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Iron Eyes outgunned the Lucas
gang following their robbery of the San Angelo bank, but there was just
one problem. The sheriff had been wounded in the fight and was in
no condition to pay out the reward money. Iron Eyes decided to kill
time at the local saloon—where he ran straight into Joe Kane,
another outlaw with a price on his head. Before he knew it, he was
back on the manhunt trail, this time headed for heavily-forested
Indian territory. And that brought a whole new set of problems
…

He came under attack from a band
of Cheyennes, and fought until his guns were empty. After
that it was
just a matter of time before they took him prisoner.

Tethered to a stake as
triumphant Indian war-cries echoed all around him, all he could do was
await his fate silently. To the Indians, his courage in the face of
death was almost supernatural. But the Cheyennes didn’t know that
their captive was Iron Eyes … Iron Eyes the Fearless!
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Prologue

 


A smoldering inferno
of a sky above the
remote town of San Angelo was bidding farewell to yet another
desert day and heralding the imminent coming of night. Ripples of
crimson arches covered the big sky as the distant sun slowly fell
into the abyss. A thousand or more people moved quietly through the
cooling air as one by one the coal-tar street lanterns along Main
Street were awakened once again. Most people were heading to their
homes but a hardened few had more interesting things in mind. For
the coming of darkness meant that the merciless rays of the sun no
longer tormented the flesh of those who walked beneath
it.

Amber light spilled out in
pools around the high poles which were dotted to both sides of the
thoroughfare. Lamps suddenly lit up and cascaded their light from
every
storefront window and door. For every store owner knew that people
are like moths and are drawn to the glowing light of
temptation.

The smell of fresh sawdust
suddenly traced its way down Main Street as the saloons readied
themselves for the busiest part of their days.

Yet for all its activity San Angelo was a
quiet town set beside a crystal-clear stream of fresh flowing water
flowing down from the forested hills to the north, defying the
surrounding desert.

The redness of the sky faded
and soon only stars remained in the heavens above the array of
hundreds of shingled rooftops. The town was peaceful as most of its
kind were along the unmarked line that separated Mexico from Texas,
but even in the most somnolent of places there were always a few lawless men
who defied the rules. A few drifting outlaws who had no place in
respectable, Godfearing towns and were only there because there was
nowhere else they could go.

The Lucas gang was a motley
crew of three outlaws who had once considered themselves to be cast from the
same mold as the Younger brothers, or the Daltons. Yet in all of
their bank robberies and stage hold-ups they had never been
anything except pale imitations of the more celebrated and
successful gangs who plied their infamous trade in the
West.

Bob Lucas and his brother Si
were all that was left of the five Lucas brothers who had set out
to become rich the easy way. Alter more than five years all they
had left in their pockets were a few silver dollars between them and the
memories of how their siblings had been killed in one failed
robbery after another. Gunsmith Tom Keene had joined the brothers
only a year before and, being the only good shot in the gang, had
managed to survive.

The bank of San
Angelo was
not as large as some but its safe was reputed to be full to
overflowing. That simple piece of information was all the
encouragement the three outlaws, down on their luck, had required
to set them on a course for the remote border town a week
earlier.

It had been dawn when Bob Lucas
led his two followers into San Angelo and now it was sundown.
During the intervening hours they had kept their heads low and
sipped warm beer in one of the town’s many saloons. They had
learned the hard way that it did not pay to try and rob a bank during the
hours of daylight unless you were good at it. For bank robbers like
the Lucas gang it was wiser to await the protection of darkness.
They had done so.

After downing their beers the
three outlaws rose from the small card table in the darkest corner of the Red
Rooster saloon and quietly made their way out into the street. Bob
cupped a match flame in his hands and sucked it into his
hand-rolled cigarette as his brother rested a shoulder against a
weathered upright and stared at the bank standing
opposite.

Tom Keene stood between the brothers and
said nothing as his thumbs flicked the safety loops off his pair of
.44s. He knew his job was to kill and he was very good at it.

The streets were quieter now
that the sun had left the sky. The people were thinning out fast as most made
their way back to their homes. A few riders were arriving in town
from surrounding ranches. These cowboys had only one thought on
their minds, and that was to get drunk. The three men said nothing
as the cowboys tied their reins to the various hitching poles and
marched into the Red Rooster. Along the street other saloons were
also finding new customers. The sound of tinny pianos began to waft
out into the street from various drinking holes.

‘Reckon the bank is ready, Bob?’ Si Lucas
asked. He took the cigarette from his brother’s hand and dragged on
it.

‘Yep,’ Bob Lucas answered in a low drawl.
‘Reckon so.’

Keene moved to the edge of the
boardwalk and spat out into the street. ‘You want me to take the horses up the
street aways, Bob?’

‘Yep.’ Bob nodded. ‘Me and Si will head on
up through the alley and break in through the back way of the bank,
Tom.’

