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 I 

“There I came and there I saw. The place where the ghouls dwelled until their own final 
breaths. A city that’s rich with minerals and treasures of times past. Many have tried to discover 
the dark place, but those have all failed. The closest ones to come have only made it to the 
City’s gates and have yet and never went through them. I figured that one day I will take up that 
boast and find The Haunted City myself.” 

Randolph Henrich—member of a group of holy warriors who combat the dark forces of the 
Worlds, takes a stroll through the deserts of the Western World. The deserts were filled with 
dark sand, rarely any cactuses standing upright, most were laid down in the dirt, dehydrated by 
the new sun’s rays. Randolph walked through the desert, kicking the dirt with the footsteps of 
his brown leather boots. He gazed up at the sun, placing his hand in the air to avoid the sun’s 
rays from contacting with his eyes. 

“Whatever designed you sure must be a mouthful of pain.” 
Henrich continued to walk, seeing what he believed to be a small town up ahead. He 

nodded, continuing to walk and barely able to keep standing since he hasn’t taken a rest stop 
in hours. 

“I can keep going. There’s a town up ahead. I can keep going. I can keep going.” 
Henrich continued to walk through the heat of the middle of the day. While he kept 

walking, he heard a stumble from behind. Slowly turning around to see what caused the 
stumble. Henrich looked and seen a strander staring at him, dressed in raggedy clothing with a 
dirty gray duster coat and a dirty gray hat. His face looked like it hasn’t been washed in weeks, 
mostly covered up by his facial hair and his long hair coming down from his hat. carrying a 
bag that appeared to be full of many things. 

From a small opening, Henrich could see a flask of water. The bag caught Henrich’s eyes 
immediately. 

“Looks like I’ve found myself another strander, huh?” The strander wondered. “Tell me 
what you’re doing out here in the deserts of this Western World here?” 

“None of your concern. Carry on about your business, strander.” 
“Whoa, whoa, whoa. First off, my business was to head to the town up ahead and deliver 

these goods here. But, now my business concerns you, strander.” 
“Listen, I’ve been through much. I suggest you go about your business.” “I don’t 

think so, strander.” 
Henrich gazed toward the bag. Intrigued to know what may be sitting within it. 
Possible survival gear? Food? Water? Medicine? Henrich wanted to know.  
“Tell me what’s in the bag you’re meant to deliver?” 
“I’m not telling you a damn thing as to what is laying inside this bag right here. If you 

really want to know, you’ll drag your ass onto the town and wait till I deliver it.” 
“Then, you’ll see what’s in this bag.” 
“That’s not the way I see this going.” 
“You look like you seem to be some kind of slinger. Hell, I doubt your one of those 

ancient slingers still kicking after most of them died out. Couldn’t bare the heat of the sun nor 
the battle against the evil.” 

“What I am is nothing compared to what I can do to you. I suggest you move along about 
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your business, but if you don’t go about your business keep to yourself, you’ll end up in some 
possible trouble.” 

“Don’t tell me what to do, boy!” 
The strander put down his bag and approached Henrich, holding his shooter. He placed the 

shooter into Henrich’s chest. Laughing and smirking in Henrich’s face. His breath had the 
stench of a corpse in the heat. His teeth were dirtier than the sands of the desert. 

“Seems to me that I’m the one in charge here because I have you locked on. Dead enter in 
your chest, boy.” 

“You believe that? You believe your own foolish words of folly?” 
“Folly? No. No. You’re the one who’s folly. Walking around this empty field of dirt with no 

supplies on you. Hell, I don’t even see a shooter on your waist.” 
“I don’t place a shooter on my waist.” 
“Humor me for this brief moment before I put you in the dirt, where do you keep your 

shooters?” 
“In plain sight.” 

Henrich fired the shooter through his coat, the shot penetrates the chest of the strander. The 
strander took steps back, holding his chest as the blood began to pour out. The strander raised his 
shooter up to get at least one shot on Henrich. Henrich kicked the shooter out of the strander’s 
hand and punched him in his face. The strander fell to the ground as Henrich placed his boot 
against his throat. 

“You’re bleeding, and you won’t make it to town in this condition. So, this is where you’ll 
crossover into the After-World and greet all the other bastards that have tried such a move upon 
me.” 

“Be that as it may. I sure as hell hope to see your ass there very, very soon. That way, I 
can beat your ass for eternity.” 

“Take your time and count your numbers, strander. I’ll come when He says come.” 
Henrich looked over seeing the strander’s gear. He walked over and grabbed the bag. 

Searching and digging through it, finding canned food, bottled water, bullet rounds, a 
shotgun, another revolver shooter, and several knifes. Henrich smirked. 

