
Those Lucky Fellas: Part 1

By A. A. Khan

Reality is nothing but an illusion springing from one’s perception of this world.
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Lone Star

The senile rowing boat crawled over the calm sea and crept onto the shore of a thin beach. Its weary frame grounded itself upon the narrow strip of dull sand.

Stained with blood, an aging figure rose from within and hopped into the water, tugging on a rope. He toppled onto his weak knees, dropping his empty double-barreled shotgun by his side and glared at his filthy, bruised hands.

It was silent before the determined stranger stood and strolled through the sand, heading toward a pebbled path, marking heavy footprints across the terrain.

The rain began to clout the dirt around him and seep through his bloodied clothes as he journeyed into the nearby soundless woods.

Thirty years had rolled by.
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Brave New World

“You can’t be serious, Boss,” said Benny worriedly, as he brushed his dark gray hair through his fingers.

“’Bout what?” Al replied, watching the setting sun paint an orange canvas across the icy sky.

“We ain’t comin’ out of retirement for... that kind of work, Mister King. The Lost Dogs... we left that life behind,” Benny put forth, ogling the old figure who was almost two decades older than him.

“Look, Benny, we ain’t got much of a choice. Do you really think I wanna do this, son?” uttered Al and his voice echoed through the valley. “It ain’t my fault those bastards can’t behave like civilized men! Money has taken over their tiny minds. If they’re too blind to see their own greed, then we gotta show it to ‘em, make ‘em realize they shouldn’t have crossed us!”

He adjusted his leather eyepatch and pointed at Benny, spitting his words. “Wait out here for the rest, Mister Falcon, then you can be on your way. I’m countin’ on you five. A few threats should do the trick.”

“Understood, Al,” Benny groaned, tightly closing his eyes.

Slowly, the old man pivoted and hiked through the dusty path leading toward the cream-colored manor. Not a single word was spilled as he journeyed to their cozy home.

As the setting February sun crept farther behind a row of tall pine trees, Benny stood patiently at the edge of a small cliff, glaring at his silver pocket watch before adjusting his dark red tie. “Goddammit,” he whispered to himself.

He revealed a vanilla cigar and gripped it tightly between his teeth, torching it with his engraved flip lighter. The strong flavor filled his mouth before he blew out the heavy smoke into the cold air.

The wind had been biting the shaved sides and back of his head, but his friendly mutton chops kept his face relatively warm. He held the burning cigar in his mouth and tenderly wiped his circular, silver-rimmed glasses onto his black suit, clearing any dirt and smudges.

When the sun set farther, the lustrous light had shined onto his light brown eyes, causing them to glow and the terrain around him turned dark blue, burying the island into darkness.

“Nineteen-fifty-one and we still ain’t retired,” mumbled Benny, standing beside his ‘51 Hudson Hornet and gazing upon its elegant black paint.

Cautiously, he removed the almost-finished cigar from his mouth, bent down and crushed it against the frosty ground before standing erect again and blowing out the heavy smoke.

Soon, after resting his mind on the calm sea, a slow stampede of footsteps emerged from behind him, approaching from the manor.

Benny turned and said, “Gentlemen, it’s time. I hope you’re all ready.”

The group was made up of four men, somewhat in the forties, and they marched toward Benny, bobbing their heads in his direction, carrying heavy firearms and cradling them in their arms. Just like Benny, they donned black suits and red ties and were well-groomed, too.

“Evenin’, Boss,” said Houston Alfrey grumpily, before sitting snuggly into the front bench seat.

“Boss, you sure this is a good plan?” asked Desmond Kane charily, opening the black heavy door.

“We gotta do this job either way,” Carson Montgomery interrupted forcibly, who was the tallest from the rest.

“Don’t mind them, Boss,” Reese August, the shortest, added.

Benny closed his eyes and sighed, “Just get in the car, fellas.”

With that, the men carefully rested in the Hudson Hornet and Benny perched behind the wheel, rubbing his hands together.

