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A lonely dust devil swirled eerily across the deserted
street as Laz Morgan brought the palomino to a halt outside the
bank. There was intense deliberation behind his narrowed eyes as he
scrutinized the building. The constant twitch in his right eye
became more feverish. His gang, waiting a few miles outside town,
would be excited to hear that the ‘Easy pickin’s in La Loma’
were not the
deluded ravings of a drunken stagecoach driver that they had
chanced to meet in Santa Fe.

His
train of thought was rudely derailed as a posh gent wielding a top
hat and fancy cane exited the bank. The two men gazed at each other
with equal amounts of scorn and derision.

It was only when the toff recognized the dusty man on the
dust-coloured horse that his contempt morphed into dread. He made a
hasty retreat back into the bank.

Laz’
thin lips creased into a smile that was more a grimace...more a
snarl.

Somewhere down the street a honky-tonk piano was being
poorly walloped. That sound meant one thing – a saloon.

The
snarl became a genuine smile.

 


“Ya clean and oil these contraptions to keep them in prime
condition...and what happens?” asked Sheriff Brady of his
deputy.

“The wind blows up another dust storm and you gotta clean
out the dirt and grit...again!” said Deputy Dutch.

“Exactly! I spend more time cleanin’ my shootin’ iron than shootin’
it.”

“That’s
why I prefer my ol’ one-shot pistol. Much more reliable than them
thar shorter fandangled six-shooters. More accurate and far less
trouble to maintain.” He peered at the sheriff through the long
pristine barrel.

“I been
the law in this godforsaken dusthole for over three years; the
worst that’s happened was a coyote gettin’ into Mrs. Riley’s
chicken coop.”

“Well,
you did get to shoot your shootin’ iron. Besides, you should be
happy; the townsfolk got no complaints. You’ve kept the streets
clean from drunks and brawls.”

“True, but I could sure use some real excitement once in a while.”

“Be careful
what you wish for, sheriff, you may just...”

At
that very moment the posh gent, who was the bank manager, burst
into the sheriff’s office.

“Sheriff
Brady!” blurted the manager anxiously. “Lazarus Morgan just went
into the saloon!”

“Laz Morgan? You sure it was him?”

“Positive! There’s no mistaking that twitchy eye of
his.”

“Lazy-eye Lazarus - I hear he has an even twitchier trigger
finger.”

“True!”
exclaimed the manager.

“Were
his brothers with him?”

“He was
alone. But he’s certainly here to look my bank over. He and his
brothers will probably be paying me a visit real soon – if you get
my drift.”

“Not if
I can help it.” Brady got to his feet. He turned to his deputy.
“Dutch, I’ll get Smith and Gustav. You go get Frank and Travis at
the dry goods store and anyone else who’s willing to help. Tell
Travis to bring his scatter gun. Meet me out front of the saloon,
and be quick about it!”

 


Laz
Morgan was carrying a near-drained bottle of rotgut rye as he
staggered towards his tethered mare. In his inebriated state he
failed to see the line of men gathered in the centre of the dusty
street outside the saloon.

“Lazarus
Morgan, you’re under arrest!” shouted Sheriff Brady. “Drop your
holster and surrender!”

Laz found
himself more curious than concerned at the seven men with their
weapons all trained on him. He gave a belch and blinked rapidly as
he raised his hands before moving towards the men.

“Relax
gentlemen, I ain’t goin’ fer m’ gun.”

“That’s the
wisest decision you’ve ever made.”

“Gentlemen,
please, holster your weapons. I’m sure we can talk this through
without anyone having to get shot?”

Brady
indicated to the men to holster their weapons. They all, although
some reluctantly, obeyed. Travis lowered his shotgun.

“So,
you’ve decided to come quietly,” said Brady holstering his own
weapon. “A very wise decision.”

“What’s
the charge, sheriff? I ain’t done nuthin’ wrong.”

“You’re wanted
for robbin’ a bank in Santa Fe.”

“Santa Fe? Sure, I ain’t gonna deny that. So what, that weren’t yer
bank? Ya shouldn’t be havin’ no beef about it with ol’
Laz?”

“That bank you
robbed is in Santa Fe County, New Mexico.”

“Yeah,
so?”

“Santa
Fe is part of my jurisdiction.” He held up a document. “See this?
This is a warrant for your arrest. It’s effective, not only for the
whole of this area, but all the way down to the New Mexico state
line. Now if you were on the other side of that line I couldn’t
touch you. But that ain’t the case, now is it?”

“That so?”

“That is so.
And that state line is pretty damn far from here.”

“Well,
that’s a godawful shame.”

“That it
is. It means your bank robbing days are over. And now that we have
you, you can be sure we’ll soon have your brothers and the rest of
your gang as well.”

“I
didn’t want no trouble, sheriff. I was feelin’ a bit dry and ambled
into your town ta wash some o’ the prairie dust outta m’ craw.” Laz
downed the last of the bottle’s contents before dropping it to the
ground.

“You
just added litterin’ to your charges.”

“Gonna be much more than bank robbin’ an’ litterin’ on m’
resumé after today. Ya misunderstood m’ when I said,
‘That’s a
godawful shame.’ I wasn’t speakin’ ‘bout m’self – I was speakin’
‘bout yous pathetic-lookin’ bunch. Ya see, I’m pretty sure I can take
the lot o’ ya.”

“What?”

“Careful
now,” said Laz as some of the men’s hands moved towards their guns.
“First one ta unholster his weapon is first ta die.”

“Relax
men!” said Brady loudly. “A shootout would just be plain
foolish.”

“That’s right, men. Don’t be foolish. Walk away now while ya still can. I
really don’t want ta have ta send ya all ta Boothill.”

“You’re the
fool, Laz. That whisky is rotting your brain.”

“Nah, it
helps ta steady m’ hand.” He held out a flat hand. “See that?
Steady as a rock.”

“That’s
a six-shooter strapped to your hip. Now unless you don’t know how
to count, there are seven of us. That means there’s one more of us
than what you got bullets. So, even if you are able to put six of
us down, which I seriously doubt, you won’t be able to reload
before one of us puts your ugly
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