
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Gunslinger - A Father's Tale

        

        
        
          Gunslinger, Volume 1

        

        
        
          John J. Law

        

        
          Published by J.C. Hulsey Books, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE GUNSLINGER - A FATHER'S TALE

    

    
      First edition. December 5, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 John J. Law.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223822097

    

    
    
      Written by John J. Law.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One: The Spirit of the Law
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The hot sun beat down upon the desert baking the sandy ground, and making it even hotter. Most of the land was dry and empty save for the occasional cactus that sprung out of the land. Most of the animals were underground or in their other hiding spots waiting for the more welcoming, and cooler night to blanket the desert floor. One might say the whole desert seemed almost empty in vast areas, save for the two tiny figures that stood on the hot and arid ground that day. The two figures were playing out a small drama that was insignificant in the larger scheme of things, but was nonetheless part of the endless struggle of life and death. 

Bounty hunter Jacob Spade felt the hard boot on his face. His head was turned around from the impact of the kick. The boot landed squarely on his jaw, and he thought one of his teeth went loose. He was already on the ground, but the kick to the face just made his terrible predicament even worse.

Spade had been lying on the hot desert floor for what seemed like an eternity now. He had bruises and welts all over his body, and his difficulty in breathing indicated a cracked rib somewhere. It was clear that he had taken a beating, and it wasn't ending anytime soon. 

Another boot, but this time to his gut, reminded Spade of this grim reality. The boot struck close to his cracked rib, and Spade coughed out some blood. He could feel the hot sand on his palms now, and he could barely get up.

“Felt that, Bounty Hunter? I'm sure it hurt! Hurt ya good, didn't it? And I ain't stoppin' anytime soon on your account. No sir, I'm just here to give you what you damn well deserve! You deserve this beating you're getting and then some, for what you did to my son!”

Spade felt another kick somewhere in his body. He wasn't even sure where it hit now, as he was starting to get disoriented. The man standing over him meant every word he said. He wasn't about to stop the terrible beating that he was inflicting upon the hapless bounty hunter anytime soon. It was as he said. He was doing this to avenge his son, but he was also enjoying this a little too much. Spade's attacker reveled in his suffering. He wanted to savor his agony as he writhed in pain on the sandy floor, like a worm that was being burned through a magnifying glass's lens. 

The man was Dexter Fendis. Something glistened on Fendis' chest as the rays of the sun struck it. It was a brass star tacked on his chest. The star wasn't polished and was a little dusty, but there was still shine on it. Fendis was a sheriff. Today, out in the desert, Fendis felt he was upholding a law that was much more sacred than the laws that he fought to upheld. Today, Dexter Fendis was fighting to uphold the spirit of the law. The bounty hunter laying on the scorching ground had killed his son, and it wasn't up to no judge or even a mob to decide how to mete out justice. No, justice had to be from the sheriff's own hands, or in this case, boots.

“You killed my son, you soulless bastard! You killed him, an' now you're going to pay for it!”

Spade looked up at Sheriff Fendis. His eyes were burning with hatred and rage. There was no remorse to be found there, and it was clear that he wanted Spade to suffer and die today for what he had done. Spade looked up at the sheriff's eyes, and Sheriff Fendis saw a reflection of what was within himself. The bounty hunter was being beaten to a bloody pulp right now, and was clearly suffering. That still did not change the same rage and hate that burned in his eyes, as well. 

“Yeah, I killed your boy, all right! I did it, an' I don't regret it. Your boy deserved to die, Fendis! You know that as well as I do!”

The bounty hunter's remorseless comment only infuriated Fendis even more. He rained down more kicks upon Spade, who was now totally defenseless.

“Maybe he did deserve to die, but he was still my son! My son! Do you know what it's like losing a son? Does a man like yourself know what it's like to lose family?”

There was a heavy silence that hung in the air after Fendis had spoken. Spade looked down at the sandy ground. It was moist with his own blood. He could taste his own blood dripping from his mouth from where Fendis had kicked him. He could barely see with one eye that was swollen from all the attacks. Spade looked back up at Fendis and spoke.
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