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One

The Wing-Thief

T HE WING-THIEF STARED DOWN the shao fn the cfkder aw-
wf,b the liakd tattffs that imcer hms awps acr ,wauuer 

awfgcr hms lakd rackmc. ,mth eakh pgskie t,mtkhx The lf,-
stwmc. ,as ugiier tf ngii eytecsmfcb sgcim.ht .imctmc. fv the 
flsmrmac awwf,hearx He dceit fc fce dceeb lwakmc. hmpsein 
a.amcst a stgwr' asuec mc the thmkd .wfqe lehmcr the twauuewBs 
shakdx The sgc simr leif, the scf,-kauuer ueads tf the ,estb 
sharf,s stwetkhmc. ifc.b liacdetmc. the .wfgcr acr rawdec-
mc. the .aus let,eec the tweesx 

The hfi' pac s"gatter lehmcr hmp acr ieacer kifseb .ecti' 
lwgshmc. Liakd Wmc.Bs hamw lehmcr hms eaw ,mth a jc.ewx MTeii 
pe ,hat 'fg seebM ,hmsuewer the hfi' pacb hms imus mckhes 
nwfp Liakd Wmc.Bs eawb hms lweath hft fc the ,mc.-thmenBs 
kheedx

MThe sape thmc. 'fg seebM acs,ewer the ,mc.-thmenb m.cfwmc. 
the hfi' pacBs uwfqfkatmfcsx

MNft imdei'bM samr the hfi' pac Acteifue E'esx Hms qfmke wfseb 
a .ectie imit tf hms tfcex MYffd kifsei' acr teii pe eyakti' ,hat 
'fg seexM

MI see a .mwi lemc. pecaker l' a cader pacxM
MDeskwmle the pacxM
MI Kgst rmrxM
M2fwe retamib uieasexM
Liakd Wmc. sm.herx The hfi' pac foec eyasuewater hmpx 

M?fg kac see the pac as ,eii as IxM
MOhb I see hmp aii wm.htx I see naw pfwe thac 'fg rfb I assgwe 

'fgx Lgt I rfcBt haqe ac awwf, ufmctmc. at hms heawtx IBp cft 
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the fce ,hf ms a t,mtkh fn the jc.ew a,a' nwfp dmiimc. hmpx I 
dcf, ,hat I seex I ,act tf dcf, ,hat you seexM

MHe ms a ,hmte e'ebM samr Liakd Wmc.x
MIs that ,h' 'fg ,act tf dmii hmpC Lekagse he ms a ,hmte e'eCM
MI rf cft ,act tf dmii hmpxM
MReaii'C It kewtamci' seeps tf pe 'fg ,act tf dmii hmpxM
MNfx Lgt I ap uweuawer tf dmii hmp mn cekessaw'xM
MIctewestmc.bM samr Acteifue E'esx MTeii pe pfwe alfgt thms 

pacx What rf 'fg see ,hec 'fg iffd at hmpCM
M3iease stfuxM
MHgpfw pexM
The  ,mc.-thmen  sm.herx  MHms  pfqepects  awe  sig..mshx 

Yethaw.mkx As mn he ms mctfymkaterxM
MUew' flsewqactx Is he taiiCM
MNfx He ms shfwtx Hmwsgtex Hms leawr ms skwa..i'b stweader ,mth 

.wa'xM
MWhat acmpai rfes he pfst weseplieCM
MHe has the nake fn a ,easeixM
MAcr hms lfr'CM
MHe iffds imde a spaiib shaqer leawxM
The hfi' pac t,mwier a ifkd fn Liakd Wmc.Bs hamw ,mth hms 

jc.ewx M?fg samr he ,as pecakmc.xM
M?fg rfcBt jcr leaws pecakmc.CM
Acteifue E'es scmkdewerx MAktgaii'b I jcr leaws kac le "gmte 

khawpmc.b sf ifc. as the' awe ,eii-ner acr rf cft neei thweat-
ecerx Teii pe ,h' 'fg haqe ac awwf, ufmctmc. at hms heawtxM

MThe kwgeit' he shf,s the .mwi ms cft eyuiacatmfc ecfg.h nfw 
'fgCM

MWeBwe cft taidmc. alfgt the .mwi Kgst 'etbM samr Acteifue E'esx 
MWeBwe stmii taidmc. alfgt the shaqer leawxM He uagserb thec 
samrb M4ac 'fg see hms pachffrCM

