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Introduction  



	



	    One Day long, long ago. I remember I used to run this Town. I would walk through at night with a smile on my face. Now, I walk through a place that I do not remember! A place that told me that I want to take that smile that I see off every face that I see. When I see a smiling face. All I want to do is wipe it off like mine. I know it is the same Town that I once Protected. My name is stll on the same wall. My name is still on a sign right outside beneath the name and Title Marshall. It also revealed the name of my Town that I once Ruled Over with a Badge. Right before you enter. I still hear my kind of music play in the backround. As I descend from my last resting place on a hill in a black earth in a graveyard named right outside the Town of Tombstone. A place that I hold Dearly in my Heart. A place where Good Folks were Buried when it was time to Leave God's Playground for Heaven. I know that music played just for me like it did every time I would walk through Town to make my last round. Like I did way back then. When I would wear my Badge proudly as a Marshall. I will hang em high. If that day should ever return. I will gladly hang em high again. Until that varmint is no longer a vermin in my town nor dead. 


	   A tall man in western clothes raised his arms as if he welcomed rain overhead. Both hands open as if he extended his palms to the skies or Heaven above. Take me to Church ''he asked.  That is a Church still exists in my Town in a place where a thieving varmint and heathen now dwell. A Shiny Badge protruded from his overcoat near his top pocket. I know this song played in my Honor and smiles. He stared directly back in Town from just a short distance. I will be there soon Townspeople. I will bring back Honor, Justice and the Law to my Town! 


	    Each footstep rose from the Town's Graveyard toward Town. It waited at the bottom of the Hill as if to greet the dead? Another whisper now filled the air with an echo of sadness. A Cowboy and a thief ran around like they own the town? 


	    When I leave here. I will leave nothing except a Town of Tombs. If you do not take every warning seriously. Every Heathen will pay dearly with his or her life for each past mistake. This Heathen that ran my Town. Had the nerve to call it his own. I will not remain in a Grave in the Earth until nothing remains left to RUN. I will run them into the ground, instead. They can repent in Hell! This way I can keep an eye on them from a purch in a Heaven where I watch with Honest Lawmen. I lie in a grave now because it is to late for me. If they do not respond to every threat and warning. I will announce my name. This will be true. I am coming. My name is Marshall Sam Saint. This is my Town cowboy?? Nobody will steal it from me or my kind? I will take it back with the power of the Law before it is to late. Along with your last breath that you cling too? You chose to fight against Corruption in Town along with the people. Do not make me come back to Town to teach you a lesson like Marshall Dillion did before me varmint. I for one will show you what it means. Too follow me down a Righteous Path. I for one have been sent back to show you the way of the Lord! By all means. I intend too. He raises his left hand and his right to Heaven.  


	    A bolt of dark gray lightning struck the Graveyard three times. One grave after the other began to roar. It began to rumble as if a lion laid just beneath the surface. One hand rose through the black dirt then the other. Each hand blanketed in dirt and dust of the dead. Each body rose one behind the other from a Gunfighter's Graveyard in front of an almost invisible monster blanketed in black and orangey fiery wings. A silvery shiny gun hung on each side of his hip. His voice began to surface in the dark as a faint heartbeat began to pump. The sound of his chest pulsating, told both men that walked behind him. That they're heart would also be  beating soon too? 


	   The sound of a stagecoach nearby hidden in the pouring rain echoes throughout Town. I'm coming for you Marshall Today, Tomorrow and everyday of my life. As long as I have a life in me. I live just for you! I will be right here waiting for you Varmint just like I did the first time! 


	    A stagecoach hidden by falling rain continues down the same road toward Town. A cloud of dust dirt and rain collide with the stagecoach. It slowly vanished behind a huge puddle of black wet dirt that rose in every splash. A silhouette of a stagecoach rode through a heavy falling rain. A song played inside the stagecoach. A constant humming crept through each window into the dark. Who wants to live forever, anyway?      


	








	Chapter One Sam Saint


	



	    It's Friday September Thirteenth Early 1800s. A huge thunderstorm is headed straight for Town? A Priest from the local Church headed straight for the Saloon. He continued to beg Men that he did not ever see before to go to Church. He would Preach to Townspeople to repent before Molech returned from Hell. Unleashed by the Devil on Tombstone to Punish, Heathens. You do not want an angel of death to come here. One Gunfighter walked away with a smirk across his face. He left the Saloon behind him smiling drunk. He walked by Father Segal with a smile still on his face. I would not worry much about Molech, Father. Look around, I think your a little late. He looks like he may be here. By the way things look he may be in Town with us Townfolks. He may even be the Sheriff or the Marshall ha ha? 


	    Men reach for Loose Women that prance around half naked in a neglige or nightgown. Other Men fought over a card game that they played in the rear. Like I said'' Father. I would say he is here. He laughed back another male shouts. That same man in black clothes walked down the street toward a local Hotel named Gold Cross. Another Cowboy Bucktooth who always looks like he had his two front teeth pushed forward. Well, he would laugh back at Father Segal. Both Cowboys end up at the same Gold Cross Hotel. For two dollars a day. They spend a night in a Hotel with a free Dinner that went with it.


