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Greed is an awful thing. It can take over a person's mind and consume all their energy until it is brought to fulfillment in either of two ways. One being death, or the other way, which is the preferable way, is to find and procure that which a person is greedy for.

Here is a short story of how one man’s greed came to an end. Which way did it end, you may ask? Read this short story and find out for yourself.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Rapture Mountain Region

Nevada Territory 1861

[image: ]




“You ain’t gonna shoot me,” the old timer told him, “so you might as well point that gun somewhere’s else.

“What makes you so sure I ain’t gonna shoot you?” the man sneered.

“You said you wanted to know the location of the gold, ain’t that right?”

“Yeah,” quipped the man. “So?”

“Don’t have to be too smart to figger it out. If’n you shoot me, you ain’t gonna git no information outa a dead man.”

“Maybe I’ll just shoot you in the leg,” the man said. “How’d that be?”

“Does that sound as dumb to you as it does to me?”

“Okay, then, maybe the arm.”

“Young feller,” the old man said as he stopped what he was doing and looked at the man. “If you shoot me anyplace, the shock will probably cause my heart to stop, and it’d be the same as putting a bullet straight into it. Naw, don’t reckon you’re gonna shoot me. At least not ‘til you see the location of that gold. Then I reckon you’re gonna put me outta my misery. Am I right?” He went back to securing the pack on the mule’s back.
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