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Bryn Halsey, sheriff of
Creedence, Texas, upheld the law with a firm hand. But when a
brutal murder took place, he found himself faced with a real
conundrum. Even as he tried to figure out who had murdered the
newly-arrived Pinkerton operative, a second man was killed in the
same brutal way … and still Halsey had no clues to go
on.

Then things got a sight more
complicated, when Halsey himself almost became the victim of an
ambush.

Someone wanted him dead, and
he had a fair idea who.

That’s when he started
hitting back.

It was only when a second
Pinkerton agent arrived that Halsey found himself with an ally.
Together, they tracked down and cornered the unknown killer in a
vicious storm. But who would still be on their feet when the
gunsmoke cleared?

Hell, that was anyone’s
guess.
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RAFE LOGAN, SHERIFF of Creedence, had seen
something in the young Bryn Halsey that urged him to take him on as
his deputy. It was a decision he never once regretted. Halsey took
to being a lawman with ease. Under Logan’s tutelage he progressed
quickly, understanding the intricacies of law as well as the more
physical side. A quiet man, he possessed authority and stood no
nonsense from anyone who took against the badge he wore. He was
well known in town, his family having lived close by for years.

The Halseys were respected people. Honest
and dependable. Vern Halsey was of Welsh stock, his wife Theresa a
native Texican. Bryn, their only child, had grown up with Creedence
his place. As soon as he had the size he took on working for the
town’s livery stable. He got along with animals. Had an affinity
with them. Helped Moss Randle by taming down wild stock and made a
name for himself in town. At twenty-three he lost both his parents
to cholera and for a time he went off the rails, bitterness growing
and he might have lost himself completely if it hadn’t been for
Rafe Logan who stepped in and worked a miracle by bringing Halsey
out of his dark moods and instilling in him the will to rebuild his
life.

Over the next few years Halsey established
himself as a hard-working member of the community. He gained the
respect of Creedence’s people. Over those years he shared Sheriff
Logan’s house and the two became solid friends. Though it was not a
deliberate act by Logan, the town lawman made no attempt to
dissuade Halsey when he began to show more than a passing interest
in the law. When Creedence’s town council suggested Logan take on a
part time deputy, Halsey stepped up and put himself forward as an
applicant. No one was more surprised when he was offered the post
and was given a badge to wear.

Bryn Halsey established himself as a more
than competent lawman. He studied all there was to know under
Logan. He learned fast and never forgot anything he was told. Logan
taught him the use and misuse of guns and was surprised when Halsey
exhibited a natural skill with weapons. He had the young man
practice relentlessly until using a gun was akin to Halsey’s
breathing. The sheriff drilled into his deputy how important it was
not to abuse the power a gun gave. He also made him realize if ever
he found himself in a situation where gunplay became unavoidable
there was only one way to come out alive. Never back down. Never
hesitate when guns came into play. Letting the other man gain even
a second of advantage could mean severe wounding – or death. No
second chances. That split second decision marked a man as either a
victor or the end loser.

‘When that day comes you
have to decide whether you want to be the one standing, or the next
customer for the undertaker,’ Logan
said. ‘There’s no coming back from being
dead, son. It’s a one-way street. Only way I’ve stayed alive for so
long.’

The day the Roy Elam gang made their play
for the Creedence bank was long remembered. Four strong and with a
number of successful raids on other banks the gang hit Creedence on
the day when the bank’s safe held a considerable amount of cash.
Money to be used to buy cattle and also pay the wages for a number
of the cow outfits in the Creedence Valley.

Halsey was halfway between the bank and the
jail when the alarm was raised. A suited figure burst from the
bank, arms waving in panic and yelling for help. A shot rang out,
blood erupting from the man’s shoulder as he was knocked to the
ground.

Armed men stepped through the bank door,
guns up and ready.

For a split second Halsey froze, his mind
whirling.

What to do?

And then he was reacting, hand dropping to
his holstered pistol, fingers flipping off the hammer strap as he
pulled the Colt from leather. The hammer was back in the time it
took to raise the weapon, seeking his target.

On the boardwalk the trio from the bank,
clutching filled bags, were moving fast. One man turned his gun in
Halsey’s direction. He was too slow. Halsey didn’t hesitate as his
own weapon levelled. The hammer dropped and the muzzle blew smoke
and a flicker of flame. Halsey’s target stopped moving as the .45
slug hit him in the chest blowing a bloody hole there. His mouth
opened in a shocked expression before he twisted around and fell.
Before he hit the walk Halsey had turned, tracked in on a second
man and shot him as well. The man fell back against the wall, legs
going from under him as he slid down.

