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It happens every couple of years, without fail, and I don’t know why. 

The Fifth Element is playing on TV on some movie channel and I decide to watch it again. I don’t know why, but 
I have fond memories of that movie, even though I hate it. And after a long enough period passes I think maybe 
I didn’t give the movie enough of a chance, I forget the stuff I hated and I remember some bits I liked and I give 
it another viewing.

AND I FREAKING HATE IT ALL OVER AGAIN!!! Not only do I hate it, but I spend the next several weeks 
hating myself for re-watching it, and punching myself in the stupid brain for misremembering how badly the 
movie sucked. The humor grates, the pacing is wonky, and it’s not just flawed at its core but fundamentally, 
insultingly stupid. Chris Tucker makes me want to stab my ears with a fork (and I like Chris Tucker). Seriously, 
I can’t STAND that movie. At least, until a couple years pass and I forget and the whole sad cycle repeats itself.

The Fifth Element is the worst-case scenario, but Indiana Jones is like that for me, too. Everybody knows the 
fourth movie is a steaming pile of horse plop. That’s beyond dispute. The franchise is better off forgetting it ever 
existed, and just pretending Indiana Jones is a trilogy, ending with The Last Crusade.

The Crystal Skull gets the bad rap it deserves, but people give a pass to Temple of Doom, which is also very much 
a lousy movie. There is a pattern to Temple of Doom, where every clunky joke gets repeated, and then gets 
repeated one more time than is funny. Once you clue into the pattern it’s impossible to watch the movie and not 
get annoyed, and then the annoyance turns to anger (or in my case, rage). But Temple of Doom has a lot of cool 
stuff, and you end up overlooking the lousiness—and trust me, the overall amount of lousiness in that movie 
far outweighs the good—and remembering the movie as far better than it is.*

This is sorta a long-winded way to get to two points I’m trying to make here. The first is that The Sixth Gun is 
awesome. For me, it’s the inverse to The Fifth Element, because I know it’s awesome, but when I haven’t read it 
for a while I forget exactly how awesome it is.

How awesome is it? ABSOLUTELY AND COMPLETELY AWESOME.

Comic books tend to pile up in the hell-pit that is my office, no matter how much I try otherwise. Reading 
a book regularly for me means letting several issues pile up, or even having a stack I haven’t got around to 
reading and then I notice the trade has come out, and I end up buying the trade even though I haven’t read 
the issues. 

So I read The Sixth Gun every couple months, and—even though I know it’s going to be good—I’m floored by it. 
Absolutely beside myself with amazement. I can remember the first time reading the volume one trade (and if this 
is your first time I’m envious of you!). I loved it so much I couldn’t wait to re-read it, even as I was reading it. 

The action, man! I think The Sixth Gun is the only comic that’s ever left me breathless with excitement, watch-
ing some of the action sequences explode off the pages. That giant bird-creature in the canyon, descending 
on the General’s men! The underground mine collapsing! Brian Hurtt does the best action I’ve ever seen in a 
comic, and maybe some of the best action I’ve ever seen, period.

Pretty excellent character design as well, with every character and every oddball villain absolutely unique 
and memorable.

Of course, Mr. Cullen Bunn helps make these characters and their situations unforgettable, and I first became 
friends with, and rapidly fell in love with, every one of his characters. Even the nasty ol’ General Hume and 
his wife Missy. Billjohn is my favorite, and I still get all misty when—oh wait… some of you haven’t read this, 
perhaps. No spoilers here!

*For the record, Raiders of the Lost Ark and and The Last Crusade are both pretty damn good, and exactly what ALL the Indiana Jones movies 

should have been.

Foreword by John Layman

It happens every couple of years, without fail, and I don’t know why. 

The Fifth Element is playing on TV on some movie channel and I decide to watch it again. I don’t know why, but 
I have fond memories of that movie, even though I hate it. And after a long enough period passes I think maybe 
I didn’t give the movie enough of a chance, I forget the stuff I hated and I remember some bits I liked and I give 
it another viewing.

AND I FREAKING HATE IT ALL OVER AGAIN!!! Not only do I hate it, but I spend the next several weeks 
hating myself for re-watching it, and punching myself in the stupid brain for misremembering how badly the 
movie sucked. The humor grates, the pacing is wonky, and it’s not just flawed at its core but fundamentally, 
insultingly stupid. Chris Tucker makes me want to stab my ears with a fork (and I like Chris Tucker). Seriously, 
I can’t STAND that movie. At least, until a couple years pass and I forget and the whole sad cycle repeats itself.

The Fifth Element is the worst-case scenario, but Indiana Jones is like that for me, too. Everybody knows the 
fourth movie is a steaming pile of horse plop. That’s beyond dispute. The franchise is better off forgetting it ever 
existed, and just pretending Indiana Jones is a trilogy, ending with The Last Crusade.