“A mother load of savers. You came prepared didn’t you, strander.” 
“Better to be prepared than not to be prepared. I was sent to deliver those goods to the 

rightful owner. From the description I read, you‘re not the owner.” 
“I’ll take your bag to the town and meet with the owner myself.”  
“Go to Sheol, boy.” 
Henrich pulled out his shooter, aiming it right into the strander’s forehead. The strander 

looked at the shooter, intrigued at its design. 
“I recognize that shooter.”  
“You do huh?” 
“Those were seen in painting with the ancient Warslingers of the past. Only they 

possessed such weapons. Weapons of great power.” 
“You know what’s funny about our whole confrontation, strander?” 
“What? You being one of those damn Warslinger guys?” The strander said with a laugh 

following. “You could never be one of them because they were all weak and now because of 
their weakness, they’re dead.” 
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Henrich smiled. “Yeah. You claim they’re all dead.. But, you’ve missed the point of my 
question. What’s funny about this whole matter is you’re looking at one.” 

Henrich fired the shot, killing the strander. Henrich grabbed the bag, ate a can of corn, he 
drank two flagons of water, reloaded his shooter, placed the other shooter into his left holster 
inside his coat, pulled out the blastshooter, loaded it up, placing it on a sling on his back. 
Henrich continued his walk toward the small town. He sees the town up ahead and tips his 
hat, walking forward. 

II 

Henrich walked in a mile of an inched closer to the small town. He could see the small 
structures that stood before him in the town and could also spot a saloon in the middle of the 
town, even people walking around the buildings. Henrich kept walking in the last mile before 
entering the town mark. The town was called Hevoc, around the town appeared to be only a 
small group of people who lived there. Henrich entered the town, passing the entry line as its 
residents turned and stared at him. The residents themselves, dressed in duster coats and hats 
while the women wore dresses and headscarf, stared at Henrich walking in the town toward the 
saloon. 

“Who is this man?” A resident wondered curiously.  
“Looks like one of those slingers to me.” 
“He can’t be one of them. They’re all dead and gone from this world.” 
“Anything is possible. He very well could be one in disguise.” 
Henrich approached the saloon and entered therein. The inside of the saloon was packed 

with men drinking and playing cards with each other. Some stood against the saloon walls and 
lean against them. Others sat at the saloon bar drinking. The sound of the saloon door opening 
gathered their attention as they turned and seen Henrich enter the place, carrying the bag with 
him. 

“What’s in the bag, strander?” A man at the table asked.  
“You’re about to find that out.” 
Henrich walked and stood in the middle of the saloon where everyone could see him. He 

placed the bag down on the floor in front of him as he gazed around the saloon. Seeing the 
men slowly, but surely preparing themselves, reaching to their holsters. 

“No need to reach for your shooters. Not just yet.” Henrich said. “I am here to see the owner 
of this bag here. I believe that some form of a discussion could be made to what lies inside of it. 
Very valuable items and a good agreement between me and the owner could make this very 
better for all of you here.” 

A man walked from down the stairs of the saloon. Henrich turned and looked at him, 
seeing his black suit with a top hat. His moustache stood out from beside his attire. The man 
looked at Henrich and saw the bag on the floor in front of his feet. The man smirked. 

“You’re not the man that was sent to bring me that bag.” 
“No. I’m not. I dealt with him out in the desert fields. He wanted to do business and we did. 

Now, I come here to do the business that he failed to do.” 
The man put his hands up, shaking his head. 
“You don’t have to repeat what you’ve already said to the entire saloon here. I 

overheard everything from the stairs.” 
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“So, you know what I recommend about what’s inside this bag, here?”  
“I certainly do and may I have a look see?” 
“Sure.” 
Henrich kneeled down and zipped open the bag, revealing the food, water, and gear that 

laid inside of it. Some of the men also looked and the items peaked their interest as well. 
“Sure a lot of firepower in that there bag.” A man at the bar noticed. 
“Good you can see it.” 
“Now, what is the deal you’re proposing to me about these items and the bag?”  
“Half and half. Half the food and water goes with me and half the weapons come with me.” 
“I am aware that I was supposed to gain possession of everything inside that bag for the 

people of Hevoc.” 
“Things change in this world. Either take the deal or reject it. Your decision.” 
The man looked out at the men and women inside the saloon. Their face show slight 

concern for themselves and the man. The man turned back to Henrich and sighed. 
“Well, what’s your answer?” 
“My answer sadly is no. I will not let you take half of everything that is inside this bag right 

here. The people of this town need it more than you do. See, allow me to say this to you and 
maybe you’ll understand clearly what I am telling you. A town of 

people is more important to save than one man trying to save himself.” 
“You know how to put your words in order.” 
“You can say that. I mean, who else controls everything that goes on here in Hevoc. Me of 

course.” 
Henrich nodded and looked around the saloon again. Feeling the tension in the air. 
The man raised up his hands, looking around the saloon at the men and women inside. 
“Rally up my people. We have a choice to make this day and this hour.” 
“You’re sure you want to do this?” Henrich asked with caution in his voice. 
“I have no choice, strander. It’s for the people of Hevoc.” 
The man rallied up the men and women inside the saloon as they all begin to surround 

Henrich, their pistols out in the open, all pointing at Henrich. Henrich stood still, with only his 
eyes following the people and his arms crossed with the bag still on the floor at his feet. The man 
stood in front of Henrich, smiling. 

