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Chapter One
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Most folks remembered the drifter for the smile.

It was the sort of smile that made people relax without quite knowing why. Easy, friendly, the kind a man might wear after riding into a quiet town with nothing on his mind but a meal and a bed.

But men who paid close attention noticed something else.

His eyes never stopped moving.

The drifter rode into the town of Broken Spur late in the afternoon, the sun hanging low behind the ridge west of town. His horse walked slow and steady down the dusty street while the townspeople watched from storefronts and boardwalks.

Broken Spur wasn’t a place that saw many strangers.

The drifter swung down outside the saloon and tied his horse to the rail.

He pushed through the swinging doors and stepped inside.

The room quieted just a little.

A piano player kept going, though softer now. Two men leaned over a poker table near the back wall. A bartender polished a glass with a rag that had already given up on getting anything clean.

The drifter stepped to the bar.

“Whiskey,” he said.

The bartender poured it without comment.

The drifter lifted the glass and took a slow drink.

Behind him someone said, “You’re new here.”

The voice carried a touch of challenge.

The drifter turned slightly.

A tall man stood near the poker table, thick shoulders under a dark vest. His revolver sat low on his hip, worn smooth from use.

“Passing through,” the drifter said.

The tall man smiled, though it wasn’t a friendly smile.

“Funny thing about Broken Spur. Folks passing through sometimes end up staying.”

The drifter set his glass down.

“Sometimes,” he said.

The tall man pushed away from the table.

“Well now,” he said, stepping closer. “Let’s see which kind you are.”

The drifter’s smile never changed.
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