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  Chapter 1




  The wooden saloon doors swayed freely as he entered the tavern. The villainous teeter-tater gang sat to his left, dealing out the cards in a menacing manner. He noticed Miss Kit Kat dancing on stage in her best Sunday dress. The bars keep, kept passing out root beers, knowing all too well that Marcus had his quota. He could smell the foul burps escaping from within the poor guy. It wasn’t long before he saw the scoundrel escorted out of the establishment. The wooden floor creaked as he took long strides to the counter. His long leather duster hung well past the legs of the barstool as he sat down, parched and ready for some fizz. The black handle of his six shooters glinted in the florescent of the overheads, showing his intent on throwing down some rubber.





  John the barkeep has seen him around the dust bowl a time or two and knew that trouble was a-brewin. In his profession, where people would kill for a root beer, he knew when to lay low. He stared at the man and filled up his mug. The foam overtook the rim as he poured an extra-large fizz from the tap. As he slid it down the bar, one hand stopped it dead in its tracks. John leaned forward and whispered in the man’s ear.




  “Now listen CowBob, I don’t want any trouble in these parts. Just take what you’ve come for and leave my place in one piece.”




  Cowbob pulled the sucker from his mouth and placed it gently back into it’s wrapper. Tipping his hat to the good man, he took a swig of fizz and spoke.




  “I reckon I didn’t come looking for trouble, but sometimes trouble comes anyways! I am looking for the ones that call themselves the Teeter-Totter gang. I intend on collecting the bounty and leaving this dustbowl for good.”




  “Now just a minute Cowbob, You don’t want to tangle with them. They are the meanest hombre’s this side of the candy store.”




  “Be that as it is, They are worth a week’s rations of milkshakes and I intend on collecting.”




  John hunkered below the bar and waited for the battle to begin. He prayed he would have a business left by the time Cowbob was done, but would rather lose his tavern than an eye to a rogue rubber-band.




  On stage, Kit-Kat was dancing gracefully to “She’ll be coming around the mountain” kicking her long legs in time with the music. Many gentlemen were enjoying a laugh at the expense of the others who fell victim to the devious abilities of the Teeter-tater gang. Everyone in the dustbowl knew not to play cards with them. They never lose. This was part luck and part mean streak. You see, the leader of the gang, Jack the rubber bandit, would lay down rubber on any man who beat them. They were all doomed.




  More heinous laughter erupted as more cards were handed over. Cowbob could hear the threatening way they played and see the tip of their guns as they spoke.




  “Does anyone have any eights?” Jack asked




  “No sir...go fish”




  Sweat poured from his brow as the light gleamed off of the rifle.




  “No eights? Then give me what you got. How about fives? Maybe threes? Just give them all to me.” Jack laughed raucously.




  The man stood, leaving behind two weeks’ worth of suckers. Regret radiated from the man’s eyes as he remembered the long hours spent cleaning up rooms at the sister inn. Why would they strip a man of two weeks wages? What kind of a monster would do that?





  Cowbob slowly walked to the middle of the room, making mental notes on how many gunslingers there were. He knew he was outgunned.




  “I’m looking for the yeller bellied scoundrels that call themselves the Teeter-Tater gang.”




  The music stopped in an instant and the room fell dreadfully silent. He could see many of the gunslinger’s cowering under the comfort of their tables. He watched as five men stood and took aim on him, holding six shooters and rifles at eye level. To the right, he watched as a hand crept above the table and grabbed the mug of his root beer. Probably afraid it’ll be his last! Thought Cowbob.




  “Let me guess, you are one of them their bounty hunters looking to settle the score and bath in milkshake glory. Is that about the size of it pilgrim?”




  With a quick flick of his wrists, both six shooters were drawn from their resting place and aimed square on Jack’s jawline.




  Many ooh’s and aaw’s came murming from the crowd as they heard him speak.




  “I’m not just a bounty hunter partner...I’m Cowbob.” Now give yourselves up or I’ll be forced to lay down rubber on yer lily liver.”




  Cowbob dropped to the ground as a thick rubber band came flying across the room. It bounced off of the counter and disappeared in the distance. With a loud click, the first shot from his six shooter hit its mark. It bounced off of the mug, spilling the root beer directly on the man’s lap. Laughter rained upon him loud and true and in an instant, the man died of embarrassment. Retaliation came from the gang as the rifle released an extra thick band. Cowbob rolled out of the way at the last second, watching it bounce off of the warm spot his body had just occupied. Two more bands were released from his gun, both nailing the men in the knuckles. Large fat tears streamed down their faces as their gun wielding hands turned red and started to swell.