The Crystal Skull gets the bad rap it deserves, but people give a pass to Temple of Doom, which is also very much 
a lousy movie. There is a pattern to Temple of Doom, where every clunky joke gets repeated, and then gets 
repeated one more time than is funny. Once you clue into the pattern it’s impossible to watch the movie and not 
get annoyed, and then the annoyance turns to anger (or in my case, rage). But Temple of Doom has a lot of cool 
stuff, and you end up overlooking the lousiness—and trust me, the overall amount of lousiness in that movie 
far outweighs the good—and remembering the movie as far better than it is.*

This is sorta a long-winded way to get to two points I’m trying to make here. The first is that The Sixth Gun is 
awesome. For me, it’s the inverse to The Fifth Element, because I know it’s awesome, but when I haven’t read it 
for a while I forget exactly how awesome it is.

How awesome is it? ABSOLUTELY AND COMPLETELY AWESOME.

Comic books tend to pile up in the hell-pit that is my office, no matter how much I try otherwise. Reading 
a book regularly for me means letting several issues pile up, or even having a stack I haven’t got around to 
reading and then I notice the trade has come out, and I end up buying the trade even though I haven’t read 
the issues. 

So I read The Sixth Gun every couple months, and—even though I know it’s going to be good—I’m floored by it. 
Absolutely beside myself with amazement. I can remember the first time reading the volume one trade (and if this 
is your first time I’m envious of you!). I loved it so much I couldn’t wait to re-read it, even as I was reading it. 

The action, man! I think The Sixth Gun is the only comic that’s ever left me breathless with excitement, watch-
ing some of the action sequences explode off the pages. That giant bird-creature in the canyon, descending 
on the General’s men! The underground mine collapsing! Brian Hurtt does the best action I’ve ever seen in a 
comic, and maybe some of the best action I’ve ever seen, period.

Pretty excellent character design as well, with every character and every oddball villain absolutely unique 
and memorable.

Of course, Mr. Cullen Bunn helps make these characters and their situations unforgettable, and I first became 
friends with, and rapidly fell in love with, every one of his characters. Even the nasty ol’ General Hume and 
his wife Missy. Billjohn is my favorite, and I still get all misty when—oh wait… some of you haven’t read this, 
perhaps. No spoilers here!

*For the record, Raiders of the Lost Ark and and The Last Crusade are both pretty damn good, and exactly what ALL the Indiana Jones movies 

should have been.



The coloring is top-notch. Hats off to Bill Crabtree. And, as a letterer myself who hates almost all lettering but 
my own, the lettering is pretty aces too. Good job, Hurtt, Sherwood and Brisson!

My point? My point is that I love The Sixth Gun. Every little bit. But each time I read it it’s like a part of me 
forgot how much I love it, and then I feel guilty for not loving it enough. Because there are no superlatives 
in my brain that can impress upon you just how very, very good this book is. I think maybe it overloads my 
brain with its awesomeness to the point I can’t process it, like The Fifth Element does with its crappiness. Every 
re-read is an act of rediscovery, and somehow with The Sixth Gun I walk away a little more amazed each time, 
because it’s always a little further into the saga, and it never slips or sags or becomes anything less than great. 

I have not met anybody who’s read The Sixth Gun who does not feel the same way. 
    
My second point is this: there’s a thing called the elevator pitch, where you try to sum up what your comic (or 
movie, or tv show, etc.) is about in more or less a sentence, in case you run into some high-powered Hollywood 
executive on an elevator, and have 15 seconds to convince him to buy your pitch. It took me years to come up 
with the right one for my own creator-owned book, Chew. But for me, The Sixth Gun is a no-brainer. 

I love The Sixth Gun. Whenever I’m asked what my favorite comics I’m reading are, The Sixth Gun is at the very 
top of the list. Like Locke & Key, and now Manhattan Projects, two of my other supreme favorites, I evangelize it 
whenever and wherever I can.

And then, when I’m asked to describe The Sixth Gun, I tell people this:
   

“It’s Indiana Jones, if Indiana Jones never sucked.”

Because everybody knows Indiana Jones has moments (or entire movies!) of pure suckage. The argument, per-
haps, is the degree of suckage.

Not The Sixth Gun. 

Imagine Indiana Jones, all the high adventure, pulpy thrills, action, the peppering of romance, the ol’ timey pe-
riod settings, dastardly baddies, and of course the gunplay, fights, narrow escapes and eerie occultism—imagine 
if it was non-stop awesome, firing on all cylinders at all times, with not a false note or a single misstep. 

That’s The Sixth Gun. And they’ve been doing it for 30-something issues now.

And that’s my elevator pitch for it. 

Followed quickly by: “It’s freakin’ great!”

Enough blather. Ladies and gentlemen, turn the page. Get yourself to the awesome.

—John Layman, writer and letterer of Chew and other comics, Twitter revolutionary, cat lover, Lego builder,  
  World of Warcraft warlock, and Prince of Sadness.
  @themightylayman / chewcomic.com
  Summer, 2013.

(Please take this foreword with a grain of salt. Layman’s favorite movie is Titanic. But his love for Titanic does 
not make The Sixth Gun any less awesome.)

[Editor’s note: John Layman’s sentiments do not reflect the opinions of the entire team of The Sixth Gun on the subject of The Fifth Element. 

Brian Hurtt and Layman are free as haters to be as wrongheaded as they like while some of us enjoy the Moebius and Jean Paul Gautier  

designed stylings of Luc Besson’s bizarro French sci-fi aka the closest we’ll get to The Incal movie. We can all, however, agree upon the  

dubiousness of The Crystal Skull.]