Liakd Wmc. sm.her a.amcx M?fg dcf, I kacxM
MDeskwmle mt tf pexM
MI ap cft reskwmlmc. hms kfkd tf 'fgxM
MIs mt ewektCM
MWe kac lfth see that mt msxM
MDf 'fg dcf, thms pacCM
MIBqe seec hmp lenfwebM the ,mc.-thmen samr thwfg.h .wmtter 

teethx MHe sets twaus fc the pfgctamcsmrex Iwfc alfpmcatmfcs 
that kwgsh the ie.s fn ,fiqewmces acr lar.ewsxM

M?fg rf cft imde the pacCM asder Acteifue E'esx
MHe sets twaus that kwgsh the ie.s fn ,fiqewmces acr lar.ewsxM
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The hfi' pac spmierb ,hmsuewer mc the ,mc.-thmenBs eawx MSf 
'fg haqe rekmrer tf dmii hmpb thecCM

Liakd Wmc.Bs e'es cawwf,erx MNfx He ,mii rekmre mn I dmii 
hmpxM

MIctewestmc.x Acr hf, ,mii 'fg dcf, ,hec he has pare hms 
rekmsmfcCM

MWhec he pfqes tf hawp the .mwixM
MAhx Sf 'fg awe uwftektmc. the .mwi thecb awe 'fgCM
MI .wf, ,eaw' fn thms .apebM samr the ,mc.-thmen
MThec ecr mtx Reiease 'fgw awwf,x Pmii hmpxM
MI peact 'fgw .apeb cft hmsxM
MThe' awe fce acr the sapex Sf mn 'fg ,act tf ecr the .apeb 

thec dmii hmp acr le rfce ,mth mtxM
The ,mc.-thmen hesmtaterx
MSf uewhaus 'fg rf cft ,act the .ape tf ecr Kgst 'etx Uew' 

,eiib thecx Smcke 'fg lwfg.ht gu the .mwi a.amcb ,e ,mii taid 
alfgt hew cf,x Deskwmle hew tf pexM

MWe lfth see hewbM samr Liakd Wmc.b nwgstwatmfc mc hms qfmkex
M?fg awe ac.w' ,mth peC Thms ms nfw 'fgw lecejtb cft pmcex 

In 'fg ,fcBt reskwmle hewb thec teii pe ,hat she ms rfmc.xM
The ,mc.-thmen tffd a lweathx MShe ms kigtkhmc. a wffstew tf 

hew lweastxM
MWh' ms she rfmc. thatCM
MFfw uwftektmfcx She ms atteputmc. tf pamctamc a lgvew le-

t,eec hewsein acr the rwgcdawrxM
The hfi' pac weakher leceath Liakd Wmc.Bs awpb hms jc-

.ews simrmc. akwfss the ,mc.-thmenBs khest gctmi he nfgcr the 
permkmce lgcrie Liakd Wmc. deut tmer mc a ufgkh awfgcr hms 
cekdx He kguuer the ufgkh .ecti'x MIn 'fg awe sf mctewester 
mc uwftektmc. the .mwib thewe ms a pfwe rmwekt wfgte thac 'fgw 
lf,x 5se 'fgw permkmcex ?fg awe a ,mc.-thmenb awe 'fg cftC 
S,au lfrmes ,mth the wffstewx A wffstewBs sugw ms shawu ecfg.h 
tf mcKgwe the pac lari'x ?fg kfgir limcr hmpx ?fg kfgir simt 
hms thwfatxM

MAcr mn he kag.ht the wffstewb he kfgir Kgst as easmi' ,wmc. 
mts cekdxM

MThms ms twgex Teii peb ,hat rf 'fg thmcd ,fgir hauuec tf a 
,mc.-thmen mn the lmwr ,ewe tf rme ,hmie the thmen ,as mcsmre mtCM

MI rfcBt ,act tf jcr fgtbM samr Liakd Wmc.x MThatBs ,h' IBp 
stmii mc p' f,c lfr'xM

Whmie the ,mc.-thmen acr the hfi' pac ,atkherb the cader 
pac eskaiater the smtgatmfcb igc.mc. a,d,awri' at the .mwix She 
rfr.er easmi' ecfg.hb smresteuumc. acr thwf,mc. the wffstew 
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mc hms nakeb lenfwe tgwcmc. acr suwmctmc. gu the hmiismre acr 
mctf the tweesx The stawtier wffstew =auuer mts ,mc.s pari'b 
taifcs wadmc. akwfss the pacBs khest acr awpsx The caderb 
hmwsgte pac .waller the lmwrBs hear acr rmr as Liakd Wmc. 
har sg..ester he pm.htx He ,wgc. the wffstewBs cekd acr 
rwfuuer the impu kawkass tf the .wfgcrx