“What’s with the sulkin’?” Houston asked.

“You’re one to talk,” said Benny, chortling before looking over to him.

“We’re crazy to be doing this at night,” Desmond mentioned, swaying his head.

“You worry too much, you know that?” Benny responded, glaring over his shoulder.

The engine was alive once Benny turned the silver key, and the car rolled over the dirty road, heading out of the towering, black iron gates at the end of the yard.

“You know where we’re goin’, right?” Carson inquired.

“Of course,” Benny replied. “Well, let’s hope I remember,” he added before tightly grabbing the leather steering wheel.

“Now that I think about it, we never really worked at sundown,” Reese voiced.

“We shouldn’t really be workin’ at all!” supposed Benny, raising his right hand. “Al still wants us paintin’ houses. You can never please that man, can ya?”

By now, the sun had faded completely, and darkness had blanketed the sky and the roads. The tires rolled heavily, running from the dusty path onto the cold, frozen asphalt. Benny projected his eyes into the rearview mirror and back onto the gloomy road ahead.

“Listen to me, gentlemen. We’re doin’ this job fast. Don’t need no attention, ‘specially from those Peacekeeper bastards.”

When saying those final words, Benny’s eyebrows became tense, displaying anger.

“You know, I always thought that by now someone would’ve rid them from Knox,” explained Carson.

Everyone was quiet until Reese theorized. “Thing is, we’ll have more shit to deal with if they get involved in our work and I thought we’re not doin’ work like this no more.”

“Well, if you want somethin’ done right, you do it yourself,” Houston suggested. “That’s why we’re goin’ out tonight.”

“We haven’t done this kind of work in a while,” Desmond added.

“Enough! We all know what to do!” yelled Benny, raising his right hand up then back down, clenching the wheel again. “Anyway, the Peacekeepers don’t come to the west of Knox very often. We should be safe.”

As the night began to awaken, the road ahead became darker, with only the car’s headlights giving way through the mucky, damp roads. Despite the moon creating rays of light, the clouds spread across the sky, shielding out most of the moonlight.

Benny eased off the gas pedal, and took a left through some more charming country roads, scattered with rolling hills and taller pine trees, along with the dry scent of mud.

“I trust you fellas to do a good job tonight. You won’t let me down, will ya?” Benny put forth, observing the men through the mirror.

They all looked at him blankly.

“I’m kiddin’. We’re a little rusty, but I know we still got it. We’ve been workin’ together for many years and we ain’t dead yet, so let’s keep it that way,” he declared.

They all chuckled.

“What’s so funny? I am serious,” he said, smirking, and drove cautiously up a steep hill. “It just don’t feel right, though. We shouldn’t be doin’ this. It don’t... feel like it used to.”

Benny drove with his right hand lounging on the wheel, and his left hand adjusted his spectacles.

Overhead, the clouds began to open, like a rock causing a pond to ripple, allowing the moonlight to gleam onto the road.

“We’re almost there, gentlemen,” he advised the rest.

A few trucks would pass by, carrying goods and, with that, some pickup trucks, too, usually transporting fruit, vegetables and hay for the farms and local stores. A giant lake was in view to the right side of their car, lit by lanterns spreading across its dock. In the center of the lake sat a white boat with two men throwing a fishing net overboard.

Desmond stared in bewilderment and said, “They ain’t fishing right.”

“The hell you know about fishin’?” replied Carson.

Houston smiled, turned his head and asked, “Tell us, Carson, you ever caught a fish in your life?”

“Yes, I have,” he smirked and bobbed his head at him. “It ain’t difficult, man.”

"Nobody can fish as good as me,” Reese included.

Benny chuckled. “You know, sometimes I wonder where Mister King found you fools. Seems unfortunate,” he said, joyfully, and released a sigh.

After driving for almost twenty minutes, they approached a little grungy wooden cabin resting upon a hillside near a deep cave.