Chapter
One





Among those who know
the truth of things, it is widely 
understood that the Sixth Gun 

vanished after the War.

Some believe it was shattered
to bits when General Oliander 

Bedford Hume was killed during 
the Razing of Devil’s Forks.

Others believe 
something as vile as 
the gun couldn’t ever 

be destroyed.

They say not even 
Hell would take the 

weapon back...

Cold Dead Fingers
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And that it’s still out
there in the world, just waiting 
to be found by someone cruel 

enough to wield it.

I hope
you’ve brought

good news,
gentlemen.

With all due
respect, Mrs. Hume, you 

commissioned the Pinkerton 
National Detective Agency 
because you demanded

results. And we
aim to please.

Although tracking 
down the objects in 

question proved 
more troublesome 

than we initially 
anticipated.

“Screaming Crow’s Head, 
as we suspected,

was a fake.

“There wasn’t even 
much left of the

shaman himself… just a 
few strands of hair 
pasted to an old, 
dried-up apple.

“Whatever magic
the old freak might

have possessed
died with him.

“The Fool’s Lantern, though…
There was some truth to its 

legends, all right…
“And it cost the lives

of three of my best men 
to retrieve it.”

“Same goes for
Asher Cobb’s 

remains.  

“His corpse ain’t
worth nothing but a 

few pennies from 
curious rubes.
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“Likewise, the Tarot de 
Lamarliere lived up to the 
rumors of its properties.

“Although my men were less 
inclined to take any chances 

with the old sorcerer.”

Do you know 
what that tells 
me, Mr. Mercer?

Flesh is weak…
decaying from the 

moment it’s brought into 
the world… rotting from 

birth to potter’s 
ground…

But objects…
like the lantern and 

the cards… like
this gun…

 

Well…
they’re just 

made to last, 
aren’t they?

This should serve to 
illuminate, then, just how 
important it is to find my 
husband… not to mention 

his property… before
it’s too late.

And we’ve
lost so much 
time already.

 That’s why
I set my people

about consulting
the oracles as

soon as we
uncovered them.

I believe you’ll
be delighted by
what we found.

Oh, yes…
This is indeed 

most exciting…

Although it 
appears I’ll have 
further need of 
your services.

Of course,
Mrs. Hume.

Cold Dead Fingers
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There are many augurs 
in the world… and 

secrets to uncover…

…If you know 
where to look.

But looking in the right 
place and having guts 
enough to keep your 

eyes open don’t always 
go hand in hand.

That’s how the things
man wasn’t meant

to discover stay that
way, leastways for

decent folks.

Drake Sinclair had
stared straight down the

gullet of the beast on more 
than one occasion… 

And while he had
known one or two decent
folks in his time, he didn’t

rightly count himself
among their number.
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I seek
audience with

the spirits of the 
Tree. I’ve come 
with questions.

My 
name’s—

We prisoners of
the Gallows Tree 

recognize one of our 
own as surely as if 

we had stared
into a

mirror… 

And we
know why

you’re here…

Heart as 
black as 

chimney soot…

Seeking the 
conqueror’s riches… 
The general’s gold…

Rotten as 
witch’s milk…

Baubles and coins… 
Jewels and trinkets

from dead men…

We can help
you find what you 

seek… but you must 
help us as well…

What could 
you possibly 

need?

You found
us… using a 

map… 

Is this what 
you’re talking 

about?

What
of it?

We know who
you are, Drake 

Sinclair…

How?
What do

you want?

Cold Dead Fingers
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There used
to be several of 
those maps out 
in the world…

Now only 
one copy 
remains.

Destroy 
it for us.

Burn it to
ash so that 
no one else 

can find us…

Help me, and I’ll
have no need to call 

upon you again… and 
I’ve no cause to point 

anyone else in this 
direction.

Tell me what I
need to know and I’ll 
torch the map right 

here and now.

Finding the 
General’s fortune 
is no easy feat…  

There’s a family… goes by 
the name of Montcrief… 

although they weren’t 
always known as such… 

Seek them out… and 
they’ll lead you to  

what you seek… Seek 
them out…

Crescent                   
Junction…

 

Crescent Junction’s 
quite a ways from
here.  I reckon I’d

best be on my way.

Much 
obliged.

Wait!
The map!  Don’t 

forget your 
promise! 

You
promised to
destroy it!

Don’t go
getting your 

backs up.  I know 
what I said.  

And you
know what 
kind of man

I am.

Way I figure it,
though, this map 
will fetch a fair 
price from the 
right person.

One for every 
man lynched 

upon the boughs 
of this tree…

so that we 
might finally 

know peace…

But unlocking the 
vaults… That will prove 

the true challenge… 

And you
ought not be so 
surprised. You’re 

the oracles, 
after all.

• 14 •
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But Drake wasn’t the
only one seeking the Montcrief 
farm, nor was he the first to 

arrive, not by a long sight.

Fell eyes were
fixed upon the family 

who lived there… 

And the specter of 
Death had loomed over 

the place for weeks.

Pa…

Are you…

Cough…

Cough…

I’m awake, dear.
Haven’t been able to

get any decent sleep for 
days, thanks to this 
damnable hacking.