Halsey heard someone shout behind him. It
was Logan, running from the jail, his gun in his hand as he took in
the scene. Concentrating on the fourth member of the gang who was
holding the reins of the gathered horses and fumbling to draw his
own weapon. Logan didn’t offer him the chance. Creedence’s lawman
turned, gun finding his target and he fired on the move. Three
close shots that hammered into the horse handler’s body. He
stumbled back, dropping the reins and let the panicked horses
go.

The remaining man on the boardwalk, still
clutching a bag in his hand, threw his gun down.

‘I quit,’ he said.

‘Damn right you do,’
Halsey said, surprised at how calm he felt.

He turned as Logan moved to join him.

‘Take a breath, son. It’s
over.’

People were gathering, staring at the dead,
eying Halsey with curious stares.

‘Somebody get the doc,’
Logan said. ‘Milt here needs looking after.’

The bank teller was leaning against the
wall, clutching his bleeding shoulder.

‘You stopped ’em, Bryn,’
he said. ‘Damned if you didn’t.’

Halsey realized he was still holding his gun
in his hand. He awkwardly jammed it back in his holster. Stared at
Logan.

‘Looks like you saved the
day, boy.’

‘Would have preferred it
to have been a quiet one.’

‘Well we don’t always have
that choice.’

The doctor arrived and led the bank teller
to his office as the undertaker and his assistant arrived then.
Surveyed the scene with professional silence until Logan gave them
the word to carry on.

‘Bryn, one more thing,’
Logan said as they escorted their prisoner to the jail. ‘You forgot
something. Always reload your gun after using it. Get into the
habit.’

Halsey remembered that little piece of
advice and put it into practice.

With their prisoner locked behind iron bars
logan and Halsey were able to take a break. When he went to pour
them each a mug of coffee he saw his hands were shaking.

‘Bryn, go sit down. You’re
pouring more coffee on the floor than in the mugs.’

Halsey dropped into the seat facing Logan’s
desk. He felt sick as the realization of what he’d done took over.
Logan handed him a filled mug and Halsey clutched it in both
hands.

‘Right about now I’d guess
you feel in a bad way,’ Logan said.

‘Hec, I just killed two
men ...’

‘And you wish it had never
happened. Right?’

Halsey nodded, suddenly not trusting himself
to speak.

‘Son, I felt exactly the
same when it happened to me. It passes. Think on that if you hadn’t
done it you could
have been the one lying in that street. Those two out there
wouldn’t have given it a moment’s thought. I guess it’s the line
between us and them. Those men lived by the gun. They held life
cheap. Didn’t give a damn about killing. You took two lives but in
the long run you probably saved lives those two would have taken if
they’d ridden out of Creedence and carried on their robbing
days.’

They sat in a companiable silence. Drinking
their coffee and thinking over the day’s events.

Creedence remembered how its two lawmen had
saved the day. Had put down the gang of outlaws and took back the
money they had stolen. It was not forgotten Halsey, the town’s
young deputy had shot two of the gang. He became the hero of the
hour and was feted by all. Halsey made as little of the event as he
could. He saw the matter as being part of his job. Creedence paid
him to maintain order and his confrontation with the Elam gang had
simply been part of his job. It wasn’t complicated as far as Halsey
was concerned.

His skill with his gun did create some
problems. There were those who decided the deputy in Creedence was
a challenge to be met. The misguided who sought to bolster their
own egos by facing him down. Logan had told him to expect such men.
They had a need to stand against Halsey. To prove they were better
simply to make themselves look bigger and more expert with a gun.
Halsey would have none of it. In his own eyes he had nothing to
prove and challenges were met by total disdain. His quiet demeanor
put the would-be shooters at a disadvantage. He simply cast off
their words and slurs by totally ignoring their taunts. It left
them looking foolish when he walked away.

Bryn Halsey knew he could
have matched his challengers but chose to deflate them by turning
aside. He was called a coward. Scared to face them. His refused to
be drawn. Most men ended up backing off. Some made the mistake of
drawing their guns anyway, hoping to gain the notoriety of putting
Halsey into the dust. Those men ended up wounded. Sometimes dead
when Halsey, refusing to let himself be gunned down by a sneak
attack, did react, pulling his gun even though the other man was already
into his draw.

Halsey’s reputation went before him. His
solid stand against the glory seekers simply cemented his status
and eventually the challenges faded away for the most part.

Halsey had to use his gun in the line of
duty and he never hesitated when it came to those kind of
situations. His stature as a
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