“We made it,” announced Benny.
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Looking For a Four-Leaf Clover

Arriving at the cabin, Benny parked his black Hudson Hornet alongside a wooden barrel that was slightly damaged and stained by the rain. A few rusty, dull tools remained beside an empty barrel, and some tools scattered the floor, and the cramped cabin itself had seen better days; its roof needed the stone tiles replacing, its wooden walls were cracked and the makeshift rope handle to the front door seemed to be smothered in grease. A forty-eight-star American flag situated on its roof, waving gently in the chilly wind.

Leaving the car discreetly, they stood on the path outside of the hideous cabin; rifles and submachine guns in hand, and Benny had something similar. He excluded himself by walking to the trunk of the car, lifting the heavy metal and revealing a firearm from underneath a long blanket. It was a pristine Browning Automatic Rifle.

The firearms shimmered under the moonlit night sky.

“You still using that?” Carson asked politely.

“Why wouldn’t I? It still works, like it’s brand new. Packs a strong punch and it ain’t too heavy,” he acknowledged, pointing at his prized possession and walking toward the gloomy cabin.

Benny looked over his shoulder, then back at the door. “Let’s do this,” he whispered.

Forcefully, with his left hand, he snapped the cabin’s door open with the gun gripped in his right hand and its stock sunk into his shoulder.

There were dirty miners, maybe two or three, sitting at a decrepit table in the center of the main room, which had a thick, sweaty odor. As the gang entered the cabin, the miners jerked up in dismay.

“Hello, gentlemen,” Benny began. “How are we doin’ this fine evenin’?”

One miner, covered in dirt, stared at Benny and began hurling Spanish words, all while the rest of Benny’s crew lowered their guns when entering the cabin. Although Benny was miffed, he lowered his gun, too.

“Goddammit,” he hushed to himself, with his left thumb and index finger rubbing his eyes, as if he was trying to dismiss a headache.

Turning around to his own men, Benny gawked, then turned around again, this time facing the miners.

“All right, well,” Carson began, “someone’s gotta make ‘em talk.”

Carson and Houston walked to the other side of the mucky cabin, now standing behind the poor workers, who were studying the strangers that had just barged through their door, looking anxious.

“They don’t look so dangerous to me, Boss,” said Desmond, standing beside Benny.

“You sure we’re in the right place?” said Houston, surprised.

Reese began creeping gently across the room, analyzing the bland furniture. “Don’t be seein’ much here. They’re not even a threat to us,” he interpreted.

Suddenly, another rusty door in the corner of the cabin burst open, revealing a dark-skinned man wielding a pistol, aiming it directly at Benny, then turning it toward the other men.

Swiftly, Benny and the gang raised their weapons at the only threat in the room before he yelled, “Hey! You don’t want to be doin’ that, amigo!”

He supposed that someone would be shot, but who?

The Spanish-speaking man jumped up, holding his dirty hands out toward both sides of the main room, and began yelling.

Calmly, everyone had lowered their weapons, still glaring at the miner with the pistol.

Pointing, Benny asked the strange man his name. “You. Name.”

“Me?” he asked politely. “Diego,” he answered.

“Good! Pleasure to meet you, Diego,” said Benny sulkily. “Speak English?” he asked, causing Diego to nod his head in disagreement. Turning to the other miners, he asked again, but yelled, “Anyone in this damn room speak English?”

The man who barged in earlier raised his hand. “I do. My name is Donato.”

“Welcome aboard,” Benny countered.

As they all sat stiff around the dry benches, they placed their firearms slowly against the unpolished table. Diego and the other miners had sat down, too.

Resting upon an iron shelf was an old radio. What was it playing?

It was too quiet to make out.

A paltry lantern was hung against the door, with its flame slowly dying. To illuminate the rest of the cabin, there were smaller white candles placed on the tables and drawers near the beds. Three miniature candles were placed on the main table; one on each end and one in the center, creating an orange, warm atmosphere.

