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	Introduction 


	



	



	    My name is Billy Guajardo. Welcome to a Dark Western Tale. About a town that Angels In Heaven left behind for heathen humans to enjoy. A place Angels Call the Devil's Playground. In turn gave it many names. Backbone, Barkersville, and Tombstone. Welcome cowboys and cowgirls to a Dark Wild West Novel. 


	    A creepy tale of a gunfighter and Countless Sheriffs. Countless dark dead gunslingers. Each and every gun with a heart to face death? A State of Endless Crooked Town Sheriffs. I look over a group of Townspeople's Children. One look into those waiting wanting faces and eyes. I begin to speak in my usual hollow tone in words. 


	    A story of a gunfighter's graveyard on a hill in a town with no name, address or found in any book but, but mine? It does exist on a hill in a graveyard named Backbone.       


	    Townspeople claim the graveyard woke one night during a lightning storm. Different colored lightning both white and black bolts hit the dirt ground that night. The town heard it rumble and roar from one edge to the other. The thought of a poltergeist waking sent a shiver through every Law Man's Backbone. Every Law Man felt the change in town that day. Could a real cowboy poltergeist rise from a grave? Worst, could many wake on the same night with a deathly surprise for the town? 


	    As I sit in an Antique Wooden Chair engraved by a famous Wood Carver. Some people call it a Throne. I sit there I wonder, think, envision my next idea. I begin to write my ghost story. I  carve my story in the dark with my vision and a laptop. 


	   With a cup of coffee in my left hand. I whisper to Children of every Age. I begin my story about a Gunfighter from the Wild West! A Tale about a few Dark friends. Friends, that will wake in a Graveyard filled with vengefulness. Numerous Dark Demon Gunfighters, walk into Town for his last showdown with the Lawman that put him in the ground? 


	   When they finally decide to leave this Godforsaken Town. It will be in a cloud of black fiery ball of ash made of dirty. Meanwhile, the gunfighter will look forward to his next death! He will return to the scene of his duel. A fight to the death. Too relive an infamous moment in history in a time most lawmen forgot. A gunfight that took his last breath. Unaware that the Gunfighter Died in a gunfight. He will return to make his big debut in a town that Angels renamed Backbone. For another gunfight like the last to the death. He will look for the Lawman Wearing a Badge that killed him one day in History. A Lawman that placed him in the ground sometime ago. Or a Lawman that needed to return to finish his duty to his Town and Townspeople? Beneath the town there is a prison that exists. 


	     Time will unleash a horde of half starved cannibals. That live in a prison beneath the Town. The Mayor forgot to feed them. He forgot they were still in prison. After the prisoner did his time. They will eat what they find even rotted meat before a prisoner's eyes. A beast covered in white salt ripped a rodent apart the size of a small dog. His stomach will remain full with meat for the time being. This Cannibal loves anything he can sink his teeth in both alive and dead. The prisoner will look forward to a live rodent that accidentally stumbles into his cell. When the prisoner can catch it. When he does he will savour every nibble, bite and morsel of its meaty juices. 


	   When the Gunfighter wakes. He will leave the town graveyard. A nest of large black sewer rats, follow. They follow him back through the dark into Town for an all you can eat buffet. The sound of a huge rodent squeaking fills every ear in town. A huge black rat will return to Town to nibble away on Townspeople's Ears and cheese. He will have a name. His friend will have one too. Billy Ratt and his tiny furry friends. 


	    They will rise from the ground where they made a nest. They will search for fresh cheese with its front and lower sharp incisors? 


	   Numerous Dark Outlaw Gunslingers rise from the dirt covered in earth. A spooky wax museum nobody can see mysteriously appears. Numerous dark beings made of wax start to move around like they're human. Something, alive in a dark circle of smoke made them move behind the other. He gave them a breath of life. He gave them life in other senses. They live in a creepy place near the town graveyard on a hill. The last place you will see before you leave Backbone. If you stop by, they will talk to every visitor and anyone that visited the Museum. 


	    A Creepy being named Maresman. Maker of Monsters also lives in the Museum. They return to share the last word and thought with Him. If you hear about this tiny town. Whatever you do don't come? Do not enter the Town of Long Lost Forgotten Dark Dead Gunfighters. I am only a Caretaker in Town. A Custodian to both Town and People who live here. If you are in need of my service. I may even find you peace and quiet in this, quaint little place in the middle of nowhere. A Dark Dead Gunfighter covered in dirt, 


	one gun on each side of his holster and black fiery eyes, asks. Do you want to play a game of life and death with me Little Boy?you can hear the sound of crackle in both eyes. Every flake fell from his body, face, head and eye in black fiery ash. Ready or not here, I come. Tell the Marshall, Sheriff and Deputy. Tell the Townspeople we will be there too eat?     


	    The sound of black dirt falling to one side woke the other dead in a graveyard on the hill. The sound of thunder ruffled everything in the skies. A black bolt of lightning hit one grave in particular. One name engraved on a headstone made of solid concrete surfaced. The infamous Billy the Kidd. Another bolt of lightning hit the grave next to his. One more bolt hit one more after his. Six bolts of black lightning struck one grave marker after the other. Until six dead gunfighters began to wake behind the others. 


	    The sky overhead began to rumble. It began to roar. Thunder filled every ear in town. Especially in the Jailhouse, Diner and throughout Town. As the night blanketed the sky, town and graveyard. An evil that once walked through Backbone found its way home again from the Gunfighter's Graveyard.  


