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Chapter One
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The stranger rode into Rimrock just before sundown.

Dust followed his horse down the main street while the town watched from behind windows and porch posts. Rimrock was the sort of place where people noticed a new rider right away, especially one who came alone.

He swung down outside the saloon and tied his horse to the hitch rail. The animal was lean but strong, the kind that had seen long miles and rough country.

The stranger pushed open the saloon doors.

The room went quiet.

A piano player stopped mid-note. Two men at a card table looked up. Even the bartender paused with a bottle halfway to a glass.

The stranger removed his hat and brushed dust from the brim.

“Evenin’,” he said.

Nobody answered.

He stepped up to the bar.

“Whiskey.”

The bartender poured without asking questions. Rimrock had learned long ago that strangers often brought trouble, and trouble had a way of sorting itself out.

The stranger drank slowly.

Behind him someone spoke.

“You new in town?”

The voice belonged to a thick-shouldered man leaning against a post near the poker table. His vest hung open over a gun belt that looked worn from use.

The stranger didn’t turn around.

“Passing through.”

The man chuckled.

“Funny thing about Rimrock. Folks passing through sometimes don’t make it out.”

Now the stranger turned.

His eyes were calm.

“Is that a warning?”

The man smiled thinly.

“Just neighborly advice.”

The stranger set his empty glass on the bar.

“I’m looking for someone.”

That made the room quieter still.

The bartender shifted uneasily.

“Who?” he asked.

The stranger’s voice stayed level.

“Tom Barrow.”

The name moved through the saloon like a cold wind.

The thick-shouldered man pushed himself off the post.

“You just rode into the wrong town,” he said.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE STRANGER
AT RIMROCK

g -
S i :

CLAYTON RIDGE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