Keene stepped down and pulled
the reins free of the hitching rail. His cold eyes looked at the
brothers as
he turned the three horses. ‘How long do you figure it’ll take to
crack the safe?’

Si pulled his vest away from
his shirt to reveal a single stick of dynamite jutting up from his
breast pocket. It had a short fuse cord poking out of its
top. The outlaw
smiled.

‘Ain’t gonna take very long at all, Tom.
Ain’t gonna take very long at all once this thing goes off.’

Tom Keene gave a nod. ‘I’ll
have the horses waiting up by that closed dress shop yonder. When I
hear the bang I’ll wait to see who comes looking and kill ’em. Then I’ll bring
the nags around back of the bank. OK?’

‘Fine,’ Bob Lucas said. ‘Mighty fine.’

Both brothers stepped down on to the sand
next to Keene. Bob Lucas turned and looked at the hardened
gunman.

‘You better keep an eye open for
the sheriff, Tom.’

‘Always do.’ Keene led the
horses away from the hitching rail and walked across the dark
street to a building set a couple of doors up from the small bank.
The nearest street lantern was forty feet away, allowing a man to
wait unseen in the shadows outside the small store with a window
filled with fancy female apparel. Like most of the wooden
structures at the far end of the main street, apart from the
saloons, it was in darkness.

As Keene reached the dress shop
and looped the reins over its long hitching pole he watched the last of the
Lucas brothers disappear up into the alley next to the
bank.

Nobody seemed to notice the man
seated on the boardwalk step facing the three horses. Keene liked
it that way. The saloons were drawing men like flies but no one ventured to
where the outlaw waited.

Like a nervous jack rabbit
Keene kept glancing along the street to where he saw the lamplight
spilling out from two half-shuttered windows. The
sheriff’s office
was quiet but Keene knew that when the explosion rocked San Angelo
more than one lawman might come out to investigate.

That was what always happened.
That was why he had shot and killed three men wearing tin stars
during the time he had spent with the Lucas brothers. Keene knew
that towns without their hired peace-makers were like chickens with their
heads cut off. They were helpless.

He kept watching from beneath
the brim of his Stetson. If there was going to be trouble he would
stop it in its tracks, as he always did. He knew his job but was
always
troubled that his partners were not too capable of doing
theirs.

Keene was about to put a cigar
between his teeth when he heard the sound of spurs ringing out. The
outlaw stared through the gaps between their three horses, but saw
nothing. He looked to both sides but did not see anyone. Yet the haunting sound
of the spurs filled his ears.

Then it faded.

After what had felt like an
eternity of waiting the muffled sound of the blast rocked the
wooden boards beneath his backside. Smoke billowed out from around
the bank’s front door, but somehow not one pane of glass on the
bank’s façade had even been cracked.

‘Si’s getting better at blasting safes,’
Keene said as he watched the reaction along the long dark
street.

Men came out from every saloon
in the street but they did not interest the outlaw. Drunken cowboys
posed no threat to men who knew how to handle their weaponry as he did. The
lawmen were a different matter, though. When Keene saw the door to
the sheriff’s office open and spill light across the street he rose
and drew one of his .44s. He kept squinting and saw two figures
rush out into the cool evening air.

Both men saw the smoke escaping from the
bank around its sturdy front door. The sound of Winchesters being
cranked into readiness filled Keene’s ears.

Knowing that the three large
horses were masking him from the eyes of the people in the saloon
doorways
Keene raised, cocked and aimed his gun at the two men running
towards the bank. As they ran beneath the street lanterns their tin
stars sparkled like diamonds. Keene fired and saw the first figure
drop his rifle, then buckle and fall. Within a mere heartbeat Keene
cocked and fired again. The second man staggered, then crashed down
into the dust before forcing himself up on to one knee. Keene
cocked and fired again. This time the lawman flew
backwards.

The outlaw heard gasps of
horror sounding up and down the street as cowboys ran back into the
saloons.

Knowing that there was no time to lose,
Keene pulled the reins to the three horses free and led them up
into the clouds of smoke and dust that filled the alley next to the
bank.

The smoke cleared as
Keene
reached the back yard of the bank with the horses. At the same
moment the Lucas brothers ran clear of the open rear door of the
building, carrying two large canvas bags filled with
banknotes.

‘How’d it go?’ Keene asked.

‘Like a dream, Tom.’ Bob Lucas
laughed.

Keene held the horses in check as Si and Bob
mounted up before throwing himself up on to his own saddle.

‘Any trouble?’ Si asked Keene, as he hung
the bag from his saddle horn. ‘Heard shooting.’

‘Had to kill me some
star packers.’
Keene grinned.

Bob Lucas pointed a finger to where a gap
in the yard fencing led to a back street. ‘Let’s go thataway.
C’mon.’

The three riders spurred and started across
the long-grass-covered yard of the bank’s property towards a
substantial gap in the wooden fencing.