Liakd Wmc. deut the awwf, twamcer fc the pacb ,amtmc. 
nfw hmp tf nfiif, the .mwi mctf the ,ffrsx Lgt the pac fci' 
sta..ewer alfgtb 'eiimc. aoew hewb kaiimc. hew qmie capesb acr 
fwrewmc. hew tf kfpe lakdx The .mwi m.cfwer hmpx The pac 
sue,er thweatsb lgt stmii the .mwi rmr cft kfpe lakdx Whec 
the pac wac fgt fn thweatsb he sumt mc hms hacr acr le.ac 
pastgwlatmc.x

MPmii hmpbM ,hmsuewer Acteifue E'esb hms hacr stmii hfirmc. 
the ,mc.-thmenBs permkmce lgcriex MReiease 'fgw awwf,x M

Liakd Wmc. hesmtaterx
MEcr thmsxM
MWh' awe ,e heweCM the ,mc.-thmen asderx MTeii pe the twgthx 

Wh' rmr 'fg lwmc. pe heweC Was I peact tf dmii hmpC Was that 
'fgw mctectmfcCM

The hfi' pac spmierx He weieaser the permkmce lgc-
rieb  thec weakher nfw,awrb uwessmc. rf,c .ecti' fc the 
,mc.-thmenBs lf, awpx MNfx He ms cft the weasfc I lwfg.ht 
'fg hewex He ms cf fcex Ac mcsm.cmjkact nffi ,hf ,mii le rear 
lenfwe the ceyt pffcx Lgt cft l' 'fgw hacrxM

Liakd Wmc. easer the tecsmfc fc the lf,stwmc. acr if,ewer 
the cfkder awwf,x MThec ,e awe hewe tf weskge the .mwi nwfp 
hmpCM

MNfxM The hfi' pac ufmcter tf ac asuec twgcd a ne, neet 
a,a' nwfp thepx MIn 'fg ,ewe pfwe flsewqactb thec 'fg 
,fgir haqe cftmker thatxM

The ,mc.-thmen iffder acr sa, a spaii kawqmc. fc the tweeb 
a sewmes fn kgts acr siashes gcrewskfwer l' a iffumc. pawdx

Acteifue E'es spmierx MI tfir 'fgb I see pfwe thac 'fgx 
In 'fg ,ewe tf iffd kifsei'b 'fg ,fgir see that thewe ms a 
smpmiaw ,awr kawqer mctf the twgcd fn pac' twees eckmwkimc. 
the twauuewBs shakdx ?fg acr I kac .et cf kifsew thac ,e awe 
cf,x ?fgw awwf,b har 'fg weieaser mtb ,fgir haqe rwfuuer tf 
the .wfgcr aipfst as sffc as mt ieo 'fgw hacrxM

MThe ,awrs ,fgir deeu gs fgtCM
M?esx >gst as the' deeu the .mwi twauuer mcsmrexM
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The cader pac jcmsher ,mth a shgrrewb thec 'eiier fcke 
pfwe aoew the .mwib lenfwe tgwcmc. acr sta..ewmc. lakd mcsmre 
the shakdx

Liakd Wmc. ,as weimeqer tf dcf, the imttie pac ,fgir le 
rear sffcx MIn ,e kaccft kwfss the ,awrsb mn I kaccft dmii the 
pacb cfw weskge the .mwib thec ,h' rmr 'fg lwmc. pe heweCM

The hfi' pac spmier a.amcx MDf 'fg stmii see hewCM
The ,mc.-thmen skaccer the twees gctmi he nfgcr hewb s"gat-

tmc. lehmcr a pfss-kfqewer lfgirew Kgttmc. nwfp the hmiismrex 
M?esxM

MDeskwmle hew tf pexM
M2gst IC Haqe 'fg cft pare 'fgw ufmctCM
MHaqe IC Deskwmle hewxM
Liakd Wmc. sm.herx MShe has rawd hamwxM
MHf, fir ms sheCM
M3ewhaus t,eiqe sgppewsxM
M2fwe retamix What rfes she iffd imdeC What rf 'fg seeCM
MShe ms uwett'xM
MDf 'fg imde uwett' imttie .mwisCM Acteifue E'es samrx
M?fg acr I haqe estalimsher ,hat I imdebM samr the ,mc.-thmenx
The hfi' pac spmierx MIs that the lest reskwmutmfc 'fg kac 