	    Bucktooth reminded the Hotel Attendant that he used to get a room for a dollar not long ago. Now everything appeared to go up in Tombstone since he was a young boy back then. Both Gunfighters walk into 2 different directions afterward. Bucktooth wore a light cream colored shirt and pair of jeans. The man in black clothes named Sweet Steve vanished up a a flight of stairs. He heard him reach the second floor. They say he got that name because he used more sugar in his coffee than cream.


	    Before either gunfighter had a chance to reach his room. The Hotel Attendant told them to stay away from both bedroom windows. They expect a massive Hail, Hurricane or a Storm to pass through Town sometime tonight.  


	    The Local Sheriff named Jack Dewolf tried to warn everyone that he knew. A Family named Mccloud ran most of the Town at the time? He owned the Largest Ranch in it. He hired the top  gunfighters. He had more than the next five Towns. Had Deputies and Marshalls, together.     


	    Jerry Mccloud Ordered the Town Marshall to take his orders. Or he would find a new Marshall to take his place if he didn’t. Sheriff Dewolf knew if he did not take his orders. That the little help that he did offer Townspeople would end. He had to listen or he would lose the power that he had to help Townspeople with. He had to bite his tongue on occasion or allow them to suffer even more at the hand of another ruthless Sheriff or Marshall.


	     He walked around he talks to Townspeople about a storm on its way into Town. He tried to warn everyone that did not have family. What to expect of it. So he rode into Town to tell old people especially to take cover. Heaven must be Mad us Humans. 


	    Several old people liked Jack Dewolf. He knew what he had to deal with. One Villian name Jerry Mccloud would send a gunfighter into Town to remind him who ran everything from his Ranch. A constant reminder about who is the boss?


	    Jack made multiple rounds that day until nightfall. He knew a thunderstorm would be on its way into Town. It would arrive any second. When he made it back to his desk. He raised his head he stared at a Marshall on a wall before him named Dillion or Sam Saint. He remembered a story about these Men. This same Marshall Lived and Died in Town. He remembered Marshall Dillion was gunned down in Town near the Wooden Nickel Saloon. By a gunfighter named, Ghost. Marshall Sam Saint had a reputation that made most Marshalls Jealous. He never stole a nickel? He did not like a thief, whatsoever. One Day back in the early 1800s he walked into the middle of the street. He was ordered by a gunfighter named Peter. Once he walked into the street. He was gunned down by several hidden guns hiding on Town rooftops. Every Marshall that once protected the Town Died one way or the other. With a gun in one hand, sometimes in both. Sam Saint had a few words for the local Townspeople before he died that day beneath a ceiling of thunder, lightning and a constant rainpour. Townspeople remembered it rained that day years later. The Day that Marshall Sam Saint Died. They remember he warned Townspeople that death would always be here in town. He told them I  will be back someday. Even if I am killed by a common thief. He believed an Angel in Heaven would send him back if he did not finish what he started. They say that Townspeople would watch thunder and lightning over the Town Graveyard after he died in disbelief. 


	    Marshall Dewolf noticed Sam Saint could have been his Grandpappy. He looked so much like him in that picture that he could have been related somehow. He lowered his head just as a bolt of lightning struck the Jailhouse. A loud thundering rainpour followed like it is meant for him. He could hear raindrops the size of cups slam into windows. He climbed to his feet so he could take a look outside his window. Since, he could not see through the pouring rain. He reached over he twisted the doorknob to his left. He twisted the doorknob to his right, afterward. He pulled the doorknob inward toward the jailhouse. He walked outside he looked to his right where he saw lot's of lightning. He remembered an old tale about the late Marshall Sam Saint. He watched the Graveyard light up. Lightning woke the dead townspeople would whisper. Maybe they were Waking Marshall Saint with lightning. Like someone up there in Heaven wanted him to keep his word. He did not see any lightning anywhere else except for the Town Graveyard. It was a beautiful sight from what he could tell. He continued to watch lightning strike the Cemetery as if it would wake the dead. Maybe Angels did wake Marshall Saint among other Marshalls. Not just Marshall Saint but other Marshalls that Lived and Died in Tombstone over the last 100 years. With that on his mind. He decided to go on with his work as Marshall. Wouldn’t that be something if an Angel in Heaven Raised Marshall Sam Saint from his Grave. 


	    He did warn Town Thieves before he Died that Day beneath the pouring rain. That the New Marshall named Dewolf watched and wondered with a smile on his face. He noticed another area where he saw lightning. Not a white light a different shade more like the color of a beast, graphite lightning. Whatelse did they raise from the grave under the pouring rain that Day he wondered. All of a sudden three bolts of graphite colored lightning struck at the same time and place. I better get back inside before I get hit by lightning he told himself. Before he had a chance to walk back into the Jailhouse. He noticed a man in a long dark coat walk down the street toward Town from the graveyard. He wore a hat just like Marshall Sam Saint did in his picture. He wondered who in the hell would walk down the street in the pouring rain. Either he lost his horse or he is nothing more than a common thief that looked to steal one. He had to walk here from a Town next over. Unless he walked out of that graveyard dead and now he's alive. Just what I needed ''Jack thought. I have a Town filled with every gunfighter, drunk,  extortionist, and now town ghost. He growled back just what I need. He headed back toward the Jailhouse to wait for the storm to strike. Before he made it inside he heard something in the rain. It sounded like a stranger hummed a certain tune. Who would want to live forever.  