	     As the sky slowly changed color. Six bolts of soft clear lightning fell from the night skies down in the same graveyard on the hill. Something else happened that night after 6 evil gunfighters wake from a deathly sleep. Six Good Men that once protected the town from thieves and murderers wake as well. They follow 6 evil men after waking from a deathly sleep one hour behind the others. He could hear them walk into town, rise through the black dirt from a grave and laugh at the night skies once he stands. 


	    As the night became dark and darker. Six dark dead deathly gunfighters begin to walk down a  dirt road into town. Each beneath a black hat blanketed in dirt. A pair of black jeans and a dusty colored shirt. A scarf wrapped around his neck tied into a knot. Each gunfighter in a different colored shirt and scarf. Each covered in black dirt found in a grave. A Deathly Gunfghter's Grave!  


	    The sound of footsteps walk beneath the dark under the skies. The sound of laughing hyena sift through the night air in a wind. Six dark dead gunfighters tell one another a joke on the walk toward town. Each with the same intention in mind. Too return every Law Dawg to the Black Earth. A place next to mine ''he laughs. We will find him and the others. They tell one another an evil joke as they grow closer. Until, the trail came to life with the sound of laughng hyena. The sound of a cowboy's boots walking on a bed of rocks. And one dead gunslinger behind the other vanishes in a burst of dark thunder. The sound of laughing hyena slowly fade away in countless charcoal smoke clouds. On the way into a Town that never existed Named Backbone.


	  


	








	



	Chapter One Law 


	



	



	    Once upon a dark time in the Wild West. A Team of Law Men rode into Backbone on Horses. After a Gunfighter took it from Authority with a handgun. A team of unlawful gunfighters, follow. Every man with a gun, walk of life rode into Town with one mission in mind to kill a gunfighter. Ever since a Man Name Johnny Grubbs. Sent a band of unlawful gunmen known as gunfighters. After a Sheriff Named Buck Wolf for the first time in Western History. 


	    One Day a well known Gunfighter Walked into the center of Town. He ordered the Town Sheriff named Buck into the middle of a street. Right into the center of town to a duel, to a fight, to the death with 3 Well Known Gunfighters. The next thing that happened. He had to meet these bad men in the center of Town without much hesitation or else. A road that divided Backbone right down the middle. At one time, they did call a piece of Backbone, Barkersville. The Town of Deathly Tombs?


	    They say bad men threatened the Sheriff one day. They warned him with threatening words. If you do not walk into the middle of the street Sheriff. I will walk into the Diner across the street instead. Guess who, I will find in the Diner Lawman? No, not just a fresh slice of pie or strawberry shortcake. No Sheriff, not my my Dinner either. I will find a sweet little young lady named Lilly. She has a little boy name Timmy. She named him after a Town just to give you a clue. If I were you Sheriff sweet cheeks. I would walk into the middle of the street with us. At least she will know there is one man left in Backbone. You, Sheriff?  


	    After he heard what the Gunfighter told him. He stepped into the middle of town that Day. The Sheriff Made the Sign of the Cross first. On his way across a wooden walkway. He had adjust his belt, holster, and buckle. He made sure his gun was loaded. Before he slipped it back into his holster. He raised his head he felt a ball of sunlight over his face. He had to lower the front part of his hat. He had to block the sunlight if he wanted a chance in a gunfight with 3 well known murderers. No, not just gunfighters. No, he knew them by name. Each face plastered across a Wanted Poster. Every murderer with a price on his head. Men that had nothing left to live for but kill to live. They could not turn back the hands on time. Instead they taught them self to embrace the future. Whether it would be a short one or not?


	    I stood on the number six on a clock in the street. I faced one standing at nine O'clock. One other stood at twelve o'clock. The last stood at on the number three. I step into the middle of the street. I stare into each face of each gunfighter. I remember each gunfighter from the Town Saloon. I remember each and every ugly face. Especially every direct stare in his eyes.  


	    I had no idea I would be facing them today. I had to know why he hated law men so bad. He told me he did not need to tell me. Either than he did not like an Officer of the Law period. 


	    The gunfighter with an attitude warned me. This could be the end of the line as we know it. Even if i were that good of a shot. I would never kill 3 of them at once he warned me. He began to speak to me in a funny language. I heard something that did not sound English. I knew what it meant that he told me. We might meet on the hill in the town graveyard. If I do. Keep an eye out for me. I know your going to die. There is no way you can outgun 3 of us. He points at a clock on the Bank Tower. When the big hand lands on 12'01 exactly. One of us will be dead Sheriff. I had almost 57 seconds left. I kept one eye on the diner. The other I kept on the big hand on a Bank Tower. I would steal a glance at each face of a gunfighter. I count what remained on the clock. I count only 32 seconds left. I know I have just enough time to enjoy one last look at the baby blue skies. One quick glance at the skies. I lower my head just in time. I begin to count in my head 10, 9, 8, 7, 6, before every hand on every gun produced enough firepower to kill the other. It was over in 5 seconds flat. Three of us lay dead.  


	    Townspeople slowly crept into the street. They find the Sheriff Laying Dead in the middle of the road. They find 2 dead gunfighters. The Sheriff had a few words left in his mouth to say. He had to make sure his town would be safe from varmints. Please, he told his Deputies. Make my town great again. Do not make my death meaningless. Let them know many men died for Backbone. And many more will die before its over huu. 


	    They carry the Late Sheriff's Dead Body to a place on the hill. His Last Resting Place on Earth. In a Graveyard Buried in Backbone. Where they bury Good Men across from bad. On the other half a Lonely Forgotten Graveyard for a Deadly Gunfighter Waits. He dared to defy the Law. And the Law that Represented This Town with his dying breath. Now, they both lay up in a Graveyard beneath the Heavenly Skies. Where the dead will lay in a bird's eye view of each other. Until, the dead gunfighter wakes. 