Cold Dead Fingers
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Well then… you and your 
men shouldn’t have any 

trouble fetching what we 
came for.  Best be about 

your business.

I need you
to do something 
for me, Becky…

What’s 
that?   

Kaff!  

I’ll be all
right for a 

moment.  Hand 
me that case.

I don’t have 
much more 
time, child…

Don’t
say that—

We both
know it’s true.

No point in pretending
otherwise. And once

I’m gone, I…

 I’ve squirreled away
enough money for you to 
get out of here… to go 
someplace… better…

start a real life.

I have a 
real life.

I need you to
take this case…

don’t open it… just 
take it and chuck it in 
the deepest fishing 

hole you can—

Eh?

I just brought 
in some fresh 
from the well.

Do you 
want some 

water? 

Kaff!

…I don’t
want you

lingering around 
this place.

You’ve just
about wasted 

enough time on 
me, young lady.

Just like you
figured it, near as I can tell.  

Ain’t seen nobody but the girl.  
If her step-daddy’s poorly like 
you say, he more’n likely can’t

even get outta bed.

 But there’s
one last thing

you need to do for 
me… it won’t set 

things right…

...but it’s not 
your burden to 
carry, either… 

• 16 •

The Sixth Gun



What’s 
wrong?

Get back, 
girl.

Get back 
and take 

cover.

After all 
this time… Why 

now?

I don’t 
understand...

Aggh!

Holy—

Oooh… 

Get in
there!

I’ll be 
damned!  

You are
one cowardly 

deadbeat! 

Suit yourself.  
Just stay where 
you are while I—

I don’t hear 
anything.  How 

do you—

Pa?  

uhh…

Ya want someone
to go in there so bad, 

just let fly and
do it yerself!

Cold Dead Fingers
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Aw, to Hell
with this!

There’s some
sort of sharp shooter

in there… and he’s
got eyes in the

back of his—

Ugh!

Just stay 
down, Becky. 

There’s four 
more of them 

out there. 

They’re 
coming…

Let’s get in
there and wind this 

up, gentlemen. 

We’re dealing with
a lunger and a girl 

here, not a couple of 
dyed-in-the-wool 

killers.

Uhhh—

Do you 
hear me?

• 18 •
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Becky, once you hear
me commence to shooting 
again, I want you to try to 

sneak out the back.

Don’t worry 
about me.  

Just—

Kaff!

Kaff!

Cough!

Nooo!

Cold Dead Fingers
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Don’t you
worry none, little girl.
I’ll take care of you

real good.

Heh heh…

Aw,
Hell!

Just stay back!  
Stay away 

from…

Oh…

• 20 •
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Unnhhh—

What d’you think
happened to her?  Reckon 
the excitement was just a 

little much for her?  

Don’t 
touch it!

Agh!
Hellfire!

The gun’s bound
to the girl now that 

she’s touched it.
It belongs to her.

Nobody else
can so much as 
touch it while
she’s alive.

So why not 
just kill her?

Our employer
left strict instructions 

that the gun’s owner was 
to be brought in alive if

at all possible.

Unnh…

What 
about him?

Leave him.
He’ll never survive 

the trip back.

Anyway, if he
gave a damn about 

getting the job done, he 
wouldn’t have gotten 

himself shot.

Either way,
looks like we got

the shooting
iron—

Cold Dead Fingers
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There are those who say the buzzard 
is one of the wisest critters in all
the world… and they’re just aching

to share their knowledge…

Only, through some twist of fate, 
the only people who can hear 
what the bird has to say are 
those who’re close to death.

So… while you’re lying there bleeding out, 
the buzzard lingers nearby, whispering 
secrets—all the secrets in the world—in 
your ear in a strange language only you 

and the other dying can understand. 

The answers to every question 
you’ve ever asked right there for the 
taking, and all you can care about is 
whether Heaven or Hell awaits when 

you finally shut your eyes.

Oooh…

Unnnh… 

Somebody… 
help me…

Ain’t that just 
the way?  

• 22 •
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VonAllen…

Dammit.

Gonna go back and 
chop that blasted tree 

down for kindling…

What happened 
here?

Y-you a 
Pinkerton? 

Not 
hardly.

And I’m not in
the frame of mind
to enjoy repeating 

myself, either.

What happened here?  
Who sent you to kill 

the preacher?

unh...

Cold Dead Fingers
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Preacher?
What’re you

talking about?

We were supposed
to bring some old 

farmer and his step-
daughter back to our

employer… 

Your
employer?

I’ve never… met her.  
Some woman… owns a 
saloon and cathouse… 

the Silver Palace…
in the town of 

Brimstone.  

…left me to 
rot out here…

I’m hurt pretty bad, 
mister… but if you 

could just get me to a 
sawbones…

That might be
wishful thinking on your 
part… and praying might 
serve you a sight better 

about now.

  
Don’t just 

leave me out 
here!

You can’t just 
leave me!  You… 

You Devil!

The Devil?

No…

But I do
his business from 

time to time.

...something about 
some property he 

stole… only the old 
coot had more fight 

in him than we 
expected…

They took the 
girl to her…

I think I might 
make it…

Wait! 

Wait!