	    Marshall Dewolf stepped back into the street to have another look. There he is that same man that he saw a few minutes earlier. He looked like he left the graveyard up on a Hill. He waved his left and his right arm in the sky like he was a music conductor or slightly crazy. Maybe he is some kind of nut. And he's being followed by three other gentlemen in long dark colored coats and hats. A Stagecoach also drove down that same dirt road right in front of the Jailhouse. It blocked his view from men in dark colored overcoats. One man wore a Badge like he's a Lawman. A Marshall or something like that. Then the Stagecoach stopped in front of Jack Dewolf. A dark haired man who looked like he suffered from malnutrition. Looked down at Jack and smiles. His teeth were sort of rotted and stained. I’m looking for Mccloud’s Ranch. I have something for him in a dark deep tone. The Marshall walked up to the Stagecoach to have a look inside. He saw 3 more men that had to be gunslingers. Just like the men that he saw walking down the dirt road behind a Lawman. He had to have a good look at them before he would answer. Somewhere somehow Marshall Dewolf knew these men from someplace, somewhere. He lived on the outskirt of Town Mister. He pointed to his left that way ''he yelled'' in that direction. Tell Mccloud to prepare for a thunderstorm headed straight for Town? If you ride toward the edge of Town. You cannot miss it mister. His name is splattered across every sign once you leave here. That tall thin man in dark dirty wet blond hair. What looked like rotted teeth. Took hold of his horse reigns. A thin layer of black smoke rose from the rear of the stagecoach. He yelled'' down at every horse. Let's go and whipped them from a bench 


	seat over the coach. His stagecoach rode into the pouring rain down a road toward the edge of Town. Before it made a turn or reached the corner. It vanished in the pouring rain. Marshall Dewolf shook his head from left to right and back again. He could not believe what he saw  through a sky filled with rain. The stagecoach had to come here directly from the graveyard  on the hill just over yonder ''he thought. It had to come here straight from Hell. He lowered his head like he could see through the wet Earth. It must be a stagecoach sent here from there ''he mumbled. Then, it hit him he remembered who he saw in the back of the stagecoach. Three men that he believed should be dead, hung by the neck or in jail somewhere waiting to be executed. Instead, he ran back into the Jailhouse to look at Old besides New Wanted Poster of Criminals. I know I saw that same face in a wanted poster somewhere before. I cannot place his face anywhere at the moment. He slammed the door behind him closed before he entered the Jailhouse. He walked over to a large wooden droor filled with old wanted posters. Once in the jail he started to look at every face on a bulletin board. Every poster is scattered across one wall with the ugliest Outlaw's faces. Neither person had the look of decency on it. He started to go through each poster one at a time for a face or faces like his. I know I saw them. They were bad men known as gunslingers. They were from somewhere in time. He continued to tell himself that same thing. He needed a cup of coffee so he headed to a metal pot on a wood burner. He poured some hot steaming coffee into a tin cup. He raised it he sipped on a dark colored liquid without any sugar or cream. What he did know that those 3 faces. He did see in that stagecoach did look awfully familiar. He tossed a photo back and forth on a bulletin board. He continued to search through every droor on either side of his desk. He sat back like he was slightly disgusted minutes after.


	    He slammed a droor closed beneath his desk? He had this funny feeling that he might be stuck in a twilight zone? He had to sit back, he has to close his eyes. Once his left and right eyelid slam closed. He saw his face again except this time they were just 2 black eyes. They look back inside a skull with no soul in its eyes. Each eyeball socket had a dull colorless light in both.


	    He remembered Marshall Sam Saint had a stack of Wanted Posters.  A pile so high filled with  Notorious Criminals. He kept them in a droor alone from a day back when he ran the Town? Many Years before he became Marshall. A Man named Dillion ran things until Mccloud's Grandfather tried to buy him too. The Sheriff continued to go through posters of murderous and heinous criminals. Bad Men like Evil Ed and his Brother Sarcastic Steve ran through Tombstone robbing and killing innocent folks. He came across another wanted poster of Thieveng Thelma. A female gunslinger from Houston Texas wanted for armed robbery and murder. Another cold blooded female gunfighter from the West. And still another named Goldminer George. A real thieving bastard that I remember hearing about. Then still another after that came to surface. He had a stack of wanted posters from every walk of life. It would take me 2 to 3 days to look through them. I would need a pot of coffee each and every time I sat down to search. Besides a steak dinner to go with each and every day. He sat back he kicked up his boots. He placed them on top of his desk. He had to look into each wanted face for 1 of the three. He remembered seeing them in the rear of the same dark stagecoach. Three badd men that needed to be placed back in jail or hung by the neck until dead for murder.


	     He continued to search through a handful of wanted posters from his Era. By the time he finished, it had changed color outside. The rain had also subsided some. He knew he had been sitting down for over 5 hours in search of a familiar face. He sat back he kicked the desk which sent his seat flying several feet back. He slammed into a rear wall behind him where his seat stops. Damn ''he yelled'' where are they. He lowered his head he stares down at a desk droor full of them. It had to be at least 18 inches to 2 feet thick of Wanted Posters. It would definitely take him 2 to 3 days to go over them. One look at a clock up on a wall. He realizes it is late at night. I better grab me something to eat before I go Home. He turned to face another wall with pictures of criminals that Sam Saint apprehended, killed, jailed, hung or placed on a Wanted list. He had a droor just for criminals from his time as Sheriff in Tombstone? He had to go through it as well ''he thought. Most of them would or should be dead by now. It has been numerous years since he died. There is no way in hell that he would or any criminal in his era should have survived. They would be dead by now if not killed unless they died from old age. He remembered reading that Sam Saint once wrote. That he did not have time to fear death. Because death is all around. If he blinked to long or flinched one to many times. He would have been dead a long time ago even before that walk into the middle of the street that day that took his life.