	    Lawmen lay across from them waiting to wake as well. If they should ever wake from that dark deep sleep. They will wake behind them with a Tin Star pinned to his chest just like the Good Old Days. They will follow them down a long lonely trail. That will lead them back into  the Town Named Backbone.   


	    He had no choice in the matter after they warned him. Numerous infamous well known gunfighters. Rise with a word on his lips. He faced a number of gunfighters. Each with a name only the Devil in Hell would know. A dark scaly beast that resides in every deathly graveyard.  The Devil is the only creature that knew them by name.


	    Every Face of a murderer lay plastered on a number of Wanted Posters. Each of an Outlaw lay across every State Line that led into Backbone. One gunfighter began to speak. He will find every poster of him on the wall. He will replaster them on every Law Man's Chest with a bullet hole. He will find them in his possession instead. Unless, they resolve it in a dark deep devilish laughter. I will leave them on the chest of every Marshall, Sheriff and Deputy haha. I will leave them with my face on the poster on his dead body. 


	    A Marshall had something to say. We hang Men, Women and Young People who Kill Lawmen in this Town ''he replied. One male laughed, he sounded more like a laughing hyena when he laughs. The Town Sheriff listened to him speak. God Forbid it should happen ''he exclaimed. With a dark look on his mug, and an evil stare in his eyes. He turns to face a wall of Wanted Posters with a black eye. His poster faced the street outside. Some Townspeople could see the resemblance. Damn it if history should ever repeats itself.  


	    The Next Day the Sheriff Spoke to Townspeople. We will find John Grubbs. If he is still on his Ranch. I have many Uniformed Soldiers. There on the way here to arrest him. A small Team of Marshalls and Deputies will help. If he has multiple guns waiting. We will Hang Men as soon as I have them in custody. Believe me People of Backbone. Every crook, bad man, politician, bank robber and hired gun will pay for his crimes. Townspeople began to cheer for a new Lawman, hip hip hurray?  


	    A Marshall Ordered a rope tossed over every wood beam. One sat right outside the Late Sheriff's Office. We will hang them right here Deputy. I want you to tell everybody first thing tomorrow morning. We will ride into Grubbs Ranch to arrest him. We will arrest his small army of Gunfighters. Those men he hired to kill us. We will hang every bad man. And Grubbs Gunmen as soon as we have a warrant available. Good people of Backbone. I will be your saviour? We will have them executed after a Judge Found them Guilty. Make sure we have a prison empty on hand. You will not have to worry about them anymore Marshall. We have a Town next over with an entire empty Prison beneath it. Really, I did not know that Sheriff? Now you do Marshall? 


	    One other man claims to be Sheriff. He rode into Town Days Later. I'm here to clean up this Town. I am appointed by the Marshall's Office. We already have a man who claims he will clean up this Town. His Name please? I am unsure? I can tell you this much. We found Mister Grubbs at home. His face is covered in bird pecks. A flock of birds pecked at his face. They began to call him freckles. Every cheek is covered in red spots. Both had been picked, plucked by birds or rodents I heard. His gunmen were also picked on. Also nibbled on by critter size bite marks. Who did it mister? It had to be the cannibals in town. I heard they live in Backbone. I never heard of an inmate turning cannibal. Cannibal? Where did he come from? I have no idea where he came from. I heard he is a prisoner. They would eat the dead and dying to remain alive. I heard they were left behind in prison here in Backbone. When the town stopped feeding them. They began to turn on each other for food. Too afraid to die? It would eat anyone, anything, everyone and everything to remain alive as long as he could. It would peel the skin off of a prisoner's body. He would eat the meat that waited beneath the skin. 


	    Tell me what is the Marshall's Name? The man sitting in my seat. He will be here for a little while, mister. I am the Sheriff of this Town. I have my authoritive papers. I have a job. I will be Backbone's next Sheriff. I will head to headquarters. I will tell him, myself. He shook a leather horse strap toward the Sheriff's Office. I will be Backbone's New Town Sheriff. I will truly be a Godsend. Every Town person sighed after they heard him talk?  What a relief . Finally we have someone that loves to work. 


	    A tall man six feet tall, black hair, and dark brown eyes, yells. By the way, my name is Wyatt Darkman. I want you to tell me your name. I am going to take this Town apart. One business, one jailhouse, one ranch, one cell, one gunfighter, one cowboy at a time. I will be here until I finish my mission. You can tell the Town that a Famous Sheriff Resides in Backbone now. Tell them, I have come to save the Townspeople of Backbone from murdering thieves. In every form of corruption. I will kill a handful of cannibals. If they still live in Backbone? He heard a name yell back at him. My name is Marshall Bushman. I have been expecting you. You must be the Sheriff that the Marshall's Office Sent. That, I am Marshall. I know your name. Now, You know mine? I will meet you in the Jailhouse Young Man. I will see you there.    


	    Marshall Bushman is a tall six foot man with brown hair and eyes. He headed toward the Town Jail. Both Men in Law head to the Jailhouse to draw up a plan for John Grubbs Cattle Ranch. I plan to raid his Home early tomorrow morning. I heard he has a hundred gunmen working for him. Now, that you are here. I have to include you, Sheriff. I saw your papers. I know you are the real McCoy sent here from Headquarters. I think we should wait for the Military to help us in the raid. Or, we could go in thirty two strong. With every gun aiming at his head and body? And we could still lose? 