• 24 •
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Even as Drake set out for 
Brimstone, another chapter of 

the story was unfolding blackly in 
a different part of the world.

The Widow Hume might
have sent her Pinkertons

after the pistol…

But she had dispatched an 
altogether more sinister group of 
hombres to a small village far from 

the Montcrief farmstead.

They’re 
coming!

Cold Dead Fingers
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These men…
Who are they?  
Why do they do 

such vile things?

They’ve come
to free the 
dead man.

The dead man… 
You mean—

We knew we
couldn’t hide forever. 

We knew they’d 
eventually come.  

But I
always thought 
there would be

more time.

Is it terrible
that I had hoped today 

would be a younger 
man’s concern?

I don’t 
understand, 

Father Arturo.  

They have
reached the gates!  

We must—

• 26 •
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Our Heavenly Father 
has endowed us with 

His strength...

...the Holy Spirit 
in our steel!

Lord Jesus is in 
our hearts...

Do not fear, 
Brothers!

Cold Dead Fingers

• 27 •



Nothing
stops them!

They don’t die! 

Why don’t 
they die?

• 28 •
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We… We 
can’t stop 

them!

We must 
try!

Aggh!

Father!

I… I’m all 
right. 

Yeearrrggghhh!

tsk tsk…

Do you know 
what the shame 

of it is?

 It was just 
a flesh w—

No... na...
nnnyaaaa!

Tsk

Cold Dead Fingers
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All this bloodshed 
could have been 

avoided…

Just tell me
where you’re hiding
the General and all

this goes away.

Isn’t
that a fine 

compromise? 

…

There…
He’s down 
there…

You did the 
right thing.

Pity I
can’t return 

the favor.

But now’s
your chance to make
things right… and 

save your own skin at 
the same time…

 You can mourn
your dead or celebrate 
your own survival. Either 

way, you won’t see
us again.

• 30 •
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Gggg...

Easy…

gghh…

ggg...

Easy 
now… 

Cold Dead Fingers
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I can’t break free
from this coffin… These 
cold wrought chains…

Not yet…

But first…

I want my 
gun back.

Too
long, sir.

How long have those 
scumbellies kept me 

secreted away on cursed 
Holy Ground?

H-how
long?

How long
have I been

gone?

My murder 
has left me 
weakened.  

 Soon I’ll be strong 
enough to walk 
again, though…

 Strong enough
to raise my troops…

to lead them…

• 32 •
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Chapter
Two





General Oliander Bedford 
Hume had been dead and 

buried for a right long while.

Yet he 
stirred.

And while his strength had 
faded in the years since 
his demise, his rage had 
grown like a wild thing... Worms, maggots, and grave 

bugs had burrowed tunnels 
through his rotting flesh, and 
those tunnels had filled with 

a festering hatred...

Now, newly risen
from a dead man's

nightmares, he turned his 
every thought towards the 

vengeance his newfound 
freedom would afford.

The preacher... 
he was smart...

...wrapping
me in these 
cold iron 

chains the way 
he did...

Hrr...

But they 
won't hold me 

forever...

Urgh...

They 
can't...

I can feel
myself growing 

stronger with each 
passing moment...

…and I'll be
free from this 
blasted box 

soon enough...

In the meanwhile,
I'll need troops
what will do my 

bidding.

Silas,
would you 
do me the 
kindness?

With 
pleasure.

hrr...
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Silas "Bitter Ridge" Hedgepeth 
wasn't the deadliest shot 

among the general's riders.

But he had murdered 
more than his fair share 

of women and men.

And once he had 
gunned them down...

...he could call them 
back up again.
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Good...
that's good.

Where
to now, 

General?

My gun's 
out there, 

boys. I can feel
it, beckoning 

to me. 

Cold Dead Fingers
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"It's calling 
me home."

It took Drake Sinclair 
several days of hard riding 

to reach the town of 
Brimstone.

And even as he surveyed the
Silver Palace, he didn't have an 

inkling of the dark forces that had 
been racing him towards his goal.

Mister,
you ain't 

cheating us, 
are you?

Not 
hardly.

Mind you, I
ain't claiming to be

an honest man, nor am 
I about to say I ain't 

slipped a stacked deck 
into a game every

now and then.

I'm just saying 
I ain't cheating 

right now...

And I'd thank you 
kindly not to insult 
me by suggesting 

otherwise.
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Besides... the way
I see it, my luck won't

hold out forever, and you
fellas will be raking me
through the hot coals

in no time. But don't you
worry none. I came 

plenty prepared for any 
drubbings I might be 

receiving—

Can't say
I ever expected 

to find you 
here. I had

it on good 
authority you 
were dead.

Heard you
drank yourself 

into a stupor and 
passed in your 

own filth.

Gentlemen,
this is one Billjohn 
O'Henry—bounty 

hunter, horse thief, 
gunfighter... 

And card sharp, 
among other 

things.

You forgot
to tell them 

how I put Kid 
Bedlam in the 

ground.
A job, as I

recall, your
organization
never paid

me for.

But today I
ain't card sharping,
and I was hoping

to avoid any
unpleasantness.

“I'm just here to play 
some cards, nothing 
more, nothing less.”
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I hope I'm
not disturbing 

you, dear. I just wanted
to check on you 
and see how you 

were coping.