	     Sheriff Dewolf sat back as if to rest his eyes and mind. When he did he felt a thin layer of relief blanket him like a tent. If I only had a cold beer to help me relax. Tell me Sam Saint what really happened in Tombstone Illinois 56 Years ago before my time as Marshall. He closed his eyes as if he would see what happened years ago through a portal somehow, someway that the Last Sheriff might have left behind. He whispered again what really happened here Sam Saint. Before my kind came around here to Law. Before Lawmen like you gave their life to keep the Law! As if he had the power to travel through portals in time and space. He whispered his name again Sam Saint. All of a sudden a handful of papers fell to the floor that he held in his right hand so tight. Its like the light in his office disappeared as well. It is completely black inside now. Unless he had no idea that his eyes were both closed shut. Maybe he passed out from exhaustion. He smiled once before he passed out completely like he fainted.


	    After what he felt might be hours or days. He opened his eyes he found himself back in time as a child. No more than 10 years old. He ran toward a man who wore a Badge that had to belong to a Lawman. A rather tall man in a graphite colored suit of clothes and hat. He had something awfully shiny on both sides of his holster. They had to be shiny guns. Then, he looked down the street this time he sees several Men in guns. They face the lawman that stood against them by himself. He stared into the faces of 3 gunslingers that dropped cigarette butts besides empty bottles of whiskey on the ground. One man in beige colored clothes threw an empty bottle at the Town Sheriff. He threatened that man he told him. I am going to kill you before I leave here. If I do not they will bury us both Marshall. He spit on the ground just 35 feet from the Town Sheriff's Boots. If not, I am going to leave that on the ground for you and your Townspeople to lick up along with your dead body. Now I'm not going to tell you again Marshall. I want you to strap that gun to your thigh. I want you to come out here and face me like a man! The Sheriff looked awfully familiar from what he remembered seeing. What is your name Dewolf asked. He turned his head he lowered it. He smiled at him with a look on his face that told him you better go home boy. This is man business boy. You better get off the street before something real bad happens. All of a sudden he mumbled. Do not be afraid son. There is still a place for Heroes in Heaven like me if I died. He took one step into the street like he would take them all on by himself. First, he made sure that his guns were strapped to his legs. For some reason he had another in his waistband like he did not trust anyone. He opened his eyes he stared into his office. He quickly climbed to his feet. He walked toward the window to have a look outside. Instead, he raised his head he looked up at the skies for an Angel or an answer. He began to believe in the Law once again. Besides, the rights and wrongs of man to come. He reached down he grabbed his handgun that sat in his holster. I better have a look outside. It sure looks like it stopped raining some. I better check on Townspeople. I have to make sure they're okay. He reached for the door but stops. He could feel someone maybe something breathing down the back of his neck. He did not or could not see a person much less a soul. No spirit nothing just a consistent breath that followed his eyes around. He twisted the doorknob to his right then his left. A whisper stopped him from walking out the door. They're coming for you Marshall. You better Deputize some more Men. Your going to need an army! He turned around this time he stares into his office at everything that stood or lied up against walls. He found wet footprints on the wood ground. Where in the hell did they come from. Someone or something hid in here that he did know for sure. His Boots were still dry because he did not walk into the rain yet. He remembered that daydream that he had when he fell asleep. It was also drizzling outside when he was in that dream as well. Could it have been my footprints. We're they mine that walked through Town 50 years ago then he wonders. Then again who whispered those words to me a few seconds ago. I have no idea who or why. I do know that someone or something might be coming to Tombstone Illinois. For me that I did not know. Thanks anyway ghost. He walked into the street. It is paved in hardened black dirt and rock. He closed the door behind him after he walked in the drizzling rain. He looked into both directions first. I have no idea what happened or when. I better check on old folks in Town if I intend on being Marshall next year too.


	     Marshall Dewolf climbed up on a dark colored brown horse. He turned his head to face Town. Then he looked back at his office. Whispered I will be right back. You better run home boy before trouble comes. His horse raised him into the air. It stood on its hind legs like he is the Lone Ranger. All he missed now is one hi ho silver. Down boy he yelled. Evidently, he did not expect his horse to do that and calmed him instead. He rode in the direction of a handful of old folks that needed his attention. I'm coming Sweet Charlotte he whispered. He rode into the drizzling rain to help the old people that needed him most. An old lady that he kept an eye on since he became Sheriff of Tombstone Illinois. His horse he named buttercup. He used to ride him into Town. It kicked up clods of mud on its way in the direction of Sweet Charlotte's Home. He had to visit everyone of them if he wanted to be fair with Townfolks. Especially the Old Timers which he mumbled to himself. He made it to the following corner. He made another turn before he vanished in the drizzling rain?