	    We could arrest them by our self. We could go in shooting with every gun if we had too. It could be bad no matter how it ends, Sheriff. Its your choice? How do you want to handle it. I think we should send someone to his ranch with a warning. I think we should tell him. We will arrest him if he does not surrender. I think this would be the best call Marshall. I would like to go in person to warn him, myself. You are still the Sheriff of this Town. Why not send someone else just in case it ends badly? No, I will show up with a small posse of my own, Marshall. I think it is best that I do it my way. I would not want an onslaught on my behalf. I would rather hang Grubbs for killing the Sheriff. I think it would be a much better plan. I think I would like a steak dinner for lunch to go with it. I think I could wait until tomorrow morning like you told me Marshall. Before me and my posse raid the ranch on the edge of Town. That will do Sheriff. Mister Wyatt Darkman!. My name is Marshall Bushman. My first name is George. They use to make fun of me when I was a fat kid. Now, I think we should have Steak for lunch. I remember when I was a kid. I would dream of steak. Now, I eat steak for breakfast, lunch and dinner. 


	    Both Men stop in the middle of a conversation. After the sound of a growling stomach echoes. Both Lawmen leave the jailhouse after a quick look around in the office. This is where you will work from now on Sheriff. It is always better to be on the outside then the inside like a varmint Marshall?


	    Both Lawmen sit down to lunch. By now it is almost Dinnertime. They both sit down to a steak and egg platter. They continue to talk over dinner while Lilly now a Widow listened to them talk. She brought a fresh pot of hot coffee. Sat down in a seat next to them. Waited for one of them to ask for something other than fresh coffee. Neither one appeared to be interested in anymore coffee. They were too busy eating buttermilk biscuits smothered in butter and honey. Wyatt scooped up as much yellow yoke as possible with his biscuit. Then he shoved it in his mouth dripping wet. Both men sit down for another hour until they hear a gunshot. It woke them from lunch. Both Lawmen walk into the street from the diner. Lilly watched from a window like she did that day Jack Wolf Died. A man in black clothes hat and a scarf wrapped around his face rode into Town. His handgun aims directly at the skies. He unleashed a barrage of bullets in the air. I have a warning for you Sheriff ''he yelled. He looked at the Marshall, Sheriff and countless Deputies with a Badge. And you too buster. John Grubbs told me to tell you if you dare show up at his home. He will send you and your boys home in a serenade of body bags. He will kill anything and everything that walks and crawls toward his front door. If I do not make it back to tell him that, I delivered his message. I would not be Sheriff much longer. It meant I died by the hand of a Lawman. Numerous Lawmen run into the street to surround him on every side. Like I told you Lawman. If I do not make it back. I will have my revenge one way or the other. If not here and now then it will be later. Multiple Lawmen surround him with a hand on their gun still strapped inside its holster. A tall man in black clothes by the way he sat down on his horse. I take it you want a demonstration Marshall. If I climb down off of my horse. I will show you who and what I am mister. Why, I really came to Town Lawman. One Deputy stepped forward to oblige him. Why don't you mister man in black. He climbed down off of his horse. He welcomed the Lawmen to his death. Or a living man that had no reason to live anymore. A dying man filled with cancer in search of an Angel to place him out of his misery. Well, here I am law doggy. His boots hit the ground one after the other. He chased his horse away with a yell. He looked into the eyes of Marshall Bushman with a stare that told him he had seen death many times. The look of death came here to place its roots in the ground. He moved one side of his long dark colored leather coat. He had two guns 1 on each side of his holster. Each one sparkled like it had been made from a cluster of diamonds. The Sunlight hit them both just perfectly. The dark man faced ten to twelve guns by himself. Listen to me Marshall if I do not leave here. I will guarantee you some of you will not leave here either. It is your move lawman. What is your name outlaw? I must have a picture of you somewhere that I'm sure. I doubt it lawman? His voice began to change into something much more meaner and inhuman. Marshall Bushman stopped his Lawmen from making a bad move. I think you better deliver that warning instead cowboy. Whoever you are. I would keep that between us cowboy. I want you to get back up on your pony. I want you to ride back to Grubbs Ranch. I want you to deliver a message on our behalf. Tell him I will be riding come a hurricane or Hell. I will be there to arrest him. If he does not comply with the Marshall. Bring him back his horse so he can ride out of Town. You made a wise decision Marshall. So did the rest of you Lawmen with an evil smirk on his lips. Ride back to the ranch buster. Tell him what I told you! Tell him I will be there as soon as it is light out. I will deliver that message after I tell a few jokes first. How you let me ride out of Town without a much of a fuss. One Deputy brought back his horse after he walked away. He jumped on him like a real cowboy. He rode down the street toward the edge of Town, yelling. You know he will not let you reach his ranch. He will be coming Marshall. And his brother Hell will be at his side. You hear me man in a badge. Hell will ride with him into Town to find you. Tell Hell and Grubbs. I will be right here waiting! Sure thing Lawman haha! Tell him we will be here in town, waiting. He raised his head he wondered if he made the right decision. Did he allow a gunfighter to leave Town when he should be in prison? Or did he look for a sign of fairness that no one would miss. He could be right then again he could be wrong. A cloud of dust rose beneath the gunfighter's hoofs. It rose around him like a phantom in the night. Both the varmint and his horse vanish. It looked like he vanished in a cloud of dust seconds before he reached the corner of town.   