H-how long
are you planning 

on keeping
me here?

Not much 
longer, dear. 

My husband will
be along directly 

to take back what 
belongs to him.

You mean 
the gun?

Just take it.
I don't care. 

Just take it and 
let me go.

I'm afraid it 
doesn't work 

that way.

The gun is
bound to you

now, branded upon 
you as sure as a 

witch's mark.

Just as it 
was bound to 
that cursed 

preacher.

Pa...

What happened to 
your stepfather was 

an unfortunate 
accident.

My husband would
have much preferred to 
vent his anger by flaying 

the flesh from the 
preacher's bones.

• 40 •

The Sixth Gun



Instead, he'll 
have to settle 

for you.

Even though I'd be 
content to kill you now 
and feed your carcass 

to the hogs.

You're a 
monster.

A 
monster?

I only want 
what's best for 
my family, dear. 
Does that make 

me a beast?

You're going to 
suffer before you 
die, girl. For every 

indecency...

So badly that
even a monster like 
myself will feel a bit 

of pity for you.

Why don't 
you dwell on 
that a spell?

Just hold
it right 
there.

 ...for every
second of agony the 
preacher visited upon 

my husband, you're 
going to suffer.
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... Widow 
Hume?

Why,
Drake 

Sinclair.

I never thought 
to see you again. 
The years have 

been kind.

Although I
must declare, 
I'm surprised 
you recognize 

me at all.

I dare to
say I look a sight 

different than the 
last time we saw 

each other.

What did 
you do?

I only did 
what you 

could not...
Here... let 
me show—
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Aw, Hell.

You know what, 
fellas? I think I'll 

be taking my leave 
of you now.

The game's
been spoiled for 

me anyhow.
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W-Who 
are you?

What 
do you 
want?

Don't worry 
about that 
right now.

First things first, 
let's get you out of 

here. I doubt
it'll be long before
someone comes to

check on you.

The gun... 
it's yours?

N-no...
I... I don't 
want it.

Did you 
touch it?

Y-yes, 
but—

Pick
it up.

I don't want to.
I don't want anything 
to do with it. There's 
something... wrong 

with it. It isn't 
natural.

There's not a
gun in this world
that's natural...

Oh...

...and I don't 
recall saying you 
had a whole lot 

of choice.
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Are you all 
right? Snap 
out of it!

I thought 
I saw...

I don't know. 
It was like a 
dream... or a 
nightmare...

Just stay 
close.

We're likely to run 
into some trouble 
before we get out 
of this place. But if 
we keep our wits 

about us—

Wait...

There's a 
woman... she was 

just here...

She's...
she's awful...

and she carried 
a gun.

You don’t have 
to worry about 

her. She’s—

Dead.

Dammit.
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Mr. Mercer! 
Mr. Faulkner!

Gather your 
men! There's a 

fox in the 
henhouse! 

Mrs. 
Hume!

You're 
bleeding! Are you

all right?

Here
we go...

And he's
trying to steal 
my husband's 

property!
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Don't fret 
over me!

The girl! 
They're trying 
to get the girl!

You—

Drake! 
Over here! I've just about 

had my fill of this 
place! Let's—

Go.

Aw, Hell.

Go
back! 

Go back 
the other 

way!
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You're too 
late, Sinclair! 

Too late!

My husband's come 
home, and he's going 

to drive you like cattle 
straight to Hell!
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Don't move, 
not a one 
of you.

I don't know how
many times I'd have to 

shoot you, Missy, to make 
sure you stay down, but
I'd sure run out of bullets 

trying if I have to.

...
Sinclair...
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Where're
you running 
to, Drake?

I warned
you we'd find 

you again, 
didn't I?

Is that 
Bloodthirsty 

Bill?

The one 
and only.

Damn if I ain't 
just about had 
enough of old 
acquaintances.

Been waiting
a long time for 

this, Drake.

Yer gonna 
burn, son.

And Will Arcene,
too? I'd have thought 

somebody would
have done him in for

sure by now. Good thing
Old Will ain't no 
count with a 
six-shooter—
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Yearrgh! Ahhh!
We're gonna 
need to find 
another way 
out of here.

My gun!  
My gun! Bring me the 

girl and rip the 
rest of 'em to 

ribbons!

Oliander!

I knew
we'd find you...
knew we'd be 

together 
again...

Cut 'em down! 
Cut 'em down 
and bring me 

my gun!

So help me,
you let them get 

away, and I'll be boiling 
your gizzards for

my supper!  
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Get back,
you bastards!

A lot’s
changed since 
the old days, 

Drake.

But you still 
owe us a debt... 

and I aim to 
collect.
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Heh... Ahh!

Oof!

Don't reckon 
I need this 
no more.

Catch!

Eh—

...
Aw...
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Get 
down!
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Drake 
Sinclair...

And he's got
the preacher's 

girl... and my gun 
with him.

Surely you
can see how this 

might be a problem 
for me...

Of 
course...

But there's
nowhere they can go 

that you won't be able 
to sniff them out.

They'll never
be able to escape 
what you have in 
store for them.

No... 
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"No, they 
won't.

"It doesn't matter
how fast they run, how 
deep they scurry into 

their hidey-holes.