“You really think we’re going to let you leave after the words you’ve brought in here?” 
“Doesn’t appear that you have a choice as to who leaves or stays.” The 

man nodded. 
“Strander. I’m going to tell you this right now and I hope to the Father Above that this sinks 

into your hat squeezed cranium. You’re going to die here by the people of Hevoc and after they 
kill you, we’re going to spread out the goods in this here bag right here across the town. That 
way everyone will have something to continue going forward in this life.” 

Henrich grinned. 
“For the good of the people huh. That’s why you’re doing all of this, right?” 
“That’s the purpose of this here scene.” 
Henrich nodded slightly. No emotion showing on his face nor in his eyes.  
“Might as well get this thing started.” 
“You know what? You’re right for a change.” 
The man waved his hand in the air, counting down for the people to shoot Henrich from all 
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corners of the saloon. As the man was counting, Henrich’s hands were inside his coat, locked 
tight onto his shooter and the flintlock. His eyes were locked on the man, still counting down. 

“Seven, six five four three…” The man counted. “Two, one…” 
Henrich pulled out the shooter and revolver, fired a shot through the man’s head. He fell to the 
ground as Henrich turned to the people and started shooting at them. Henrich’s ability to shoot 
was very impressive that his speed was unmatched by anyone inside the saloon. The people 
outside of the saloon ran into their homes and nearby buildings to avoid being shot at. Henrich 
looked and spotted two men coming at him with machetes. Henrich nodded as he reached to 
his back and pulled out the shotgun, shooting the two men through their stomachs. Henrich 
turned and continued the shooting with his shotguns toward the ones remaining inside the 
saloon. Henrich stood as the last person walked in front of him, with a shooter in hand, aimed 
for Henrich’s head. 

“You’re not leaving this place for all the shit that you’ve done!”  
“I am leaving.” Henrich said. “With the bag.” 
Henrich fired the blastshooter against the person. Grabbing the bag as he walked out of the 

saloon, leaving it full of dead, shot up bodies. 

III 

Walking out of the saloon, Henrich found himself leaving, but caught the sound of a 
woman’s screeching scream not far from the saloon. Coming close by, Henrich turned the 
corner, walking behind the saloon to find the woman yelling for help as she is being 
harassed by a group of sexual predators. 

“Stop what you’re doing.” Henrich commanded. 
The predators turned to Henrich, dirty as the dirt could possibly get. Their clothing 

worn out, tearing at the edges. Their faces are dirty as the sand, appear dehydrated as 
well. There were four of them and they all wanted the woman for themselves. Now, 
seeing Henrich gives them other opportunities. 

“Look what we have here, my boys! Some strander has come into our territory.” 
“You know how we deal with stranders, boy? We do with them as we please.” 
Henrich stood still, facing the predators as they began to circle him. Measuring him from 

the top of his hat to the bottom of his boot. Laughing and scoffing at Henrich while showing 
signs of a deeper interest. One predator started licking his lips. 

“You know what we should do about this strander, here?”  
“What should we do?” 
“After we finish with the virgin over there, we can have ourselves a strander. What do you 

guys think?” 
“I’ve been wanting to get a release for weeks.” 
“Now, you have an opportunity my friend. Two for the taking.” 
“I suggest you back away from me and leave the woman alone.” Henrich demanded. 
“Or what’s going to happen?” 
“You heard the commotion taking place inside the saloon. What do you think will happen 

once that similar circumstance comes to your outside doors?” 
“I think he’s threatening us.” 
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“He is. Trying to frighten us away from him and the virgin. No. It will take more than 
threats and trembles to move us away from what we’re about to do to you and this virgin.” 

Henrich looked over at the woman, who’s crying with tears streaming down her face. 
The lead predator began to unbuckle his belt, staring at Henrich. The other predators started 
to do the same. 

“I figure we’ll take you first, strander. Then, when we’re finished up with you, we can 
enjoy this virgin over here. Corrupt her soul as they put it.” 

“Go ahead.” Henrich said. “Make a move and you’ll wish you didn’t have.”  
“Strander still spitting out threats at us fellows. Told you it will take a lot more to frighten 

us to move.” 
Henrich blew the predator’s head off with the shotgun and fired rounds at the ones 

remaining through the chest and heads. Their bodies fell to the ground with the echoes of the 
firing weapons flowing across the air. Henrich sighed as he picked up his bag from the ground 
and walked over toward the virgin woman. The woman showed a sign of relief as Henrich 
approached her and helped her up from the ground. 

“Are you all right?” Henrich asked.  
“I will live.” 
“Good. You’re coming with me.” 
“Why? There’s nothing out there in the World for me. Nothing.”  
“You’ve never had the chance to look and see have you?” 
“I’ve never left this town. I was born here.”  
Henrich nodded. 
“I can see that through your eyes. Come along with me to the outskirts and maybe you’ll 

find a place out there that will suit you better than this lousy town.” 
Hesitant and fearful about her own safety, the woman followed Henrich to the exit of Hevoc 

and back into the desert once more, only this time, Henrich looked into the woman’s eyes as 
they entered the desert. He gave her a bottle of water from his bag. She drank the entire bottle 
as if she hasn’t had anything to drink in days. 
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