.mqe peC Dawd hamw acr uwett'CM
MShe ms nwm.htecerxM
MWh' rf 'fg thmcd thms imttie ,hmte-e'er .mwi ms nwm.htecerCM
MShe ms cft a ,hmtebM samr Liakd Wmc.x
MAhb 'fg do seebM samr Acteifue E'esx M3ewhaus 'fg awe cft as 

hfueiess as I neawerx In she ms cft a ,hmte-e'eb thec iffd kifsei' 
acr teii peb ,hf awe hew uefuieCM

MI rf cft dcf,x She rfes cft iffd as mn she leifc.s tf ac' fn 
the uefuie fn the uiamcsxM

MDfes she haqe permkmceCM asder the hfi' pacx
Liakd Wmc. uagserx M?esxM
MHf, rf 'fg dcf, thatC 4ac 'fg see mtCM
MHf, rfes fce see permkmceCM
MWhec 'fgw e'es haqe leec fuecerb 'fg ,mii seex Hf, rf 

'fg dcf, she has permkmceCM
MI rfcBt dcf,xM Liakd Wmc. tgwcer hms hearb iffder at the 

hfi' pacx M?fg dcf, thms .mwix Whf ms sheCM
Acteifue E'es ufmcterx MThewe ms sfpethmc. eise 'fg shfgir 

seexM
Liakd Wmc. sa, the e'es jwstx Gweat 'eiif, fwls epew.mc. 

nwfp the shmppewmc. .firec ieaqes fn the asuecsb .if,mc. 
acr suawdimc. imde the aoewcffc sgcx As he ,atkherb the shar-
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f,s seeper tf eyuacrb tadmc. fc qfigpeb =f,mc. gu,awr 
nwfp the .wfgcr acr kfaieskmc. awfgcr the e'esx The kfi-
iektmqe rawdcess pfwuher mctf a passmqe smihfgette acr the 
sharf,' thmc. steuuer mctf the im.htb weqeaimc. mtseinx

Ac mpufssmli' iaw.e ,finb liakd as pmrcm.ht acr taiiew thac a 
hfwseb stffr mc nwfct fn the kwfgkhmc. .mwix Tf the ,mc.-thmenBs 
sgwuwmseb the .mwi rmr cft seep anwamrx It ,as as mn the ,finBs 
uwesecke kfpnfwter hewx The .mact ,fin if,ewer mts hearb a 
sglpmssmqe .estgwe mcqmtmc. the .mwiBs tfgkhx The .mwi .ft tf 
hew neetb lwakmc. hewsein a.amcst the lfgirewb acr heir fgt a 
tectatmqe hacrx

The ,fin uiaker mts hear leceath the .mwiBs hacrx The .mwi 
skwatkher the tfu fn the ,finBs hearb hew jc.ews rmsauueawmc. 
mctf the thmkd tgo fn liakd ngwx

The hfi' pac ieacer kifsew tf Liakd Wmc.b ,hmsuewmc. mc 
hms eawx MFmwst tmpe 'fgBqe seec a .frCM



Two

The Gunslinger

T HE OLD GUNSLINGER GAZED up at the night sky, billions of 
stars staring back at him as he waited for sleep to take 

him. An odd feeling rolled over him. The night was eerily 
silent, still as death. No breeze, no insects chirping or singing. 
No lonesome owl calling out for companionship. Hamish 
Frost realized he was frozen, unable to move. The old man 
didn't recall having lain down, nor even having made camp 
for the evening. Yet there he was, lying on the grassy plains, 
staring up at an ocean of stars. The milky, spiral nebulae 
hovered over him, swirling like a slow-spinning pinwheel, 
seeming so close he could almost reach up and scrape the stars 
with his Cngertips or swat away a streaking comet. 

As he watched, the constellations above began to rearrange 
themselves. Stars slid across the sky, miraculously avoid-
ing collision as they repositioned themselves. Bondensing 
and coalescing, the stars took on form and volume until a 
new shape appeared. Striding through the sky above him, 
a sparkling woman made entirely of star-stuj stood alone 
against a black void. Ketween her breasts, a single pulsing star 
8ared and burned with the brightness of the midday sun.

I'm having a vision, he realized.
The star woman reached down, holding out a hand, mo-

tioning to the old gunslinger, beckoning him to leave the 
ground and 8y up to her. Frost felt compelled to do Pust that, 
but the heat from the blazing star at her breast kept him at 
bay. The brightness grew so intense that he was forced to cross 
his arms in front of his face, shielding his eyes. He waited for 
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what seemed an eternity before he felt the blinding light fade 
and then disappear.

As his sight returned, he found the star-woman gone and 
the night sky back in its proper place. He, however, was no 
longer on his back in the grass. He was standing atop a wide, 
but narrow plateau high in the craggy mountains. Evergreens 
a hundred feet tall sprang from the sloping mountainside, 
casting soV shadows over the entire plateau.

