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Prologue 
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Mentions to characters and events from other books in the Dango Durango Bounty Hunter series do come up from time to time in this book. However, it’s not necessary to read other books in the series first to have full enjoyment of this book. It is possible to read them in any order and not feel lost or like you are missing something, other than the normal twists and turns on the trail the author takes you on in this journey with Dango. Enjoy. 
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Chapter One 
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Clankie Claster ran from the woods almost as fast as his legs would carry him. His evil eyes were pale blue, traits he had inherited from his white ma. His brownish, dark skin was a combination of things, the fact that he spent most of his days outdoors and Mexican blood somewhere in his family line. The tan skin was coarse, almost as rough as his mannerisms. 

Aiming his lever action, Henry sixteen-shooter, he fired and missed. But it was enough to cause the horse to rare back and throw its rider. Clankie jumped at the opportunity as the rider hit hard on the solid ground and had the wind knocked out of him. 

“You know I’ll have to kill you!” 

The rider didn’t respond, still dazed from the shock of the horse throwing him and the precarious landing. 

Clankie stared at him a moment, just long enough for the rider to get enough wherewithal to lift his head and turn to look at him. When he did, the star on his vest became visible. 

Clankie wasn’t moved by the star. “You know I’ll have to kill you!” He spit a dark spurt of snuff on the dusty ground, raised his sixteen-shooter, BAM! One shot was all it took. The rider didn’t just slump over to death; he fell over suddenly, dead weight fast. His head hit the ground almost as quickly as the bullet had reached his chest when it left Clankie’s rifle.  

Clankie’s next thought was to catch that horse. He reckoned the rider with the star pinned to his vest was part of the posse out looking for him. Feeling the need to hurry, he aimed his gaze to spot the spooked horse, his first thought being, Well I know that horse. 

He whistled, not concerned the posse might hear and come running. If they hadn’t heard the gunfire, he’d be okay. He didn’t always think sensibly. If asked, there weren’t many others who could outsmart him. For example, he had recently left several men hanging from several nooses, and here he was on the run, free instead of dead. 

I know that horse! Recognition came as he tried coaxing the majestic Barb horse over to him. Clankie’s previous gang leader had owned the brute of a horse. It had been stolen from a former slave master who was hung in the barn by his slave.  

Before that, the horse came from Indians who had gotten it from Spanish Conquistadors who explored this part of the world. Ghengis, a Barb horse had been used when the Moors invaded Spain. The main reason the Barbs were used was because they were barbaric.  

Clankie didn’t even wonder why Ghengis had been startled by the bullet fire from his Henry. If he’d thought it out, he’d realized Ghengis was still not his normal sturdy self since his owner, Clankie’s former gang leader had been hanged. 

It didn’t take long before Ghengis recognized Clankie and came over to him. He seemed to need somebody to trust. Clankie patted the side of his head and rubbed the front of his nose,  

“That’s a good boy Ghengis. Come on boy. I need a horse, and you definitely need somebody that’ll keep you busy breaking laws instead of chasing lawbreakers.” 

He hopped on Ghengis without any objections from the Barb dun horse. Away they went, next stop who knows where. They picked up speed and sprinted in the opposite direction than where the rider with the star had come. 

Just before this... 

Clankie Claster had hidden in the woods near Lone Creek, Texas for almost half a week before he felt safe to come out from his hiding spot. This close to town, the pines grew thick. The farther out of town you went, pine trees became sparse and cactus and Joshua Trees took over.  

Didn’t think I’d make it out of it that time. His irrational mind was having a rare episode of making sense. Clankie was as mean as they come; he’d just escaped hanging at the gallows through a series of events that just happened to fall his way. 

As him and the rest of the gang that had been arrested were marched to their executions, about to swing by their necks, he fell off the horse just before it was slapped out from underneath him. One of the reserve posse members who’d been sworn in long enough to provide security for the hanging, got startled and cut the rope. 

Clankie’s thinking was usually muddled, but as he was sneaking out of the forest at Lone Creek, he remembered very clearly the happenings that allowed his escape. He was sitting on the horse the executioner had prepared for him to be sitting on. The other gang members were each sitting on horses prepared for them.  

Each outlaw had a heavy, dusty, burlap, hooded cover slipped over his head. Clankie wasn’t sure if this was to prevent them from seeing their own execution or if it was to protect the witnesses from seeing the condemned bandit’s eyes bulge out, faces change colors, and drool pour from their mouths and noses as their necks broke and they were strangled while hanging at the end of the rope. 

He’d never heard of it happening this way, but here it was. The outlaws sentenced to death sat on the horses just before swinging from the gallows. The execution plan was for the horses to be slapped so they would run out from under the desperadoes sitting on them. This would leave the guilty criminals hanging till dead as the onlookers watched.  

However, the horse Clankie Claster was sitting on, for one reason or another, spooked and took off early before the executioner had planned. When the horse took off, the posse member who was a volunteer deputy also got startled.  

He was sitting on his own horse, and by sheer reaction, without planning, he pulled his ten inch knife from its scabbard and reached over and sliced the rope Clankie was swinging from. He would never be able to fully give an explanation that made sense to anyone who asked. Just one of those spur of the moment things where he made the wrong impulsive call. 

Clankie ran at that moment as hard as he could. The dusty cover over his head didn’t keep him from running. The cut piece of rope that was still around his neck didn’t stop him from running. He was thankful they didn’t hang criminals in Lone Creek with iron shackles on their wrists. That would’ve made his escape a whole lot harder. He ran.  

The sudden unexpectedness of the whole situation worked to his advantage. What that part time reserve deputy did just didn’t make any sense at all. It made so little sense that nobody’s brain in the whole area that day registered quickly enough to allow the hooded outlaw to be captured before he got away.  

So Clankie ran. He ran fast, He bumped into trees, beat through bushes and briars. The whole time he was running, his mind was subconsciously counting at a fast, thumping pace one, two, three, four, five, six, seven... 

It was always one through seven. Always. His mind whirled as he was running. Once he got that blasted hood from over his head, he could tell you every color, every single item, everything he encountered between the site of the hanging gallows and the woods of Lone Creek. The entire time he was running and mentally counting, his mind was noticing everything. Everything.  

And now, here he sat, in the forest on the outskirts of town. He knew Lone Creek wasn’t a good town to return to once he got up the nerve to leave his hiding place. He would run as far away from here as it took, even if he had to leave Texas. He’d do whatever it took to avoid capture. He just knew luck had shined on him, and he wasn’t about to let this chance go to waste.  

Sitting in the woods, unable to slow his mind, he was counting quickly. One through seven. I’ll find someplace where they’ve never heard the name Clankie Claster or the name of the gang I’ve ridden with. He looked at the revolver on his hip. If not, I’ll kill everybody it takes to make sure I don’t ever have another rope around my neck. ​
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Chapter Two 
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Clankie had finally left the safety of the wooded area just outside Lone Creek. He had been certain they would capture him when he heard the hound dogs baying. Those red bloodhounds have keen senses, and their moan is so deep and loud, it seemed they had to be in the same patch of woods with him at least a time or two.  

After more than a full night of not hearing them dogs wailing, he had become determined to make a run for it. As soon as he had raced from the woods, he heard the horse hooves hitting the ground, looked that direction and saw the lawman and shot him in the chest. Right after that, he had whistled for the horse he’d recognized. 
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