	    Maybe the Devil made it to Backbone. Maybe this is Hell he wondered. Maybe we are in for a big surprise that is yet to come. He looked away he lowered his stare. It is time to prepare the Townspeople for a battle with John Grubbs and a Ruthless Gang of Wanted Outlaws. I want Deputies Posted at every entrance that led into Town. I have no idea how in the world they would get into Town through a hidden road I do know they could ride around Backbone to reach the other entrance if they wanted too. He remembered it would take a day if not two to ride around the entire mountain town to reach the other entrance. If they left already Marshall. We could be waiting for them to ride into Town any second now. The Marshall never thought of it that way. He turns to face a cemetery on a Hill. He Ordered 2 Deputies to stand guard near the cemetery. If you hear or see anything. I want you to ride as fast as you can back into Town. I want to know the second anyone rode that way if they did. I have 4 Deputies at my disposal. I also have Thirty Three Town Appointed  Deputies Authorized by the Office to place criminals under arrest? They are waiting for someone or something to lead them against Grubbs and Gunslingers. I think we better place another 2 Deputies on the edge of Town. I want a handful of Deputies on every roof in Town on both sides. I want the best sharp shooter we have to stop the enemy before they get within forty feet of my jailhouse. I want you to take enough food and water with you before you go. I will relieve you every 10 hours. Now, get going before I do it myself.  


	    Marshall Bushman gave every order after that. Every Marshall and Deputy took a post. They head for every rooftop, building, gangway and every business in Town. They head to  the jailhouse to devise a plan just in case there is an attack from a gang of Gunslingers. He headed to the jailhouse to wait. If they did show up with a band of cut throats. He would be ready ''he thought. 


	    Once inside the jailhouse. Both Lawmen take a seat before the army rode into Town. I have a pile of wanted posters to go through. I would like you to look through this bunch Sheriff. If you find anyone or anything that looks like anyone we came across so  far. I want


	his name then I want them arrested before they leave Town. If not I want to know why they both left here with another life. When will you be leaving Marshall Bushman? As soon as I receive my power and my monies. That will be as soon as we apprehend John Grubbs. And his gang for every killing that took place in Backbone. I have a dead Sheriff and numerous Deputies in a Cemetery. I want everyone responsible for their murder Sheriff. Do you have anything else, you would like to ask? No, not at all Marshall. Not at this moment I don't. I did not come here to rain on anyone's parade. I came here for Justice, Sheriff. I do not want your job nor ever will. I came here because we have news that this is a bad town. There is no other Town in the State with a reputation like Backbone. They would not send four Marshalls to one Town for nothing. We better get down to business Sheriff or will end up burying each other, instead. I'm with you Marshall. Pass me a pile of wanted posters. I will search for any fresh or an old wanted face of an outlaw. Both Lawmen sat down to study a handful of Wanted Outlaws. He had a poster of a criminal. They go through a stack of pictures. A stack sat almost two feet tall. First they Order a piece of peach pie with a pot of hot coffee.


	    Back at Grubbs Cattle Ranch just on the outskirts of Town. They prepare for a raid with the Town Law and Military. Two Days Earlier he ordered a hundred gunfighters. We have business in Backbone with several Lawmen. Men that want to steal my Town from my Ancestors. They built it in blood, time, sweat, money, and death. They built this Town from nothing. You hear me Law Men. I want this Town back, its People and you to appreciate it. I want them to know I built this Town. With my own two hands and the sweat on my brow. I want these men to stop crying over me. My people built this Town. I want it back. You hear me Men! I want it back! I want fifty men to ride into Town through the graveyard. I will ride into Town with the other fifty. We will surprise them before they have any time to regroup. I will take my Town back or I will die with my town's name on my lips. One hundred loud voices scream back yaaaa. We have fifty gunslingers. Each gunfighter knew how to shoot. Each one with his own license to kill. I have fifty men that want to be the next Billy the Kidd. How about you my freckle faced kid. A young male with a head full of red hair and a face blanketed in freckles. I just want a job Mister Grubbs that is all. I do not want to ride into Town or kill anybody that does not have it coming. I think you need a milk pail instead kid. I think you better go milk me a cow instead. I might be awfully thirsty by the time I get back milk boy. How much does it pay? I did not think you had it in you to be a real cowboy sweetie. I want you to get out of my room freckles. I have work to do with real gunfighters. I sure will Mister Grubbs. I sure will he stopped before he reaches the door. You would not have a milk pail anywhere handy would you? Get out of my face boy. Go milk a cow like a little girl, Jerry. I have some man work to do like killing! He opens the door to a large room that Grubbs would use to have meetings. A tall six foot man with red hair and a face covered in freckles finally leaves.


	    John Grubbs ordered one hundred men including gunslingers to leave with them. We have a date with death in Backbone. I will give you two days. Meet me in Town. We will take the Marshall and Acting Sheriff to his grave. You should be there just before daybreak if I'm right. I will leave here one hour before you reach the graveyard. It should not take you more than a day and a half from now to ride around the Town. I will send someone to the graveyard to look for you before I ride into Town with my guns blazing. The first team can leave now. I will talk with other men while you ride into Town that I will rename.I will call it the Town of Tombs when I'm done. I will rename it in the honor of my long lost Dead Grand Pappy. The Town we now call Backbone. The only dust you will find from now on. Will be the Dust of Backbone's Townspeople. If I can help it.  