Ahead of him, the old gunslinger could see a lonely tipi, 
the 8ap open and welcoming. Mujs of white smoke waVed 
through the vent at the top. On the ground, a trail of lush blue 
moss led all the way from where he stood to the 8ap of the tipi. 
A stij but cool breeze pushed against his back, whipping his 
long, stringy white hair into his eyes and prodding him down 
the mossy path. He took one step forward and then...

...the old man opened his eyes and sat up. The night sky had 
been replaced by enormous billowing white clouds set against 
an e9panse of cerulean blue, the sun rising steadily in the east. 
To the west, the craggy snow-capped peaks sparkled with an 
unnatural whiteness.

His Cre had gone cold in the night, leaving only faintly 
smoldering embers. His painted horse grazed Wuietly on thick 
grasses in the near distance.

Hamish Frost had lived a long, long life. He had the wrinkles 
and the scars to prove it. He had learned many years ago to 
recognize the dijerence between dream and vision and to 
understand the importance of that dijerence. Dreams were 
meaningless and random. A Pumble of nonsense, conPured 
by the unconscious mind. "isions, on the other hand, were 
encoded messages. ?issives from a sender, a riddle to be 
deciphered. OVen a warning.

The old gunslinger sensed he was not alone. He reached for 
his si9-guns and they appeared in his hands as if by magic. 
Twin revolvers, polished steel with elephant ivory handles, his 
thumbs on the hammers, inde9 Cngers on the trigger of each. 
The old man's speed with the guns had not diminished with 
age. Hamish Frost was reputed to be the fastest there ever was 
and he had the kills to prove it.

A giant shadow came to life in front of him. Glowing am-
ber-colored eyes set against an immense mound of fur as 
black as coal. The old gunslinger lowered his guns and smiled. 
"Stiewn thw sinwus, spmmon pb thw ldoo.D fisgpisw rai- natp-w uith 
ha-.Travo-w. -agw," he said with a theatrical 8ourish. "yhwn dwn. 
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thw wcw to a tw--ildw asbwLtD kwt b-c th-opgh thw bo-tagw or thw hwa. 
dijw thw l-ass Lannon, dwt thw l-ou o'w-uhwdm it as rwa-rpddc as .oth a 
gaddw. -oLj o'w-hang an. #pttc his Lonropn.w. laswD" 

The Shadow <olf stared back at him, eyes aglow.
=I suppose the time has come to see the old woman again, 

huh>=
<ith a swipe of one massive paw, the Shadow <olf spread 

dirt over the remains of Frost's campCre.
=I was about to do that.=
The Shadow <olf lowered its massive head, then swung its 

neck to the west, towards the distant mountains.
=I know,= said the old gunslinger. =She sent me a vision. Any 

idea what she wants>=
The Shadow <olf only stared at him.
=Now don't be impatient.= The old man stood, stretched, and 

yawned. His skin was almost as pale as his white hair, his eyes 
a shade of violet. =It will take us at least a few days to get there. 
She can't be in that much of a rush. You can wait while I have 
some breakfast. <on't take that long.=

The Shadow <olf turned and began walking westward, the 
swaying grasses seeming to part ahead of each step.

Frost sighed. =Seriously> No breakfast> You're not even go-
ing to let me have a proper morning shit, are you> Ban you at 
least wait long enough for me to pull on my boots and saddle 
my horse>=

The Shadow <olf kept walking and was almost out of sight 
by the time the old gunslinger saddled up and followed aVer 
it.



Three

The Manhunter

O ZYMANDIAS HAYES SUPPRESSED A rising sense of foreboding 
as he surveyed the landscape. The sun hung low on the 

immense horizon abutting the plains, painting the sparse-
ly clouded sky in shades of red, orange, and purple. Hayes 
twisted in the saddle and looked over his shoulder, the long 
shadows cast by the horses stretching into the distance.  

"This is not a good spot," said Hayes. "We should keep mov-
ing." 

His partner Jacob Hutchens sco'ed. "Nonsense. ItBs an ideal 
spot." 

Hayes shook his head. "WeBve got at least an hour until 
sunset. We can ?nd better."

"xetter than idealG" Hutchens sat ramrod straight in the sad-
dle, shoulders back, chest out. He pointed toward a ridge near 
a small creek where the plain undulated like a cresting wave 
on the ocean. "That little rise there will block our camp?re 
from view and the cottonwoods behind it will mask any cast 
shadows. Our pursuers would be damned hard-pressed to see 
us there. And with the blu' to the north, you couldnBt ask for a 
more secure spot should our prisonerBs gang somehow chance 
upon us in the night."