	



	








	Chapter Two Townspeople


	



	     Finally, the Sheriff made it to Sweet Charlotte's Home after riding 30 minutes in the drizzling rain. He is barely wet but his horse dripped like he took a bath in a pool of water. Once he reached a tiny frame cabin like home. He jumped down off his horse on the wet ground. He placed a rope around a wood bannister to keep his horse from running off. A little old lady who looked like she had to be close to 100 years old smiles back. I knew you would come Sheriff because you care. I did expect you a little earlier although. I knew you would come nonetheless. Would you like a brownie or a cookie instead. I would take whatever it is that you want me to have Miss Charlotte. Follow me inside marshall so I can make you a cup of coffee to go with it. I am doing okay Marshall Dewolf. I think you should sit down before I get tired of running around behind you. He followed her inside into a tiny kitchen. It is no bigger than a large bathroom. Anyway marshall, I have been wanting to ask you. When do you plan on getting Married Sheriff. My Sister's Daughter just so happens to be single. I do not remember seeing her Miss Charlotte. Maybe we can meet her one day this summer. That would be nice Marshall Dewolf. That would surely be nice. I'm sure she would love to marry a Sheriff. Especially a nice one like yourself.


	    He sat down at a square wood table to enjoy a large chocolate chip cookie. Besides a cup of hot coffee. I came by you know to visit with you. I have to check on the other old folks Miss Charlotte too. I will stop by again tomorrow or later on. I heard there might be another storm headed this way tomorrow or sometime late tonight. I do not know if there will be lightning or just another thunderstorm. I do know Miss Charlotte that I have to leave. I might get to comfortable eating cookies and drinking your coffee. Slowly, he began to rise from his wood seat to his feet. I will be back again to check on you later tomorrow. If not today after I get done making my rounds Miss Charlotte.


	     Minutes later Marshall Dewolf left Miss Charlotte's Home for the others that he had to visit. Once he walked outside he saw a shadow walk by from the corner of his right eye. It is no ordinary shadow that he would see or any reflection from something overhead like a flock of birds. It is bold daring and it meant to hurt me in whole or Miss Charlotte. The kind of shadow that came here from some dark deadly place like Hell. My entire body trembled from head to toe after it vanished. I had to leave yet something told me to stay a little bit longer. Something told me that Miss Charlotte would not survive the night if I left. I knew I should but I had other old folks to visit first. Miss Charlotte I yelled. I will be back sometime later on tonight. It does look like thunder is coming. I do not think you should spend it alone Neither. If you had family here in Tombstome Illinois. I would not bother saying another word. Since you do not have any family closeby. I better come back to visit with you later. You better have some warm cookies and another cup of hot coffee for me Miss Charlotte. I will Marshall Dewolf. I sure will Sheriff. He rode away on his horse toward multiple Ranches and Cabin Homes to look in on some old people. That dark shadow disappeared in the drizzling rain which really bothered him. He continued to look over his shoulder to make sure that nothing walked into her Home after he left. He could not tell if anything or anyone did. He had to get back that much he did know. He tried to ride off in a much faster pace.


	     By now the skies overhead were growing darker. Pretty soon it would be so dark that he could not see a thing. He had to hurry he tells himself. He had to reach an old man named Barry. He used to farm his land until he got to old to do much himself. Now he rented his land to a family that had nothing to offer but their labor for a small fee. Enough money for him to live and pay his bills. He continues to ride through the drizzling rain for the old man's farm.


	     On his way there he bumped into a wounded rabbit. He stopped to put it out of its misery. He took a look at it first just in case he could eat it for Dinner. He noticed it had been attacked by something like a coyote or a bald eagle. It had puncture marks on its body as if it had been attacked by a large rodent with sharp teeth. Instead he shot it dead so another animal could eat it. The rabbit must be in to much pain from the looks of it. Or it would never have surfaced much less walked into the wide open to be killed or eaten. The pain drove it onto the road to be seen. He placed a bullet in its head this way it would stop suffering. It just lied there motionless probably thanking me in its own way. He continued to ride off toward the old man's farm, afterward.