"I'll root 
them out. "...and when I catch them, 

I'll have both my property 
and my revenge.

"I'll rip my pistol 
from the girl's 
cold fingers...

"And as for 
Drake Sinclair...

“I'll oil the gun in 
the turncoat's 

blood."
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Cold Dead Fingers
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Gasp!

…

Mr. Sinclair?
Mr. O’Henry?
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…dammit, Drake! This 
ain’t what I agreed to, 

not by a far sight!

You think I 
planned any 

of this?
Hell yes,

I do!

This whole thing…
It was your blasted 
plan from the very 

beginning! 

You never once
said a word about

Oliander Bedford Hume
and those murderous 
owl hoots of his being 

involved.

I thought he 
was dead!

Did he 
look alive 
to you?

This was supposed
to be an easy score. 

The Gallows Tree was
gonna point us in the

right direction.
Maybe I            

should go and 
ask for myself.

The tree 
won’t speak 

to you.

Well, we can’t
rightly stay on the

dodge forever without 
some kind of inkling of 
where we’re headed.

Way I see it,
the tree set us

on this course for a 
reason, and we’ve only 

got one choice…

…we use 
the girl.

And I’m
starting to 

figure I got the 
muddy end of

the stick!

Damnation!
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Thunder boomed over the town 
of Brimstone. Thunder with 

nary a cloud to be seen.
A foul omen, 
to be sure.

But it is a night… and this 
is a place… of foul things.

Good… good…

You chose
a fine place to 

settle down in my 
absence, Missy…

“This town has proven 
fertile ground to 

replenish our forces.”
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I’ve dispatched
my Pinkertons to find 
Sinclair and the girl…

to find your gun…

There’s been no 
word as yet, but 

they’ve never failed 
me. I’m sure—

Foolish
woman!

Drake Sinclair was
one of Mosby’s Raiders, 

serving with the Grey Ghost 
himself! If he doesn’t want 
the Pinkertons to find him, 

then that’s how it’ll be!

But don’t 
fret.

 I can sense my gun, 
smell it on the wind like 
decay and rot from the 

battlefield.

The gun speaks to the 
preacher’s daughter… and 
at the same time it calls to 

me… beckons to me…

Sinclair may be able
to hide from mortal men, 
but he won’t be able to 

elude me forever…

I’m growing
stronger. The old 

power is flowing back 
into my veins.
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“…and he knows it.”

It’s not that
I’m not thankful for

your help, but I deserve 
some answers at the 

very least. 

Who are those… 
people? What do 

they want?
For that 

matter, what 
do you want?

Why are 
you helping 

me?

“You can’t keep 
me in the dark 

forever.”

Reckon she’s 
got a point, 

Drake.

I suppose 
so.  

I’m not some 
child who needs 
to be sheltered.

I haven’t been 
that little girl for 

a long time.

Heh.

All right.
Have a seat

and I’ll tell you 
what I can.

You might
wanna eat a little

something.

No, thank you. 
I’m not feeling 
very hungry.

I’d just… 
appreciate some 

answers.

Fair 
enough.

I suppose it’s 
only right that I 
start with the 

General.

Sooner or later 
you have to tell me 

what’s going on.
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“…and he knows it.”

It’s not that
I’m not thankful for

your help, but I deserve 
some answers at the 

very least. 

Who are those… 
people? What do 

they want?
For that 

matter, what 
do you want?

Why are 
you helping 

me?

“You can’t keep 
me in the dark 

forever.”

Reckon she’s 
got a point, 

Drake.

I suppose 
so.  

I’m not some 
child who needs 
to be sheltered.

I haven’t been 
that little girl for 

a long time.

Heh.

All right.
Have a seat

and I’ll tell you 
what I can.

You might
wanna eat a little

something.

No, thank you. 
I’m not feeling 
very hungry.

I’d just… 
appreciate some 

answers.

Fair 
enough.

I suppose it’s 
only right that I 
start with the 

General.

Sooner or later 
you have to tell me 

what’s going on.
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“Oliandar Bedford Hume was 
one of the most feared… and 

the most reviled generals 
of the Confederacy.

“He was a brilliant strategist, 
leading his troops to victory 
after victory. It was said that 

if you followed Hume, you 
followed him to glory.

“But he was also a 
bloodthirsty madman...

“…the kind of man who inspired 
all manner of dark rumors and 

god-awful stories.

“Only, no matter how 
awful the stories were, 

the truth was far 
more frightening.

“Hume gathered the
worst of the worst into 

his service—men who 
shared his bloodlust and 

his cruelty; men who 
wouldn’t bat an eye at the 

General’s foul plans.”

What about 
the guns?

I don’t know if anyone 
other than the General 

himself knows where the 
guns came from. 

Some say he
conjured them up using 
sorcery. Others say he 

found them in some 
forgotten ruin.

• 66 •

The Sixth Gun



“Others say the guns 
were given to him...                           
gifts for services 

rendered. “Each of the guns is more
powerful than an ordinary pistol, 

and they never need to be reloaded. 
Legend says the guns are loaded 

with hatred, not bullets. 

“Imagine a gun 
that strikes with 

the force of a 
cannon shell… “…or spreads the 

very flames of 
Perdition…

“…a gun that kills by 
spreading a flesh-
rotting disease…

“…or can call up the 
spirits of the men 
and women it has 

shot down.