Hayes looked at their prisoner. Enoch Munn sat on a horse 
neLt to Hutchens, his hands tied behind his back. His head 
lolled, his chin on his chest, a shock of red hair falling over a 
face le1 in ruin by a severe bout of chickenpoL. MunnBs eyes 
were closed, but Hayes knew he was feigning sleep, biding his 
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time, waiting for an opening. Any chance ! no matter how 
small ! to escape his predicament.

"If his gang catches up to us in the dark of night," Hayes said, 
"we need to be sure we see them coming long before they see 
us. That blu' guarantees we wonBt."

Hutchens dismissed the argument without consideration. 
"No. IBm eLercising my prerogative as your superior. This is 
the spot. We make camp here."

Hayes had long since concluded that Jacob Hutchens was a 
blustering fool. He needed no further evidence, but the man 
continuously provided it. "The topography here ! that ridge 
over there ! works against us. WeBll be somewhat hidden, 
thatBs true, but when night falls, we wonBt be able to see any-
one approaching until theyBre practically on top of us. And 
the cottonwoods will hinder our line of sight in the opposite 
direction. This is a dangerously poor spot for a camp. WeBd 
do better to put some distance between us and the blu', ?nd 
a clear, Kat area with a three-hundred-siLty-degree view, and 
forego the camp?re altogether. Even a small ?re would be like 
a beacon on these plains."

"2amp out in the openG Totally eLposedG No ?reG With 
a gang of  murderous  outlaws pursuing usG  I  think not." 
Hutchens laughed derisively. "I thought you negroes didnBt 
cotton to the cold." He smiled, having amused himself with 
the double entendre.

"Nee-gro." Enoch Munn li1ed his head, grinning devilishly, 
his buck teeth on display. "Nee-gro. Is that the same thing as 
a niggerG DonBt tell me I been sayinB it wrong all this timeG"

"Shut your mouth," barked Hutchens.
"Nee-gro," Munn laughed again. "ThatBs the funniest fuckinB 

word I ever did hear."
Hayes gave Munn a stone-faced stare. Munn only winked 

and smiled back at him. The look made HayesB skin crawl. 
"IBll book no further argument," said Hutchens. "We camp 

here. You sFuare away our prisoner and get the ?re started 
while I hobble the horses and do a little surveillance."

Hayes bit his tongue, deciding against pointing out to 
Hutchens that it wasnBt necessary to hobble horses when there 
were trees to which they could be tied o'. He climbed down 
from his horse and attempted to assist Munn o' of his.

"DonBt touch me, niggerj" Munn hocked and spit, a large wad 
of phlegm landing sFuarely between HayesB eyes.
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Hayes calmly wiped away the spittle with the back of his 
glove, then grabbed Munn by the arm and snatched him 
from the saddle, making no e'ort to ease MunnBs fall. A gasp 
escaped from MunnBs lips as he landed Kat on his back, the 
air vacating his lungs on impact. Hayes took a coil of rope 
from his saddle while Munn was still struggling to reclaim his 
breath. Hayes grabbed a ?stful of red hair and dragged Munn 
across the ground to a cottonwood. He lashed the outlaw to 
the tree trunk, then yanked MunnBs ?lthy kerchief from his 
neck, wadded it, and shoved it in MunnBs mouth.

Hutchens adopted a leisurely pace, taking care to be sure 
that Hayes did most of the work in setting camp. Hayes built 
the ?re from the driest wood he could ?nd, keeping the ?re 
small and tight. 5ast burning with as little smoke as possible.

"IBve been monitoring the trail behind us," Hutchens said. 
Hayes took o' his gloves and made a show of warming his 

hands near the Kames. He didnBt want the ?re, knew it was a 
mistake to build it, but thought it wise to placate Hutchens. At 
least for the nonce. "See anythingG" he asked.

"Cooks clear," said Hutchens. 
"IBll take ?rst watch." Hayes volunteered, knowing that  trust-

ing his safety to the watchfulness of Jacob Hutchens was un-
wise in the least. 

Hutchens acFuiesced with a nod, retrieved his bedroll, and 
shook it out on the ground. "Wake me in the early a.m." 
He pulled o' his boots and lowered himself to the ground, 
rolling onto his side, his back to Hayes. Inside of two minutes, 
Hutchens was snoring ?tfully.

Hayes immediately kicked out the small camp?re. The 
temperature would drop precipitously as the night wore on, 
but a ?re was a terrible idea. The night wasnBt dark enough 
to keep the smoke from giving away their position and the 
circle of light would not only illuminate them but would also 
prevent their eyes from adVusting enough to see past the ring 
of shadows at the lightBs terminus. 