	    Fifty Gunmen rode around Backbone straight into the Countryside. Gunslingers remain behind to catch up on sleep and food. Cowboys, were just a diversion. He plan to fool the Law. Gunfighters were the real deal when it came to killing. It came with the territory when it came to dying too. Grubbs knew a thing about both. His Great, Grandfather believed the only way to get things done. Would be to pick up a gun or hire a gunslinger. He had to be a gunfighter before he ever became a Lawman. When a known gunslinger entered Backbone back then. Usually, he would kill the Town Sheriff. He had to know something about guns. Now it is my turn to take back Backbone. Are you with me Men! Several gunmen yell an answer to his question. Yes we will! We will take that Marshall and his sidekick Sheriff whatever his name is with us to hell. We will call that Town from now on like Grubbs says. The Town that dreaded John Grubbs Return! The entire room filled with laughter seconds after. I think we better celebrate while we can. I have a funny feeling that some of you will not be with me when I return. So, I think we better enjoy the time we have left drinking and chasing pretty girls. Bring in the dancing girls. And several wood crates of gran pappy's whiskey. I want my Men to have a good time before they die! I want them to know that when they fight for John Grubbs. They get everything a gunfighter should get from a boss. Now have a ball until you fall asleep. Two days from now you may be dead.  We will ride into Backbone with no regret of dying. A ride we will never forget until our eyes are closed. Who knows Men? We might go down in History, Someday. Backbone and  Barkersville will be the most infamous Towns on Earth. Drink up, I say Men. A wall of young women invade the large meeting room. Grubbs walked away with his face covered in tiny thin blisters. He looks like he was attacked by a flock of hungry birds. Dime sized blisters cover his face and hands He looks so funny that one man who worked on the ranch with horses. Got fired for snickering at him.


	    John Grubbs walked into a hall that led to every room in the house. Numerous Maids and a Butler serve him his every need. On his way to his bedroom to take his usual nap. He stopped in the kitchen for a drink, meat taco that his cook made for Dinner. And decided to wait for dinner after he grabbed a taco. He headed for the second floor in his home where his room waited. I will get those thieves. I swear Grandpappy! For stealing every nickle that belongs to my Grandpappy's Hard Work and Labor. I swear, I will kill each and every one of them? I will take what is rightfully Mine from Backbone. I will even take an Oath. 


	    The cook reached for a pot of hot coffee. He made Mister Grubbs a cup before he turns in for the evening. A knock at the door told him that his cup of coffee waited. Grubbs walked into his room after he closed the bedroom door. He sat down on the edge of his bed with a taco. He sat down he ate a meat taco until it vanished in his hand. His dark cold callous stare fills in demise. It told him he felt like he was robbed. His Grandpappy’s Hard Work went right down the drain. A Sheriff and a Marshall actually believed he could clean up a Town like Backbone. Well you just wait and see Lawmen. I will be down there to show you who's the boss. I will clean up the Town with your dead bodies. He turns his head he faced his left. He stared at a five foot mirror at a face covered in bird size pecks. He growled we will kill every Backbone Resident when I get there. He stared at the center of the mirror. He saw a tiny critter eating away at his face, neck and the skin on his hands. He can see a face of a hideous creature that in no world would be considered human. It must have been that story that he heard about before. When Men became thieves. And thieves became Men! And Law Died to stop them.  


	    I remember a Town Mayor had been arrested for Horse Thieving. He told every Town Resident in a meeting that the Prison Prisoners Escaped. No one knew what to believe. What they did believe that the town Water supply became poisonous. It was no good. I mean just plain no good. Townspeople everywhere died from contaminated water. Water that turned yellow from urine waste or acid in the rainwater. It had to seep into the ground. Ground that was no good if it allowed the water to seep into a fresh supply. 


	    Grubbs sat down he stared back into the face of a monster. He shook his head from left to right and back again. I have no idea who you are Mister. I do know one thing that I am going to kill you. A white faced man with sharp chiseled teeth, reddish brown hair and an evil stare in his eyes. One drop of blood drips down slowly on both corners of his mouth. Blood that belong to a relative that Grubbs believed might be related. It made him even meaner and more vulgar. I am going to fill you full of buckshot ''he yelled. I will fill you with so many bullet holes. That when I catch up with you. Every rat will think you are a chunk of cheese? 


	    He finished a cup of coffee, ate a meat taco he decided to lay down a while. He remembered what ate away at his face which really bothered the hell out of him. He can still see his ugly face, white skin and a hunger in his murderous eyes. A hunger he had no idea even existed in the back of his mind. He imagined a pack of hungry white salt faced, creatures. Then, I saw the sky blanketed in black feathers. A flock of crows descend on my farm like a swarm of locust on a cornfield. A horde of huge black haired rodents rose from the ground. They wait to feast on everything including each hoof on my horse. And any dead man if he fell from his horse as well. Rodents the size of a lynx cat with an appetite for anything dead or alive. It would do nothing except search for raw meat, cor in the field or my left leg.  


	    You wait until I catch up with you Sheriff. I will brand your but like I do my cattle. When I get done. Everyone will know you work for me haha. You work for Grubbs like everybody else in this here Town. I hear you Grandpappy. I hear everything you want me to hear. He turns his head he looks out a window. He looks up at the dark midnight skies like his Dead Grandfather Talked to him from up there somewhere. Don't you worry Grandpa. I will straighten them Townspeople out and our new Sheriff. I will even try to talk to the Marshall in charge of this new case. I will not allow them or anyone to hang me by the neck until I am deserving. You can count on me. I am not going to allow them or anyone to take my Town from you or me. I have a an army of gunfighters waiting. By the time I get to Backbone. Every person will know my name and remembr yours Grandpappy! They will know what I stand for as well. John Grubbs is my name! I am a Grubbs just like my Grand Pappy before me. 


	    He knew his men were on their way to Town. They will be there in 2 days. I will send one more small posse into Town first thing in the morning. I will keep them on their toes until I can get there. When I do I will be doing the remindng.   


	    He noticed it is now almost 6PM. I should send them a wake up call. He quickly climbs to his feet. He screamed at the door like someone would be standing on the other side. I want ten men to ride into Backbone right now. I want them to burn it down to ground before I get there. I want them sent now? I want that Town brought to its knees. With my name written across the name Backbone would have been. When, I ride into Town tomorrow or the following day. I want everybody to know that my name is John Grubbs. His bedroom door burst open. One male with a gun in his hand screamed back. What happened Boss? 