The door behind them creaked, allowing Donato to walk through, carrying a few iron mugs and two glass jars of moonshine. He planted them onto the table, in front of his guests, so to speak.

Benny dragged the mug to place it in front of himself and lifted the glass jar to pour in the moonshine; about a quarter of a cup to capture a little taste. Desmond grabbed the jar and poured it into another mug, too, before handing it over to Houston, who did the same. Meanwhile, Carson and Reese were taking turns flooding their mugs.

Gently, Benny raised his iron mug to his nose and took a sniff. He took a sip. It had a thin texture that dissolved in his mouth, but the liquid stung his tongue.

“Jeez, what is that?” he shrieked.

“Spanish recipe, amigo,” Diego said, smiling at Benny.

“You Spanish folk are crazy. If you were as strong as your moonshine, we wouldn’t have to be here.”

They all laughed.

Reese took a sip. “It’s all right.”

Then Desmond had a taste. “Oh, lord, this ain’t good stuff.”

Carson placed his mug down after taking in the scent. “I ain’t trying that. Not to be rude, amigos, but maybe another time.”

Finally, Houston’s turn was next. He took a few tiny drops to his tongue and moved it around his mouth, then began coughing. After a brief moment, he coughed and said, “It ain’t half bad.”

Donato’s open-mouthed smile turned into a laugh. “Americanos, this is alcohol!” he expressed.

For a brief moment, a strong silence filled the room.

“Anyway, sorry about the intrusion earlier. I thought you people were the ones we was after,” Benny began, placing his mug onto the tabletop. “But back to it. You called Mister King a couple hours ago? You boys wanted our help?”

“You’re The Lost Dogs, right?” Donato asked, straightening his back.

“Who’d you think we were?” replied Benny, staring at his face. “Looks like you ran into some trouble earlier. Tell us what happened.”

“Mister King said you’d come.”

“And here we are... to help, obviously,” said Benny sulkily. “Now, start talkin’. We ain’t got all night.”

Donato expressed, “There’s this rich family. The Comstock family, only a few miles away from this cabin. They heard a rumor that we were making moonshine.”

“Go on,” Benny suggested, raising his chin.

“When they arrived a couple days ago, they asked us to make them a few jars of moonshine, but we refused, as the price was far too low,” Donato continued, seeming upset.

“Then what?” asked Houston.

“Comstock sent men to threaten us, knowing full well that we mined for gold in this region. When they realized the gold was for The Lost Dogs, they took it and told us to keep our mouths shut.”

“You shittin’ us?” Carson questioned.

“All true,” Donato stated; his eyes became watery. “We had no other choice but to hand it over.”

After the room had quietened down a little, Reese began speaking. “So much for keepin’ quiet. Where do these bastards live?”

There was no response from the miners.

“Please, amigos,” Desmond said, leaning forward to reassure the poor men.

Donato coughed and sat up. “Follow the road back where you came and take a left. Go straight until you come across Honeyspoon Farms. Keep following the main road up the hills and you will arrive at the Comstock farmhouse.”

Immediately, Benny stood up, followed by the rest of his men, and headed toward the front door, guns in hand.

Desperately, Donato stood up and chased them, yelling, “Please, whatever you do, never say we sent you!”

Benny turned around, “Oh, you don’t worry about nothin’. They’ll never threaten you again when we’re done.”

Their feet scurried through the dirt path that led into the cabin and back to the Hudson Hornet. Benny opened the trunk once more and grabbed a few blankets, the same blankets he used to hide his rifle, handing them over to the miners.

“Here, take these. Looks like you’ll need ‘em. Keep yourselves dry and warm. It’s a little chilly in that cabin of yours.” Then he walked over to the driver’s seat, with his men already in the car.

With Diego outside, too, he spoke in Spanish with happiness in his words.

“What the man say?” asked Benny.

“Thank you, gentlemen. You're all good men,” Donato expressed, standing outside in the cold in his overalls.

