
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Man They Called King

Book Two: The Legend Continues 

Welcome Back to Little Town

What brings ya’ll back ‘round good old Little Town?!? Make yourself comfortable, 


sit on down—I’ll fix some ice-cold sweet tea while you get settled. I reckon I’ll pick up the story from where I left off last time you came ‘round, about the boy they called King and the man he’s becoming now.

The Marshal that gave King the old star heard about the wagon full of old cowboys' bones. And he heard ‘bout how the bartender that runs that little tavern down on the 

edge of town single-handedly turned Old Man Macklen’s crew into pallbearers—without even wastin’ time to set down his glass of water. Hell, he ain’t even turn around—saw Macklen in the mirror and fired off from the holster all crazy-like, leanin’ against the bar, gun upside down.

I know it sounds kinda wild ‘cause you ain’t picturing it quite how it happened. But anyhow, them other 

cowboys seen this bartender ain’t playin’ around. The Marshal said, "That’s some BULLSHIT! If he’s really responsible for that wagon full of skeletons—bones all bleached from the sun, lookin’ all of ten years old—then you think that bartender’s a day over nineteen? Maybe twenty? You think that little bastard was quick enough to take out six men at the age of what—nine or ten? I ain’t the 

best at math, but I’m callin’ it a gotdang myth, a fabled fairy tale. Next, you gonna tell me the boy can talk to animals and fly! Cut the shit."
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