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The Muertes Boys Pay a Visit

It was a bright and clear afternoon when Papa Muertes’ boys came knocking. It had been a busy day as usual for Henry Howard. He had been done with tilling his fields and was resting contentedly at his front porch. This had been something of a routine for Henry after a hard day’s work. He had completed most of his work just as the sun was about to set. Henry was about to enjoy a quiet sunset when the Muertes’ boys came onto his property.

Henry noticed his son Thomas Charles, running toward him, right as the Muertes boys came into view. Thomas Charles had always been a precocious and bright little boy. The child was a lot stronger than Henry gave him credit for. He had endured many hardships with his father, the worst of which was his mother passing away due to consumption. Now, as the Muertes boys walked towards the front porch, Henry feared that Thomas Charles would have to endure even more hardship.

“Who are those men Pa?” Thomas Charles asked.

Henry shook his head. He didn’t really know what to tell his boy. So, he decided to make it simple and straightforward.

“You better get inside, son.” he said.

Henry tried to keep his voice from trembling. Several thoughts and feelings came upon him at the same time. He tried to stay tough and firm, but deep inside of him, a storm was raging. Henry Howard knew why Papa Muertes’ boys had come a knocking on his front porch. This was no social visit. It never was with Papa Muertes’ boys.

“What do you say, Mr. Howard? Have you thought about our offer?” a hoarse voice called to Henry.

It was the eldest of the Muertes boys, Pablo. Pablo being the eldest did most of the talking for them. Like the primitive brain of some ancient predator, Pablo seemed to do most of the thinking for his other siblings.

The other siblings smiled and nodded at Henry. There was no true joy or mirth in their grins. Theirs was the face of animals above the food chain eager to make a kill and eat a meal.

Henry shook his head. “You know I can’t sell my crops to you boys! It’s all me and my son have!”

One of the Muertes boys stepped forward. He was clearly the largest in the group. He took two steps towards Henry, and it seemed as if his entire shack shook with each step. It was clear that he was about to do something nasty, but the third Muertes sibling held him back. 

“What’s wrong, Fernanda? He is not selling and that means that I can have my way with him!” the larger Muertes said.

Fernanda Muertes was the smallest and frailest in the group. He was thin and lanky and did not even look like a boy or a man. He spoke with a light voice and at first glance, seemed to be the most harmless of the three.

“Ah Solomon! That is just like you, is it not? The huge bull that sees red in our little family and charges forward! There is always no other way for someone like you, Solomon.” Fernanda said.

“And what other way is there? He will not sell!” Solomon said. He cracked his huge knuckles impatiently against each other.

“Let us let Pablo sort this out before we resort to violence.” Fernanda said.

Pablo smiled and nodded at his two siblings. “Thank you, Fernanda. I do detest violence, and I would rather talk things out when I can. Unlike Solomon there, who is more than eager to run over anything he sees. That being said, Mr. Howard, I beg you to reconsider your position. After all,”

Henry shook his head. “You don’t understand! Me and my son barely have anything to eat, as it is! If we sell our crops to you at such ridiculously low prices, we might just starve!”

There was a tone of desperation in Henry Howard’s voice. He had spent his entire life working the land, and he was not exaggerating. The Muertes boys had offered to buy his crops for this season a few days before. It was set at such a ridiculously low price that there was no way Henry would agree to such outrageous terms. No sane man would agree to that. Unless there was something else that would prod him to sell.

Henry glanced around at the three men. He had heard the stories around town. He knew what this visit was for, because others had told him about their own experiences with the Muertes boys. They had been doing this kind of thing before. It had been a routine for these three men to buy crops, cattle and even land and property from poor farmers at dirt cheap and insulting prices. The farmers did not want to sell, but they had no choice. Not with the threat of Solomon or even Fernanda doing something.
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