And Hayes knew MunnBs gang was out there somewhere. 
5ollowing them. 

With the Kames faded to smolders, Hayes used the toe of 
his boot to reassemble the embers, making it appear as if the 
?re had simply burned itself out. In the morning, he would 
eLplain to Hutchens that, in the dark, heBd been unable to 
restart the ?re. A needful lie, but Hutchens would know no 
di'erent. 
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Hayes neLt removed the hobbles and led the horses to the 
trees. If they needed to make a Fuick getaway in the night, un-
tying the horsesB reins from the trees would be much Fuicker 
than removing hobbles. 

Hayes stole a glance at Enoch Munn. The prisoner watched 
him closely, eyes narrowed, mercifully silent thanks to the gag 
in his mouth.

Should've done that at least a day ago, thought Hayes.
A1er two weeks on his trail, Hayes and Hutchens had found 

Munn sleeping in a hollowed log on the banks of a river. In 
taking him into custody, Hayes discovered they had underes-
timated the limits of MunnBs atrocities. In a satchel Munn was 
using as a pillow, Hayes found seven scalps, hair as black as 
ink, all of which, based on the closeness of the crown to the 
hairline, Hayes knew had come from children.

Jacob Hutchens had wrinkled his nose and shrugged. "At 
least he didnBt scalp white children."

Hayes ground his teeth at the remark but managed to hold 
his tongue.

"What are theseG" Hutchens asked, shaking from the satchel 
three dried, shriveled, Keshy things into his palm.

Munn chuckled. "Peckers. I collect Bem. IBll be adding both 
of yourBn to my collection when my boys catch up to you. I 
ainBt never cut o' a nigger pecker before. IBm lookinB forward 
to that."

Jacob Hutchens struck Munn in the mouth with the butt of 
his pistol, then pulled back the hammer and aimed at MunnBs 
head. 

"No," said Hayes. "WeBre taking him to the fort. Alive."
"The handbill says BDead or AliveB," said Hutchens. "Dead 

suits me Vust ?ne." 
"Dead or Alive is not a sanction of murder," Hayes reminded 

him.  
"Says whoG" 
"I say." Hayes paused. "The law says. And IBll not have you 

murder a man in front of me."
"You know what will happen to us if his gang catches up to 

us with him in our custodyG" 
"Same thing that would happen if you were to eLecute him 

here." 
Hutchens grumbled but relented. He gathered up MunnBs 

satchel, the scalps, and the mummi?ed phalluses and tossed 
them all in the river. "Nobody needs to see Indian scalps and 
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a bunch of dried-up peckers. This fuckerBs going to hang with 
or without that shit. If I donBt kill him before then." 

5or the ?rst time since theyBd been traveling together, Hayes 
noted Hutchens was probably right.  

A1er an hour of listening to Hutchens snore, Hayes stood 
and patrolled the perimeter of the campsite. He kept low to 
the ground, careful to avoid silhouetting himself against the 
light of the moon. He spied a herd of several dozen mule deer 
moving Fuickly across the distant plains, not stampeding but 
traveling with haste, clearly spooked. 2urious, he watched for 
a few minutes, eLpecting to see a pack of wolves pacing the 
herd. xut there were no wolves. Instead, he saw another herd 
of... something. Of what eLactly, he couldnBt be sure. He saw 
only a silhouetted mass, packed tightly together and moving 
at a steady, uni?ed pace. 

A cold shiver ran down HayesB spine and the hair on his 
arms rose as if drawn by a static charge. He struggled to make 
sense of what he was seeing. The mass resembled nothing 
more than people lumbering in lockstep. xut that made no 
sense. None at all. He had seen the red men approach a target 
stealthily under cover of darkness, but that was not what he 
was witnessing now. There was no stealth in what he was 
seeing. 

Was this MunnBs gangG No. They would be on horseback, 
not walking. And at most, the gang would comprise ?ve or 
siL men. If this awkward mass was indeed people, there were 
dozens of them. 

Thankfully, whatever he was seeing was moving away from 
his campsite, which suited Hayes Vust ?ne. Time permitting, 
he would check the tracks in the morning and see if that added 
any clarity to the mystery.

He watched until both the deer and their pursuers disap-
peared over the horizon. Hayes checked the position of the 
moon. It was past time he woke Hutchens. An eFuitable watch 
would have ended a few hours earlier, but fairness was not 
HayesB guiding concern. His chances of surviving the night 
were increased if he spent more time on watch duty than 
Jacob Hutchens. If the dawn arrived without further event, he 
could still manage about three hours of sleep. Not enough, of 
course, but he had functioned on fewer.