“Oh, I don’t know about that last part,” Benny alleged, thinking little about his words. “Donato,” he said.

“Yes, sir?” the poor man responded.

“Your English is pretty good! Where’d ya learn it?” he added, smiling from one side of his mouth.

Donato gazed at Benny’s face. “I was born here, sir,” he said.

“Right,” Benny replied, before dispersing.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Three
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To Each His Own

They were on the road for a few minutes now, following the instructions from the poor miners.

How many members were in the Comstock family? Could be anyone’s guess.

But what they all knew was that the Comstocks were now marked by The Lost Dogs gang.

As instructed, Benny drove past Honeyspoon Farms, hitting forty-five miles-per-hour, then sped up the hill, just like Donato said, ensuring not to receive any attention from a third party, especially the Peacekeepers.

The Hudson Hornet was built for the harsh roads; softer suspension and tires built for dirt tracks allowed the car to dance along the road at high speeds, which was essential in Valport, where most of the mountain roads were dirty and uneven. Bright, glowing stars filled most of the night sky, along with the moon stalking the people of Knox.

More minutes had passed and eventually, the Comstock farmhouse was in sight; sitting toward the end of a large wheat farm. It had two floors, with the top holding a stunning balcony, which was wonderful for summer nights. There were light posts sitting along the white fences that surrounded the great wheat fields.

The path to the house was long with tall, drab oak trees that were equally spaced between both sides of the path, creating a beautiful shelter overhead with its leaves and branches. At the end of the path were two brick wall pillars, both supporting lights to illuminate the driveway into the Comstock family home.

Benny parked his car halfway through the path and switched off the engine, listening to the sound of crickets chirping.

“Let’s go,” he said, while removing the silver key from the ignition and opening his door, enduring the scent of manure.

He, like before, walked to the trunk, lifted it up and warily removed his precious rifle; carrying it like a briefcase. He closed the trunk and followed the lengthy path to the farmhouse. Houston and Desmond were standing to his left, Carson and Reese to his right. Although they were marching at the same speed, Benny was somewhat a few inches in front.

Approaching the house, he yelled, “Comstocks! We got some business we need to take care of!”

The tall, brown gate opened, as if they were expecting guests. But how could they have known?

“We knew someone would turn up some day, but what the hell is The Lost Dogs doin’ on our farm?” questioned one of the guards from inside the yard.

The men allowed Benny to speak for them—he was in charge, after all. “So, you do know us? Which of you Comstock scum runs this place?” he spat at him.

“That sure in hell ain’t any of your business. Get the fuck off our farm, you good-for-nothin’ bastards!” wailed the other guard, standing by the side with his hand resting on a six-shooter revolver.

Benny noticed that his revolver was not all filled with rounds. Maybe two or three bullets, he noticed.

In the center of the yard was a large stone water fountain, but it was not in use. Flowers were growing on the sides of the house, as well as the sides of the gates and fences from which they entered. There were wheelbarrows carrying goods, a green horse wagon—but no horses—and a few cars, mainly pickups and sedans.

“That gold you stole, it don’t belong to lowlifes such as yourselves,” Benny explained. “Those miners work for us.”

“We ain’t askin’ for you to—”

“Now, now, son. Let’s see what this man has to say to us.”

Swiftly, a round man, probably in his fifties or sixties, interrupted one of the guards and addressed Benny. He wore light brown pants, which were rolled up from the ankles, with a light blue and white checkered shirt, clean shaven and his white hair was cut very short.

“I am Comstock. Vincent Comstock. This is my son,” he pointed to the young man he interrupted earlier, “Romero Comstock,” he said, smirking from ear to ear.

“Well, thanks for the warm welcome, Mister Romero, Mister Vincent,” Benny said, nodding his head at the two and returning a grin. “Charmin’ man, ain’t he?”

The gang sniggered.

“So, you said the gold belongs to you? You must be The Lost Dogs then, ain’t that right?” Vincent asked.

