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Tebo Sterling, six foot six, thin and raw-boned with sun-dyed skin, shoulder length coal black hair, turned that way from his way of living sat atop his horse and looked down the Main Street of this flea-bitten town, that is, if anyone could call it a town. It only had three buildings on the dusty street. Of course the one Tebo was interested in was the saloon. He always checked every saloon in every small burg he rode through. What was he looking for, you might ask? 

Tebo is a bounty hunter. This trip, the bounty hunter from Texas was on the trail of two sixteen-year-old brothers, Bret & Bart Hunsacker. Some might say that Tebo shouldn't go after someone so young. 

Tebo's answer is, "If they're old enough to take a life they’re old enough to pay with their lives." 

He had been traveling for two weeks and felt he was getting closer. When he questioned the bartender at this latest watering hole, he said the two youngsters had stopped in his establishment wanting a beer. He tried to explain to them there was a town ordinance against serving minors. They refused to accept what he had to say and proceeded to break some chairs over the tables. The bartender said he sent one of his regulars to get the sheriff. 

Sheriff Bartholomew Wainsworth has been sheriff for more years than the brothers had been living and was extremely dedicated to the word of the law. If the law said spitting in the street was against the law, then you had better not spit in the street. So when he walked through the swinging doors, he wasn't in a very good mood for having been woken from his slumber.
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