Movement in his periphery caught his attention. Hayes 
spun, sidearm drawn. Standing on the crest of the ridge was 
a woman. Naked and startling in her beauty, slim with full 
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breasts and wide hips. Her long dark hair billowed about her 
head as if bu'eted by strong winds, even though the night was 
still and the winds almost noneListent.

Hayes froze.  The woman made no e'ort to cover her 
nakedness. She stared at Hayes, a Mona Cisa smile on her lips. 
She did not speak, only stood there, as if waiting for him. To 
do what, he did not know.

Hayes opened his mouth to speak, but the words were side-
tracked somewhere between brain and tongue. The womanBs 
form shimmered in the moonlight, almost as if translucent. 
Hayes thought he could see the shape of the blu' behind her, 
through her, as if she were a mirage of some sort. She made 
a motion with her hand as if summoning him to her. Hayes 
took a step forward. The woman motioned him closer. He 
took another step. 

And then she was no longer there. 
Hayes blinked, rubbed his eyes, and looked all around him. 

There was nowhere for the woman to have gone, but she had 
disappeared. Danished into the air. 

Had he just seen a ghost?  
Ozymandias Hayes was an educated man and never one to 

put stock in the supernatural, but how else to eLplain what he 
had Vust seenG

Had he been dreamingG Had he allowed himself to fall 
asleep on watchG He didnBt think so, but that would provide 
an eLplanation. 2ertainly a better eLplanation than his having 
seen a phantom. It would also eLplain the silhouetted mass he 
had watched pursuing the herd of deer. 

xut he knew that wasnBt so. He had not been sleeping. It 
wasnBt a dream. 

Was he hallucinating thenG Was his eLhausted, sleep-de-
prived mind showing him things that were not thereG 

He looked over at Enoch Munn tied to a tree behind him. 
Perhaps the outlaw had seen something as well. xut MunnBs 
head was down, red hair in front of his face. Whether sleeping 
or feigning sleep, this time didnBt matter. Munn would be 
no help in determining whether the vision had been real or 
conVured. 

Hutchens awoke with a start when Hayes prodded him. He 
reached immediately for his sidearm, but Hayes had eLpected 
this and rested his own hand over HutchensB pistol before 
attempting to rouse him.
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Satis?ed that Hutchens had shaken o' his slumber, Hayes 
gave him a brief report but mentioned nothing of the naked, 
spectral woman or the mule deer and their mystery pursuers. 

Hutchens was not happy about the ?re having gone cold. He 
rolled up his blankets, set them aside, and turned his attention 
to restarting the camp?re. Hayes knew that his succeeding was 
unlikely. He retrieved his own bedroll from his saddle and 
stretched out on a grassy spot he had cleared of sticks and 
debris earlier in the evening. Sleep came Fuickly and deeply. 
xut did not last long.

HayesB eyes snapped open. The sun had broken over the 
horizon, its splintered rays spraying the morning sky with 
bands of light. To HayesB surprise, Hutchens had somehow 
managed to restart the ?re. It took him a few seconds to re-
alize the sound that woke him was a gunshot. Jacob Hutchens 
was sitting across from him, head slumped over, asleep and 
snoring. 

"Hutchensj" Hayes said as loudly as he dared. "Wake upj"
HutchensB whole body Verked, his head snapping up and to 

attention.
"SomeoneBs shooting at us." Hayes scrambled to his feet, 

keeping low to the ground, and pulled his pistol.
Hutchens looked around and then stood up.
"DonBt stand, you foolj" HayesB words came in almost perfect 

unison with the second gunshot.
Hutchens grimaced and clutched his chest. He crumbled, 

landing face-?rst in the ?re. 
Hayes  leaped  over  and  grabbed  HutchensB  shoulders, 

pulling him from the Kames as Fuickly as he could. 5or all the 
good it did. The ?re had blistered HutchensB face, his hair all 
singed away, but he was beyond feeling any of it. 

Hayes scrambled for the cover of the trees. Another gunshot 
rang out, and he felt as much as heard the bullet whizz past 
his head. He dove behind the cottonwood tree where Enoch 
Munn was lashed. He got to his feet, Kattening himself against 
the trunk. He li1ed his pistol to eye level, then peered careful-
ly around the tree, scanning, searching for the source of the 
gunshots.

He could see no one.
5rom somewhere behind him, Hayes heard a heavy foot-

step and a twig cracking. He spun around, gun arm eLtended, 
leveled, and ready to ?re, only to take the full brunt of a riKe 
butt in the face.