	    I want that Town to know it is in for trouble. I'm going to burn, rip, dismantle and paint it with my name in Backbone's Townspeople Blood. It will not be my blood that I Write it with. It will belong to Townspeople that forgot who Founded this Town. I want them on a horse bound for Backbone this very second. I want that Town to dread the name Grubbs everytime they hear it. Tell them that a Leprechaun is coming with a pot of gold to sweeten up the Mayor's Dinner. His front teeth and his Lovely Wife, Delilah. 


	    No one will steal my money from me. Backbone is now officially mine! You tell them that Buck. You tell them that before you leave there. I want you to drag as many of them cowardly Lawmen from the back of your horse back to my ranch. I want you to leave them on the edge of Town. Right on the outskirts so everyone can see them. If they decide to come any further than that. They will have a good idea who will be waiting. Won't they Buck? Yes Boss, they sure will. I will ride in on this one. I would sure like to know just how many Lawmen they really have, waiting. You can go with them Buck for the ride. I want you to bring me back the new Sheriff in Town handcuffed and weeping for Mommy. I want to know what his name is and how long he plans on staying a Lawman. Bring him to me on the back of your horse Buck. I sure will Boss. You can bet on it Grubbs. Now get out of here so I can rest a while. I need to be sure I am well rested before I kill me some Lawmen. He laid back down he placed his head down on his pillow.


	    Buck a man from Kansas City made his way to the door. He Closed it once he was on the other side. Made the Sign of the Cross after he remembered what Grubbs Ordered him to do to the New Sheriff. He headed back down the stairs to gather a horde of gunmen for a fight! Once, he reaches the meeting room. He screams at the others. Ride into Backbone. The Boss wants us to bring the New Sheriff in Town back on our horse. No not on the horse. He wanted me to drag him back hogtied with a rope on the rear of my horse. On our horse back to the Ranch. 


	    The real Owner of the Ranch Mccloud would like to have a word with him in private. A small bunch of cowboys rise from bar stools and wooden chairs. I would like to bring me back a Town Deputy too. We can throw darts at him just like we use to do in the good old days. We will be leaving now. We have a few Lawmen to bring back for lunch tomorrow. I Hope they wear a pair of leather chaps because I heard the ground is real tough these days. I would not want him to have a sore ass to throw darts at haha. I don't think they would like it neither haha. 


	    They head for the door with a cold beer in their hand. I only need ten cowboys for this kill. We need to bring back the New Sheriff. Grubbs would like him to ride the dirt road back to the ranch. Another loud yell from a small posse of gunmen haha. I will take nine more Gunmen with me. I will make it ten men like Grubbs Ordered. I think we better get going before it got too dark. Buck reached into an empty box from what it felt like. It had to be filled with cloth of some kind. It did not feel like anything lied inside. Buck removed a handful of white dirty cloth that they use to wipe down a horse with. He wrapped a thin piece of cloth around his mouth and nose like bandits. He told the other men to do the same. He walked into the dark night outside.             


	    Ten cowboys head for a door behind him. They walk through the front entrance into the street with a gun in his hand. One by one they climb up on their horse. Yell back at one another, giddy up horsey. They ride into the dark headed for Backbone. It is almost  6PM at night. I will bring back that Sheriff eating dust. One by one they vanish in the dark behind each other's horse in a rising cloud of dust. A wall of tumbleweeds roll downward out of the way. 


	    Horses trample on everything in their path. Anything that would run across the road. A rabbit, kangaroo rat, coyote, skunk, armadillo or a baby deer. Ten cowboys with a price on his head. Price tag written across the face of a wanted poster ride into Backbone with hope to score a big payday. One by one the sound of horses riding hard wake everything in their path. Grubbs can hear them from his bedroom window. The sound of horses and cowboys headed into Backbone kept him wide awake. With one thought on his crooked mind. A bounty for every lawman that they bring back tied to the back of a horse. We will take this Town back from the Law. Again, they yell down at their horse. Giddy up boy. Buck led a band of outlaws down the same road toward Town. A road he would travel many times to reach the Lucky Five Dollar Saloon. 


	    Fifty Gunmen ride into the dark. They have a destination in mind to reach Backbone’s Graveyard. They have exactly two days before he will invade the Town  from the other side. He stood in the window while his mind ran free. He looked outside with a glass of red wine in his hand. He continued to see things that did not exist. At least not in the real world or did they? Acres of farmland stared back at him from a window. At first a hand rose through the black dirt. Cornfields that once produced corn. Now produce death in the form of evil scarecrows. Numerous were covered in dark leathery skins. Why am I the only one that can see them ''he mumbled? My Grandfather once wrote in his journal. He could see a walking scarecrow. He would see them scatter across his huge farm.  He had no idea if he had the Gift or if he just had 1 to many glasses of cheap red wine. He did write he would drink too much vino. When he would sleep he would see things walking around in his room at night. He never wondered who it could be. Only that a dark mass of smoke walked around like it followed him. It would wait at the foot of his bed like it watched over him at night. He named him the evil scarerow. He considered him to be one of the devil children. He could summon the dead from the dark  beneath the Black Earth. 


