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CHAPTER ONE
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Rickety Springs, Wire Rim County, Texas - 1878

Brian Cavanaugh shook his head as he contemplated what the date was. It was his birthday. Brian has just reached the half century mark in his life. People have always said if a professional gunfighter lives past fifty, he is either very good or very lucky. At this age, he has decided to hang up his gun and retire. So, he has started traveling across the country to return to the place where he had the happiest days in his life and live out the rest of his life in a peaceful environment. 

However, life isn't always fair, or maybe it is. Perhaps a person has to atone for his past sins before he can live in peace. Brian stands six feet four inches, has graying hair that at one time was brown in color. His gunmetal gray eyes are the color of his six shooter and can cut a person down, almost as fast as his pistol, with his glare. His body is thicker than as a young man, but his reflexes are just as fast, if not faster. It took years of practice to hone his skills. He has a keen eye and can bring down an opponent at sixty yards without any problem. 

It was rumored that Wild Bill Hickok shot a man in the heart, seventy five yards away, with on old ball and cap. 36 caliber pistol. Howeve, that's isn’t called a rumor for no reason. Legends have always been able to shoot better than normal folks.

Cavanaugh killed his first man when he was twenty two years old.

I had been enjoying a drink at the local watering hole and accidentally brushed against a man's arm causing him to spill his drink. Words were exchanged and a challenge was thrown out. Being young and uneducated in the ways of the world, I accepted the challenge and stepped into the street. 

I had only been wearing my Colt.45 Peacemaker a little over a month, but every chance I had I would go into the woods and practice, not only shooting straight, but also perfecting my fast draw. I was sure I was as fast as anybody else. I stepped into the street first and put the sun at my back. 

There was a hot Texas sun about halfway down in the sky. I could see that the glare was blinding the other man. I took my gunman's stance that I had been practicing for weeks. I could feel the fear of the situation that I had gotten himself into. Sweat started running between my shoulder blades. 

"Oh, Lord, I don't want to die. Please, if you'll just get me out of this, I promise I’ll live a good life." 

The other man reached for his gun and my slug tore into his body, entering just to the right of the center of his chest. His hand released the gun that he had barely gotten out of his holster. He looked down at the hole that was leaking blood into his shirt, then looked at me with a scared look on his face. He crumpled to the ground in a heap. His body jerked a few times and then lay still. 
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CHAPTER TWO
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I returned my pistol to my holster just as the sheriff ran up.  

"Alright, Cavanaugh. Let's go." 

"Go where. It was self-defense. Ask anybody. They all saw it." 

"Let's talk about it in my office. Come on." 

"You know what? I don't think I will. I didn't do nothing wrong and I ain't going to jail." 

"I'm asking you nice to come along. Just because you outshot that pilgrim don't make you a fast gun. Come along. I won't ask again." 

"And if I don't?" I started backing away. When I was probably ten feet away, I assumed my gunfighter stance that had served me so well only minutes ago. 

"You don't wanta do this? I'm faster than you. There's no reason for you to die." 

"Who says I'm gonna die? Make your play." 

It was like everything slowed to a crawl. I saw the tick in his eye just before his hand started for his revolver. My gun was in my hand, cocked and fired before his gun cleared leather. He finished the draw, but didn't have the strength to raise it to fire. He slumped forward and fell to his knees, then fell onto his face in the dusty street. 

"Did you see that? The Cavanaugh kid outdrew the sheriff. Faster than a lightning strike. I never seen nothing like it. Man, he's the fastest I ever seen. I shore ain't gonna make him mad at me." 

I slid my gun back into the holster, turned and looked around at the gawking crowd, puffed out my chest feeling I was ten feet tall. I started walking away from the two dead bodies lying in the street. I could hear the whispers from the crowd as they parted to let me pass. 

That was my first time to take another human being's life, but it wasn't the last. I was a big man in town after this episode. I couldn't even buy my own drinks. I was a big man, a celebrity. I was as famous as Wild Bill Hicock.

A few days later I was leaning my chair back against the wall of the post office with my feet propped up on the rail in front. If somebody came down the sidewalk, they would detour around me so as not to disturb me. I felt like a king. All I needed was a throne. As I sat there with the brim of my hat shading my eyes against the afternoon sun, I noticed a shadow from under my hat pass over me and blocked out that sun. I pushed my hat back and raised my eyes to see what was disturbing the sunlight. I saw a big black stallion standing in front of the hitch rail. 

I raised my eyes a little more and there was a big man dressed all in black, sitting on that black horse. I, also, noticed his silver inlaid holster with a pearl handled gun sticking out. 

"You the Cavanaugh Kid?" 

"Who wants to know?" I slammed the chair legs down onto the wooden boardwalk, and stood up. 

"You killed my brother and now I'm gonna kill you."

"Listen, Stranger. I don't know you or your brother."

"Sheriff Brent Vermillion was my brother and they tell me you shot and killed him. You musta shot him in the back. Couldn't nobody alive take Brent in a fair fight? He was faster than me." 
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