	     Within minutes he arrives on the outskirts of his farm. A handful of workers picked and worked the cornfields in the rain. They pick bushels of corn before leaving the fields. Stalks were picked clean one after the other that once blanketed his fields. A small flock of crows flew overhead in an attempt to avoid workers that scared them away. Two massive scarer of crows dressed in black clothes stood one on each side of the farm. Marshall Dewolf never liked crow scarers since he was a child. What he did  remember that someone or something looked down at him. It whispered hello little boy with a look of a black demon. Two dark blood red eyes stared down at him like a fox would a live chicken. Ever since then he never liked scarecrows much. Or the fact that they were made to scare crows away from cornfields. Since his Family did not own a farm. He did not have to worry much  about that department. What he did worry about that the old people that he looked out for were okay. Finally, he rode through the center of his farm to his front door. There he found the old man outside on his wooden porch drinking some sweet tea. I remember I have to revisit the old lady again Miss Charlotte. I sure do don't I. If I don't I might be sorry if I find out the next day that she died on me. He placed that same rope that he held onto to his horse around a wooden post. He walked up on the wooden porch six feet wide maybe fifty long. The Marshall removed his cream colored straw hat with a brown band around the base. A three inch brim that surrounded it bent slightly in front. Where is the Misses Barry? Did she head into the fields to watch the workers in the drizzling rain. No she is inside still asleep Marshall. I think she had a tough time after her Sister Died. She growled at me so I slept in another room. As a matter of fact we will be leaving here tomorrow for the Funeral. Her body will be buried three days from now. I do not think you had the pleasure of knowing her Marshall. She was a real delight from what I remember of her. Say a Prayer for me will you Barry. I sure will Sheriff. So tell me what brought you out so late in the evening. Especially after a rainstorm like that. I just wanted to know how you all doing Barry that's all. I know why Dewolf. You wanted to make sure that I vote for you next year isn't it Marshall. That too Barry. So tell me why are your workers working so late. The lightning and hail knocked down some of my cornstalks. I do not want any of  my corn to go to waste. That would cost me a lot of money Marshall. If you know what I mean. I sure do Barry. I want you to do something for me. Tell the Misses that I am sorry that she lost her Sister in the storm. A massive tree branch slammed down on her and killed her. The most awkward thing that I ever heard before Marshall. I heard it split her right down the center. And she was such a small person too. You know what I mean Sheriff. I sure do Barry. I sure do but please do not forget to give my regards to the Misses. I have to go Barry. I told Miss Charlotte. I would stop by to see her again before I head home. Tell her I said hello will you. I sure will just then three massive crows land near Barry's feet. He sat in a wooden rocking chair outside his home sipping on a large glass of sweet tea. When three other massive black crows started to taunt him. The Marshall tried to chase them away but fails. One crow pecked at his boot on hs left foot. Another crow walked around behind him as if it would do the same. I had no idea you were up against such an aggressive  flock of  crows. Me neither Marshall. I had no idea they were that bad. This is the first time that it happened. Usually one gunshot scared them away in a hurry. Let's see Barry. He raised his handgun he shoots. Finally, three black birds rise into skies overhead. I have to get back to Miss Charlotte's Place Barry. You know what I mean don't you. I have to make sure that she is okay before I head Home. I know Sheriff. I will see you later right after my Wife's Sisters Funeral. I will be back to check on you in three days Barry. By the way the skies did not stop raining yet. I know Marshall. I know what to expect tonight from the Heavens. There might be another storm later on tonight from what I remember hearing on our radio. Okay Barry I will see you later. I have to get going before it starts to rain. He headed back toward his horse besides a wood post that he tied him too. A scarer of crows made him feel that it watched except now it made him smirk. I better get going Barry. I will see you later old man he whispers. He headed down through the center of both cornfields. He passed the first of two scarecrows. He stares up at it as if it would stop or say something to him. It did do nothing except stare back through a face covered in a black skull cap or cloth. He made it to the second scarecrow which remained at the edge of the old man's farm. Once he reached the edge of the farm he stops again. He remembered this one felt like it had eyes that watched anyone that entered or left the farm. He stopped underneath the scarecrow that gave him an impression that it lives. Somehow it breathes and watches from up there on its purch. It is very unusal that something that is not supposed to watch watches. He remained underneath two wood beams that it used for its purch. He raises his head he searches for two eyes where eyeballs should be. I know you can see me scarecrow so what do you want! He sat on his horse a bit longer while he looked into its eye sockets. He waited a few more seconds to see if it would answer. I did not think so he mumbled to himself. One last stare he stares up at its body which hung there like a dead piece of meat. He lowered his stare he looked at its feet. They look like they were made of mudd mixed with straw that hardened over the years. One thing puzzled him the scarecrow must of had a secret admirer. He noticed footprints that followed him from the cornfields and back. Unless that damn thing covered in old man's clothes can come to life when it wants too. He looked up at the skies overhead for another sign of rain. They must be talking to you scarecrow he yells. He grabbed his horse by its reigns. He yanked on the reigns to his left to force his horse to move in that same direction. He turned around one last time to look up at that scarecrow that gave him chills. It had on an old man's hat that tilted to one side yet bent in the front. It wore old wornout, torn and tattered clothes that the sun burnt to a crisp. Threads continued to fall out one at a time from years and years of weather. Then he noticed both hands moved. It sure looked like they did. They were covered in large pieces of straw as well. Large chunks of hay protruded from both wrists like they were made of both dry mudd and straw than hardened for fingers. Suddenly, something rises from the cornfields that distracted him. A small flock of black birds flew upward from the fields. One by one they squawk down at him as if saying get out my way. This is our fields and this is our scarer of crows.


	     Marshall Dewolf rode back into the drizzling rain afterward. He had to get back to Miss Charlotte's Home. He had to make sure that she is okay before he headed Home himself. Once he reached the edge of the field. He turned to face the Town. Miss Charlotte lived in between Town and the old man's farm. Giddy up boy now. We better get going he shouted. This time he disappeared in the drizzling rain bound for Miss Charlotte's Residence. With nothing but that little old lady on his mind he hurried.