	    He would wonder what happened here many, many years ago. Before it turned into a farm? A place for Mister Mccloud to raise his Family and Generations. He can still hear him with his eyes closed. Take good care of my Farmland Grubbs. Take back my Town. One day, I will see you again, I promise. I will return to the Land of my Fathers! I will see you again Mccloud. He stumbled back a few feet like he bumped into something solid. Like he talked to a ghost. His stare searched the room for a sign of evil. He could not see a ghost tiptoeing at night. He might see a silhouette or shadow move across a wall. Something told him to look outside again. He looked at the bottom of his journal. His real name was Will Waxman. He is a Descendant of the Mccloud Clan. He was a Lawman way before his Descendants came to Backbone. Before it was named Barkersville. At the very bottom of his journal it says he died in a gunfight. It brought Justice to One State in the Wild, Wild, West? Remember, my name. It is Will Waxman. Do not forget me whatever you do. I was here before Marshall Dillion. Before  the late Sheriff Sam Saint ever stepped foot in a real jailhouse. I was the first Marshall to ever be killed on duty. And I will be the last Marshall to ever walk the backroads of Backbone. He fell back on his bed. He dropped a glass of wine afterward on the floor. A sudden knock at the door told him that his Butler heard him. He wanted to know if he was okay. I'm okay “he answered. Bring me another glass of red wine. I need a glass of cold wine this time. I just saw a ghost made of dust walk through my room. I think you better hurry. He turns to face the same window. He needed another look outside at the dark. He wanted to look for an army of black leathery hands rising through the dirt. His mind is on his Late Great Grandfather. 


	    Tell me, Will Waxman. What really happened here years ago? Slowly, it‘s like someone or something lifted his head, forced his stare on the skies. A wall of different colored lights lit up the ceiling. It blocked his view, he could not see pass the skies. When he looked again he saw the dark. A witch or warlock fills the sky in a silhouette on a flying contraption. 


	    The Moon filled the sky in one corner of the Earth. Every part of the sea is blanketed by something that circled it. It left silhouettes of dark lighted circles on top. He has no idea what it meant. He did not see anything other than dark shadows. He could hear the sound of men being tortured. They scream like they're being crucified. He steps back a few feet in fear, afterward. It sounds like bodies fell from the skies. Like they fell flat on the farm's dirt ground beneath his window. He watched patches of cornstalk fall to one side after countless bodies crush them. A ball of black dust rose behind every dead body. Something equal in size slams into earth. He steps forward for another look. He wondered if it is a ball of meteorite dust? Were they dead people rejected by Heaven?  Maybe the dead tried to sneak into Paradise? We‘re they Fallen Angels? Angels that were caught in an act of murder. With an attempt on Heaven's Gate. He had no idea what it is that fell on his farm's hard ground. He wondered if he had the same Gift his Ancestors Had. Another knock at the door this time his Butler returns. He has a full glass of red wine for him to drink. He has a lost stare in his eyes.


	    Is that death that calls to me? Why does it sound so familiar? Could it be, I'm already dead? Have I've been here before? In or out what is the difference Will Waxman. 


	Maybe, I am Will in more ways than one? Maybe, I am?
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	    By Midnight ten cowboys with a lit torch and kerosene raid Backbone. They ride into the night of Town. They toss lit torches on fire at the Town Pony Express Office. They lit up the jailhouse with a can of kerosene. Multiple Deputies already appointed by the Marshall and Sheriff Take notice. They begin to shoot horsemen with lit torches. Several Townspeople walk out of the jailhouse and Diner right across the street. They find a band of outlaws with a black handkerchief tied around their face. The only part of their face that showed is their eyes. He can see the Sheriff yelling. A Marshall walked out of the Diner with his handgun in his hand. He began to shoot at ten men on horses that shot up the Town besides tried to burn it down. The face of the jailhouse slowly burned. While Men ran with buckets of water to blanket the fire. Multiple Deputies on top of rooftops fell to the hard ground. One from the second floor the other fell from the first. One man name Buck swore this time tomorrow that he would be back to take his Town back with a small army of gunfighters. Tell every Marshall this is My Town. It will always be My Town. He took aim at the New Town Sheriff. He released a barrage of bullets in his direction. Several Men in Badges take aim as well.


	     Buck rode to the edge of Town before he turned around. Six of ten men rode back as fast as they could. Buck slammed his horse into both saloon doors. He tossed a cocktail bomb into the saloon. He yelled'' I will be back again tomorrow with another.  I want you to keep me a warm seat bartender. I have no patience for lazy bartenders or sleazy saloon girls. I will be back to shoot them between the eyes. If you have one bad thing to say. You hear me you lazy bastard. The bar suddenly caught fire. The bartender reached for an empty bucket to fill with water. He tossed what water he did have on the fire. Buck rode back into the street to face a wall of gunmen with handguns. Five other cowboys that rode into Town with him return with a vengeance. They ride in behind a wall of gunmen shooting. Buck sees his chance to escape through a bunch of lawmen. One cowboy tossed a rope around one Town appointed Deputy’s Neck. Suddenly, they drag him into the street behind a horse. I have a Deputy ''he yelled. He headed back toward the ranch after he made his catch. He waited on the edge of Town for Buck and the others. He had other ideas after he made it through a wall of gunmen. He tossed a bottle of kerosene at the jailhouse one last time. Then he rode back through Town toward the outskirts of Backbone. Six gunmen ride back out of Town. Head straight for the Mccloud's Old Ranch. Three Town appointed Deputies lie dead in the middle of the road. Three Buildings slowly burn while Townspeople try to extinguish the flames. I told you I would be back for Mccloud’s Town Marshall. I will be back with an army of gunfighters. This is Mccloud’s Property. I know you can hear me still ''he yelled. He vanishes in the night with six other cowboys. Two deputies each one dragged by a horse screamed all the way back to the Mccloud Ranch. A trail of dust rose that follows them back.
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