skeletal being had first emerged from the depths of the forests a dozen years earlier. Nothing about him seemed to fit into the realms of civilization.

	There was no place for a misfit even in a land filled with misfits. 

	He looked unlike any other man in what was known as the Wild West. He was an outcast carved from the wood of an unknown tree. His long black hair draped his shoulders like a cape. The matted strands hid the brutal scars which had mutilated his features until they no longer even appeared to belong to a living man.

	Every battle was carved into his face. 

	Some said he was an Indian and yet no tribe claimed him as one of their own. They hated him for some strange reason which none of them could articulate. To them he was an evil spirit which had to be destroyed.

	Iron Eyes fared no better in the minds and souls of the white men he encountered. They also feared the strange looking bounty hunter.

	Some believed he was the unholy offspring of a hideous liaison between a feral woman and the Devil. A cruel mistake that was doomed to wander the wastes of the vast West until somehow he managed to return to the cesspit from which he had been spawned.

	Many seemed convinced Iron Eyes was not even alive for no matter how many horrendous injuries his tall thin body sustained he never died from any of his injuries. 

	Was he as so many men of all colors believed, nothing more than a ghost? Was Iron Eyes already dead and that was the reason why no one had as yet been able to stop his relentless progress?

	A thousand stories had been told of the creature known simply as Iron Eyes. Some of the most brutal were true. Even those who had never even set eyes upon his emaciated form had heard of him. His name and description had spread like a cancer throughout the land he roamed.

	Since he had turned his lethal skill with his pair of Navy Colt handguns to hunting wanted men for the bounty on their heads, Iron Eyes had become feared more than any other bounty hunter.

	For once he had your wanted poster buried deep in his trail coat pocket, it was said that you were as good as dead. For Iron Eyes never quit his hunting and would keep trailing his chosen prey to the ends of the earth until he had you in his sights.

	Then he would kill you mercilessly. For wanted dead or alive meant only one thing to Iron Eyes.

	It meant dead.

	For years he had hunted like a rabid wolf. Shunned and alone he did what few other men would even dare to do. He would risk everything and hunt down notorious outlaws with bounty money on their heads.

	Years of hunting outlaws had only reinforced his own belief that he was different to all other two legged creatures. He had begun to believe the stories which haunted him that he was to live and die alone.

	Iron Eyes was the only one of his breed.

	Unlike Adam there had never been an Eve.

	Then a few months earlier he had stumbled across a massacre of innocents. The young daughter of the slaughtered family had survived and decided to travel with the thin wounded Iron Eyes. Sally Cooke was more than a match for the thin bounty hunter and seemed to be blind to his scarred appearance and deaf to the stories others branded him with. 

	Unlike most grown men in the untamed West Iron Eyes had no knowledge of females and did not understand them. For the most part the feminine gender had steered clear of the monstrous looking bounty hunter but not Squirrel Sally. 

	She alone saw beyond the scars. She alone saw deep inside the strange, unique being and not only liked what she had discovered but wanted it.

	Sally was the only person that Iron Eyes was actually afraid of because she did not turn her eyes away from his monstrous features. As young as she was the feisty youngster had the notorious bounty hunter roped. No matter how hard he tried to escape her advances Squirrel Sally could not be shaken off.

	She refused to accept rejection or defeat. Iron Eyes belonged to her whether he liked it or not or whether he even knew it or not. 

	The ground in and around Lobo began to shudder in answer to the pounding of the advancing horse’s hoofs.

	The last of the towns street lanterns had been lit as the sky darkened to reveal a thousand stars. A glowing line of amber light stretched out through the streets of the remote settlement like a chain of fireflies. The almost orange hue of burning coal tar danced off the array of wooden structures and the shoulders of the town’s inhabitants. The coming of nightfall meant little to most of the people who lived within the confines of such towns. Most did not even seem to notice the transition from day to night.

	Then the sound of a cracking bullwhip resounded around the small town of Lobo as Sally steered the six horse team of her stagecoach into the wide main street. Riding beside the coach upon his palomino stallion Iron Eyes sat hunched over his ornate saddle horn tapping his spurs with each beat of his heart. 

	His bullet colored eyes flashed behind the long limp strands of his unkempt mane of black hair. He saw everything that moved as he led the long vehicle deep into the very soul of Lobo.

	The faces of the townsfolk looked at the haunting rider and the battle weary stagecoach as it thundered passed them and headed deep into the heart of the town.

	Lobo was smaller than most towns but it had everything a visitor might need. Places to eat, drink and sleep. It also had a well illuminated sheriff’s office set midway along the main street.

	As his bullet colored eyes darted from behind the veil of long limp strands of black hair Iron Eyes studied each and every face they focused upon. If any of the faces he briefly glanced at were wanted the notorious bounty hunter west of the Pecos would have instantly known it. Yet to his surprise none of them were recognizable.

	‘Relax, Iron Eyes,’ Sally shouted down from the driver’s board of the stagecoach. 

	‘It don’t pay to relax, Squirrel,’ Iron Eyes spat as he dragged a cigar from his battered coat pocket and rammed it between his razor sharp teeth. ‘Men die easy when they’re relaxed.’

	‘You fret too much,’ the female joked.

	‘Yep. I always do when I’m clean out of whiskey, gal.’

	She watched as the rider ignited a match with his thumbnail and cupped its flame in his hands. Smoke trailed over his wide lean shoulders.

	‘I thought you was out of cigars.’ Sally leaned down and snatched the cigar from his mouth and rammed it between her dry lips.

	Iron Eyes glanced up at the youngster and then exhaled a line of smoke. ‘I am now, Squirrel.’

	The sound of the stagecoaches team’s chains echoed off the weathered structures they were passing. A chain gang of a hundred shackled prisoners could not have equaled the haunting noise.

	Iron Eyes drew rein and slowed his tall stallion as he neared a saloon with its light cascading out into the street ahead of them. He looked back as Squirrel Sally pushed her bare foot down on the brake pole and pulled her hefty
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