	    Sheriff Dewolf rode back to Miss Charlotte's Home. It took him more than 30 minutes to get there. On his way there he found another wounded rabbit that he should place out of its misery. Evidently, nothing has eaten or dragged it away yet. It must mean that there were no coyotes or large rodents in the area. There were no sign of crows which were the only birds of prey in the skies. Not even birds descended to eat it. Then just like that a small flock of crows landed one at a time. They lift its meat after picking at it one piece at a time. The Sheriff watched from the side of the road. While a small flock of coyote sized crows picked its carcass clean. He waited a few minutes before he turned to face Miss Charlotte's Home. One last turn he stared into the eyes of one massive bird. One bird which could have been the largest of them all, roared. He could not help but take notice. He could not believe his eyes much less what he thinks he heard. I know damn well that crow did not roar at me like a lion. It stood on both legs like it wanted to fight with him. Like it wanted to fight beak against fist. All of a sudden the entire road looked like it is covered with one kind of rodent or the other. They were there to eat the rabbit's meat to the bone. Good thing that it is a large rabbit or Dinner would have ended sooner than later. He turned around he faced the road that would take him to the old lady's house. Here I come Miss Charlotte. Hp[ e headed back in her direction so he would have another cookie besides cup of coffee. He had another 33 minute ride back to his home from there. I better hurry he thought or that drizzle might turn into a thundering rainstorm. He picked up the pace on the way to her home after that.


	    By now the entire rabbit had to be eaten. Its bones had to be used for gnawing on after the meat disappeared. He stopped thinking about the rabbit after he reached another turn up ahead. The skies overhead were almost the color of his horse. It is darker than ever from what he can tell. And it looked like it is getting darker by the second. He kicked his horse on both sides of its stomach. It kicked forward he started to ride down the road much faster. He cannot forget how that large crow roared at him from the ground. It had to be the largest bird that he has ever laid eyes on. Another few yards he can now see her home. A woodstack that protruded from the roof of her home released a cloud of smoke. He can see it from down the road some. So he felt that everything must be okay if he sees smoke. He continued to ride toward her home. Still, he cannot take his mind off a shadow of darkness that walked into the rear of her home. Suddenly, lightning struck the back of her home. He could not help but look? A wall of wooden crosses looked like people were nailed to them come to life. He can hear their screams. Echoes move throughout the immediate area. They were nailed to a cross or would have fallen from them on the ground. Something had him thinking that he had seen angels. Not Heaven's Kind of Angels Neither. The other kind that fell from The Heavens Billions of Years Ago. They were covered in black feathers like crows that protruded from the back. Big oval shaped dark colored eyes stare back. It is the only thing that he saw that he cannot take his mind off. His horse rises on its hind legs like it is to scared to go any further. He has to talk to his horse so it would calm down before he can move another foot. Then, it does he remained a few hundred feet from her front door. He stares back into that area around her home for scarecrows, angels or black demons that hung from wood crosses. He raised his head he searches the skies again for a sign of angels. Or something that God did not want in Heaven? He stopped to make a Sign of the Cross. He hoped everything would be okay if that old lady did not know that angels surrounded her home. Dark maybe black angels that he believed were no good. Nothing more than grim reapers that come yet go from earth with poor souls in their hands that sometimes they stole from the innocent than laugh. I hope your okay Miss Charlotte. He tries to hurry to her front door to have a look in on her. He kept both eyes on the skies for another bolt of white lightning. He would like another look at the area around her home. Where did a wall of wooden crosses come from. Who or what were those human sized things that were covered in black feathered wings. Who placed them in the fields in a row of wooden crosses to be crucified. Only something in Heaven or from The Heavens could have done something like that. No Human on earth could have done anything like this he tells himself. Especially anything with wings that size. Especially anything with black wings large enough to fly the skies with. He pulled up in front of her home. His eyes were wide open so he would not miss it again in case lightning struck. Were they black wings or just that color because  lightning played games with his vision. He hesitated before he walked up on a wooden porch that seperated him from her front door. He decided to call out to her instead so he would not miss the lightning. Or before he walked any further. Miss Charlotte where are you? He looked into her window. He can see something pitch black run across her living room. It looks like it has something in its hands or arms. The Sheriff reaches for his handgun like that would help. If it is some kind of reaper. I doubt he could stop it with an ordinary weapon. He rushes the front door with a gun in his hand. As soon as he opened the door by force. He came face to face with something not from this world. It is solid black in color besides awfully mean looking. He looked like a black man burnt to a crisp from Hell. He had dark colored eyeballs but the eyeball itself looks completely black. His eyes were surrounded in a light gray color except awfully shiny like flourescent light bulbs. It had Miss Charlotte in its arms. It is taking her out the back door into the fields. Right where that row of crosses lied with black angels. He had no idea if a bullet would stop it from taking her. He raised his weapon for a masive black head with large ears, nose and a mouth. It had numerous teeth unlike us humans. It had teeth that crisscrossed like razor sharp shredders. If it bit into anything meat or otherwise. It would definitely rip it apart with its razor like teeth. He took aim he shot it in the head. It growled back as if it was annoyed and nothing else. It disappeared out the back door with Miss Charlotte's Corpse. It ran into the field outside through the back door into the dark. He stopped after he could not see anything within a five foot distance. I have never seen anything like it in my life before “ he mumbled. He stepped into the doorway, He looked to his left then his right. No sign of either Miss Chartlotte or that black angel hidden by the night. If I only had another bolt of lightning. I could see what it is that I chased after. Or I would see a row of wooden crosses that I saw earlier with an army of black angels on it. All of a sudden his wish came to life. Another bolt of lightning lit up everything that imcluded a row of wooden crosses. This time they were not black angels. They were gunfighters dressed in black clothes and hats. And they were falling from wooden crosses like rain. He could hear their footsteps hit the wet in some places yet hard ground afterward. He could hear voices yell out at the top of their lungs. When I see Marshall Dillion again. I am going to take him home where I live in Hell! His life has been cut short as it is. Now he will spend eternity with me in Hell! Right by my side. He took an Oath! Now it is time to keep it Marshall. Here I come John Dillion! I told you I would never forget you. Rememeber Tombstone Illinois. I told you I would be back and here I come!