Then, directly ahead of them, a figure
suddenly appeared in the gap of the fence. The man lit a cigar,
then tossed the match aside as his hands dragged both his Navy
Colts from his pants belt and cocked their hammers.

Bob slowed and looked to his
brother. ‘Who in tarnation is that, Si?’

There was no time to answer. No time to do
anything except see the flashes of thunder which came from both
barrels of the cigar-smoking man’s guns.

More flashes of lethal lead cut
through the darkness at the horsemen. Before any
of the three bank
robbers knew what was happening their horses crashed into the sand.
Fountains of blood showered over the spilled outlaws as they ate
sand.

‘Kill him,’ Bob Lucas screamed out, his left
hand clawing to where his bag of money had landed.

The evening breeze caught the long,
dark mane of hair of the man who was walking towards
them.

‘Kill me?’ the low rasping voice said as
smoke trailed from the man’s teeth. ‘I don’t die easy, boy.’

Bob Lucas stretched out his
left hand for the bag. Then two more blasts came from the Navy Colts. Lucas
screamed out and rocked on his knees as his wide-open eyes stared
at what was left of his hand.

Every one of his fingers had been shot clean
off. Only bloody stumps and skinless bone remained.

‘He’s shot my hand
off. Kill
him,’ Bob Lucas yelled out feverishly. ‘Kill him good.’

Si had hit the ground head first. He was
dazed. He dragged himself up from beside his dead horse, then
gasped when he saw the bullet hole in its skull. He swung around
and went for his gun.

Then he saw the tall emaciated
figure emerge like a ghost from the shadows and pause. The outlaw
felt his throat tighten as his eyes focused on the hideous sight.

‘Iron Eyes,’ he stammered.

‘I told you to kill him,’ Bob Lucas repeated
his venomous screaming at his stunned men. ‘Don’t either of you
hear me? Kill him.’

Si Lucas kept staring at the bounty hunter.
‘That’s Iron Eyes, boys. We’re as good as dead.’

‘I don’t care who
you think that is.
Just draw that hogleg and kill the bastard, Si,’ the elder Lucas
brother demanded.

Tom Keene shook the fog from his head and
pulled at his leg, trapped under the side of his stricken
mount.

‘What you say, Si?’ he groaned as he
managed to free himself and get back to his feet holding his head.
‘What you say?’

‘Look.’ Si Lucas pointed at the bounty
hunter who was still standing with his smoking guns in his bony
hands aimed straight at the three men. ‘Look at him, Tom. Ain’t
that Iron Eyes?’

Keene steadied himself.
He screwed
up his eyes and then saw the eerie figure. He felt his heart
quicken. Si Lucas was correct.

‘It surely is, Si,’ Keene said. He made to
draw both his guns.

Two more shots rang out from
the guns of Iron Eyes. Both hit Keene in the chest, sending
him flying
backwards. The dead outlaw lay at the feet of Si Lucas, whose hand
hovered above his holstered gun’s grip.

‘You ain’t gonna kill me is you,
Iron Eyes?’ Si Lucas asked as he felt his pants dampen. ‘I’m no
match for the likes of you.’

‘Ain’t nobody
ever gonna
listen to me?’ Bob Lucas got to his feet and shook his fingerless
hand around. ‘Draw your gun and shoot the varmint, Si.’

‘Are you loco, Bob?’ Si swallowed
hard.

Bob Lucas turned and snarled at
the bounty hunter. ‘You don’t scare me, Iron Eyes. You hear me?’

‘A dead man could hear
you, Lucas.’ Iron
Eyes squeezed both triggers again.

Both outlaws fell in crumpled
heaps next to the two bags of money that they had just stolen. The
bounty hunter walked to where the dead men and animals lay and only
then did he
push his guns down in behind his belt buckle.

The sheriff staggered around
the corner holding a .45 in one hand as his other pressed against
the bleeding hole in his shoulder. The sickening sight which
greeted him stopped him in his tracks. Then Iron Eyes turned to look at the
lawman and his eyes widened even more.

The sheriff gasped and took a step backward.
‘Holy Mary.’

‘About time you got here, Sheriff.’ The
bounty hunter pulled out a Wanted poster and shook it before
pushing it into the blood,, stained shirt of the lawman. ‘I think
you’ll see that these three men are wanted dead or alive and I’m
due two hundred dollars in bounty.’

‘Who are you?’ the sheriff
asked.

‘I am Iron Eyes,’ the bounty
hunter answered. ‘Saw these critters eyeing up the bank and then recalled I
had me paper on them.’

‘Why didn’t you just round them up and
bring them to me?’ the wounded lawman asked.

‘Why didn’t I do what? Hell.
They was wanted dead or alive, Sheriff,’ Iron Eyes said, smoke
trailing from his mouth. ‘I don’t take prisoners.’
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