  Three down, two to go! Cowbob thought as he nimbly dove over the chair. Shot after shot came towards him, never feeling the warmth of his skin. He released the band, aiming high. It came into contact with the light fixture and bounced off. Its new course drove it straight into the chest of Jack’s partner. The sheer force brought the man off of his feet and tumbling into Jack the rubber-bandit.




  Still reluctant to give up, Jack stood, wobbly feet and all, and let loose a band that knocked Cowbob’s hat off of his head.




  “No one shows my hat hair you dirty varmint!”




  He braced his legs as he released the remaining bands at Jack. He watched it careen towards his forehead, sure it would whelp its mark.




  *~*~*




  “Robert! Come on Robert, we have to go!”




  He shook his head and looked at the mess he made with the tin cans. Robert quickly gathered the rubber bands and placed them in his pocket. As he carried his rubber band gun back towards his house, he felt sadness wash over him. He spent the entire summer practicing with his rubber band gun. Now, he is moving to an apartment with nowhere to shoot. Life is simply unfair. He trudged through the grass and into the back yard. As he looked around, memories came flooding back to him.




  His entire childhood was spent in these woods, climbing trees and having adventures. He would come back home with many critters shoved in his pockets, dirty and happy. His Pa would work the land and his ma would hang clothes out to dry. Summer days lasted forever and the winter seemed to breathe new life in the old farmhouse. This was the world he was used to. It all changed for him when his pa accepted a new job. He was to oversee production in a factory in New York. The pay was great, and according to Ma, this was his big chance.




  He watched the last of the boxes being crammed into the moving truck and then closed off from the world. Making it final, making it happen for real. Robert slowly crossed the yard and headed towards the truck. As he climbed aboard, he turned to stare at the house. He could almost sense the sadness from the house as well. The uncertainty it has seemed apparent.




  What kind of people would move into it? Would they take care of it the way we did? Would they enjoy all of the glow in the dark stars he worked so hard to place on the ceiling of his old room? Maybe they would rip them all off and throw them in the garbage. Maybe a toddler would play artist on the eggshell walls where his toy chest used to be.




  He watched the house grow smaller in the distance as the truck carried him away to his new life. Several hours of watching the yellow lines blur together had passed and he still felt sad. His parents tried their best to cheer him up. Stopping every hundred miles or so to buy his happiness. Little did they realize, that even at eight, he could not be bought? Instead, Robert just sighed and closed his eyes, letting his mind drift the pain away.




  *~*~*




  Cowbob mounted Ole Betsy. The sucker stayed between the lips of the hero as he celebrated yet another victory. He aimed to gather his reward and head out into the sunset. He reckoned it was high time too, with the other outlaws gunning for him and nay a reward in sight. Cowbob managed to go from Bounty Hunter to most wanted in a single day. A new record from his standpoint. With an audible thud, the black mare galloped into the unknown. The steady thumping of the hooves against the dirt lifted clouds of dust into the sunny afternoon sky.




  Not knowing where he was going, he trudged on into the night. By sunrise he was sure a new town would arise. A new town full of trouble and treasure for his mighty hand to pluck awaited their hero. As Ole Betsy brought him into view, a sense of dread filled Cowbob. This town was mighty big, full of gun totin, gum chewin outlaws no doubt. He looked at the many shops and busy townsfolk and wondered how he wound up here.




  Ole Betsy trudged on, bringing him further into to town. After several minutes, Cowbob found his new home, the tavern. He tied Ole Betsy to the ring and slowly walked through the saloon doors. It’s felt like a week of Sunday’s since he last wet his whistle. It was time for some fizz. He sat upon the barstool; shadows from his hat masked his hard glare.




  “Root-Beer, extra fizz!”




  *~*~*




  Robert opened the soda and took a large swig. Still feeling the effects of his sleep, he stretched his arms high towards the ceiling. The view was almost overwhelming. He watched the traffic whizz by in a blur and stared at the large skyscrapers in the distance. He couldn’t believe it...New York City. With so much to see, he let excitement into his emotional vocabulary.
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