	     A small army of gunfighters fall. Darkened faced criminals fell from crosses down on the ground. They disappear in the dark in the night. Holy Jesus he stuttered. I cannot believe it. Marshall Dillion has been dead for over 100 Years. Then he heard another gunfighter talking. Before he fell from the cross after another bolt of lightning struck. He ripped his hands off of each nail that bound them there in the first place. I'm coming Marshall Sam Saint. There is nothing that you can do to stop me neither. There is only one thing that he can think about. Who were these Men that fell from crosses in the middle of the night. Why were they headed for Tombstone Illinois. There is noone left alive named John Dillion or Sam Saint. Then again those gunslingers that fell from the cross. They do not look like they would be alive either if they knew them Marshalls. He stopped to rethink that sound that he heard before he left his office. Heaven had to have woken the dead in the graveyard on the hill. He remembered seeing different colors of lightning that day up there. Then, he remembered what he heard in that daydream that he had. Something about run home this is man's business. I guess this meant? They would be back when it is time. At least I hope this is what it meant. He knew now this black creature that ran out the back door with Miss Charlotte's Corpse did not feel a thing when he shot it directly in the back of its head. A tall six foot spineless creature with big black oval shaped eyes. A massive head that did not fit its body whatsoever runs.


	     I'm going to need more than Prayer for this he thought. First thing I have to do is visit with Father Seagal back in Tombstone. He ran back toward his horse. He continued to look over both shoulders at fields behind her home for lightning. When he reached his horse he untied him before he climbed on his back. He had no idea where he would find Father Segal. He did know he stayed in the back of Church most of the time. When he wasn't there he usually stayed with a friend at her home. She did not live far from Church or from Town period. He could stop by her home before he rode into Tombstone toward Church to look for him.


	     He rode down that same road before it got to dark to find the end. Tombstone is that way he told himself. That lady that Father Segal visits lives just over yonder. He continues to ride through the dark in a hurry. So he could reach her home before he can't see it anymore. Hurry boy take me to her home he yells.


	     He rode through the dark toward Father Segal's Mistress. He cannot forget what he saw back at Miss Charlotte's Home. He has to come back first thing in the morning to find her remains. Finally, that slight drizzle stopped overhead. He can ride a little easier on his horse now. I'm sure my horse can ride a little easier too. He reached another farm covered in cornstalks. After he looked again through the dark. He also noticed something else that he did not see seconds ago or earlier. A wall of scarecrows just like he remembered back at Miss Charlotte's Home. Except he saw black angels or men dressed like gunslingers. Now he sees a wall of scarecrows lined up on one side of the road. They face the road like slaves being punished for disobeying orders or trying to escape. He started to count them as he rode by down the road. Six scarecrows face the road. Another six sat behind the first row of darkened men made of straw. After another long look. It looked like another six lined up behind them. He knew he heard Father segal talk about the number 666 which is the sign of the devil. Then again he read something That Sam Saint wrote down in one of his journals. I have come face to face with one of the worst devils that lives in Hell. Well it looks like he changed his last residence. He lives in Tombstone Illinois with me now. I know he came here for another reason. l do not know for sure why. I do know that he wants to change things in Tombstone like he did in Hell. I will not allow that to happen in my Town. I will walk out to greet this devil. Even if it costed me my last breath. God Forgive Me if I am wrong. If I did fail. I will leave you his name in my journal. I hope I have it before it kills me. I hope it does not come here for revenge of any kind. If it does that beast will ride into Tombstone in the number three Marshall. Three darkened Men will ride into Town disguised as Gunfighters. I Pray that you read this before it is to late. I thought Sam Saint was a madman that had been challeneged by demons. Or lost his mind somewhere in Tombstone. Maybe even an alcoholic by chance. I did not read that part. What I did remember he did not drink much of anything especially alcohol. Why would the devil return to Tombstone anyway “ he thought. I cannot think why or who would want to come to Tombstone in the first place. With all the places on earth why here? It just did not make any sense whatsoever to him. There is nothing in Tombstone that anyone or anything would want. We have no gold or silver mines. No diamond mine to be plucked or picked off the ground. Why would the devil ride into Town. Now he knew where to look for the devil. These devils were brought here by evil. There must be something evil in Tombstone if not unholy. A pure soul, spirit something that has to do with good. Devils do not appear for no damn reason, whatsoever. There must be a good reason why Sam Saint had to battle three devils. I better look for Marshall Dillion's Journal as well. I know for a fact that he wrote one too. I have searched for it only a couple of times. I know it is somewhere inside that Jailhouse. I must look for it if I want to know if he was involved. Did Marshall Dillion bring this curse into or upon us and Tombstone. Or did Sam Saint create this mess that I have to deal with now.
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