“I see you’re good with names, but stupid to know what the names mean,” Benny acknowledged.

“What do you want? The gold? The moonshine?” Vincent asked, gazing at Benny and his men.

“Both, if you’d be so kind,” Benny answered with a smile. “I ain’t ever heard of anything about you Comstock folk. My guess is you came to steal what you could never build.” Benny paused and glared around. “And what have you built? Nothin’, by the looks of it.”

Vincent’s eyes jabbed toward Benny’s face, cringing in response.

“This place ain’t civilized. You steal the sweat of a man and pretend like it belongs to you,” expressed Benny.

Surprised, Vincent glanced at the intruders. “You people aren’t any different,” he began, raising his voice and lifting his chin. “Are you willing to die for this gold?”

“We’re all gonna die, Mister Comstock,” objected Benny, leaning in farther.

Benny raised his rifle, aiming the barrel first at Vincent, firing a round into his neck, then at Romero’s chest, killing them both instantly. The Lost Dogs had opened fire on Comstock’s men; prioritizing their aim at the guards that were closest to them.

Bullets flew like flies, tearing through the flesh of the thieves. Those who decided to fire back were shot before having the chance to aim. And those who were determined to run were shot, too.

“On the balcony!” shouted Houston, firing his Thompson.

Desmond supported him and shot at the upper floor.

More men appeared from the front door of the farmhouse and were shot by the gang. Blood poured down the front white wooden steps and onto the cobbled patio.

Before marching into the home, they reloaded. They hurried through the front door, pointing their barrels in front for any surprises.

“Come on out, now. If you value your miserable lives,” announced Houston.

An older woman, about the same age as Vincent, had slipped onto the stairs, then tried running up them.

“Hey!” screamed Reese, chasing after her.

A man had leaped out from one of the side rooms, the dining room perhaps, and into the wide hallway. The man was armed, but Carson quickly eliminated him before he could reach for his holstered pistol. Carson and Houston had now chased after Reese, who was pursuing the old crying lady.

“You’re with me, Desmond,” mentioned Benny, opening a door to his left.

Hiding behind some wooden furniture, a younger man had fired a shotgun round at Benny, missing him. Benny swiftly moved his head behind the door frame before he could take another shot.

“Boss, you holdin’ up okay?” Desmond asked, troubled, as the empty shells smacked the wooden floor.

“Yeah, sure,” replied Benny, taking cover behind a pillar. “Don’t worry ‘bout me!”

Reese, Houston and Carson were fighting more of the Comstock family on the top floor, but they had lost the lady.

“Show yourselves, cowards!” a man shouted over the gunfire.

“Ready?” asked Houston.

The three men had barged into the room and opened fire, killing whoever was present in there.

Desmond, too, had removed the man with the shotgun.

“You still got it in ya, son!” shouted Benny.

A light brown and blue paint scheme was common across most of the rooms’ walls, along with white ceilings. Splashy paintings were placed on the walls, although they were not originals, and the carpets were white—now covered in blood and filth. Bullet holes scattered across the main floor’s walls and doors, and were spreading out on the stairs.

When Benny and Desmond had joined up with the rest, the house had fallen into a sudden silence. But then they heard weeping from the master bedroom.

“You hear that, Boss?” mentioned Houston, staring at the door.

“Yeah, let’s go,” acclaimed Benny.

Carefully, they approached the white door to the master bedroom.

“These people really like the color blue,” said Carson, giving a little chuckle.

They all stood behind Benny, who ran and kicked the heavy door with his foot, causing it to topple over and bang onto the floor.

All of a sudden, a man with a pistol aimed at Benny, but he was already determined to take him down, and so he did. Benny fired at his stomach. He did not die. Not yet, anyway.

A woman, the same old lady from not too long ago, had screamed. She was in tears. More like mourning.

“Well, what do you know? The old witch outran all of us!” Desmond said, laughing with the rest.

Benny grabbed the lady by the
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