“And while all of the pistols
make the gunfighter tougher—more 
difficult to kill—one of them grants 
eternal youth and the ability to heal 

even a fatal wound.

“And they have 
other properties 

as well.

“But the guns changed 
those who used them… 

…warped their 
bodies… …and their

minds.”
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W-what 
about this 

gun?

Is it going to… 
to change me?

I don’t 
know.

That gun speaks to
you… shows you things 

that have happened… and 
circumstances that
have yet to pass.

It’s said General Hume
was such a brilliant warmonger 

because he knew the way a 
battle was going to play out 

long before it took place.

“He saw the 
future.”

The 
future… 

Only, all the 
fortune-telling in 

the world didn’t keep 
him from getting 

killed, did it?
That’s on account 
that no man, no 

matter how insightful, 
can know the cause 

of his demise.

How… 
how did he 

die?

A man with
that much anger and 

bloodlust… with all that 
dark knowledge… can’t 

ever really die.
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“There was a man, though, 
who recognized General Hume 

for the monster he was… 

“He rallied what few 
like-minded souls he could 
find, and they struck when 
the General was ill-prepared 

and caught off guard. 

“He knew the General 
might rise again, so 

he secreted the body 
on holy ground.

“He claimed the General’s gun
for himself, so it would be bound
to him and he could watch over it 

for the rest of his days.”

He changed his
name, I suppose, 
from VonAllen to 
Montcrief, so the 
General’s agents 

would have a harder 
time tracking him.

Pa…

You’d best 
get some 

rest. 

“Tomorrow’s going 
to be a long day.”

 He found
himself a family, 
took up with a 

lonely widow and 
her daughter.

“Even then, almost every 
man who attacked the 

General died on that day.

“…recognized him as a beast 
that needed to be put down 
before he achieved whatever

the Hell it was he wanted.
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That’s all there
is to it. Just point, 
take a breath, pull 

the trigger.
If you’re going

to go heeled, you’re
going to need to be

comfortable with that
shooting iron.

Unf! Maybe we ought
to be teaching her to 

shoot some squirrels or 
something rather than 

making me break my
back carrying these

here stones! 

Nice and 
easy.

Don’t worry
if you don’t—

My belly’s 
grumbling!

All right.
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Oh!Pa taught me
how to shoot when 

I was a little girl. 
He said—

Well, I’ll be!
She’s a gunfighter 

to the manner 
born!
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Hrrr…

She 
calls…

You all 
right, girl?

I…
I saw…

What was it? 
What did you 

see?

It was… a 
fort… hidden 

away…

But... the grounds
were like nothing I’ve ever 
seen. It was like… stair 
steps, descending down 
towards something… 

horrible.

The Maw.

The gun’s 
trying to tell us 
where we need 

to go.

You knew.
You knew all that 

shooting might trigger 
one of them visions, 

didn’t you? Just like you 
know the Maw 
ain’t no place 

for a girl.

The Maw? 
What is it?

I suggest we 
save the chatter 
and get moving.

We’ve got a long 
ride ahead of us 
before we get 

where we’re going. 

A cruel
place… walled 
on all sides…
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And I’m making 
sure no one else 

follows us.

“Safe 
passage.”What

do they 
mean?

We just
follow these 
markers, and 
we’ll be just 

fine.

Have I ever 
led you 
astray?

It’s not 
speed that 

concerns me.

Don’t worry.
This is the fastest 
way to get where 

we’re going.

You sure that
old Navajo knew 

what he was 
talking about?

There are many secret trails to be
traveled if you know where to look, but it’s 
only the brave man or the damn fool who 

treads such pathways without a secret or 
two of his own tucked up his sleeve.  
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Thunder with nary
a cloud to be seen.

An ill omen.

There’s 
another 
marker! But it sounds

like a storm’s coming. 
We’d best find cover.

That’s no 
storm.

But you’re
right just the 

same. We should 
take cover. Just in 

case.

• 74 •

The Sixth Gun



Cold Dead Fingers

• 75 •



Mr. Sinclair…?
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It’s all 
right.

Everything’ll 
be just fine.

Woah!
Easy, boy!

It’s only 
thunder.
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Easy! Oh!

Unf!

Hello, 
poppet.

Easy! 

• 78 •

The Sixth Gun



When the General
sent me out here 

scouting for you, I 
thought he was a 

blasted idjit. But I swan
if’n I ain’t done 
and found you.

Oh!

Lucky for you, 
the General wants 

you alive and 
kicking.

Lucky for me,
he didn’t say a word 

about whut condition 
you needed to be in.
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Billjohn...

Wake up.

She’s 
gone.

Damn fool’s 
going to ruin 
everything.

Aw, Hell!
I coulda told you 
something like 
this was gonna 

happen!

If we hurry, we 
might be able to 

catch up with her 
before she does 

something—
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Where’re
you going, 
poppet?

No matter
where you hide, I’ll

burn you out.

Agh!

Oh, 
yes! 

Please do 
struggle and 

squirm!

Eh….?
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...but only the brave or
the foolhardy dare tramp
upon forbidden paths

lest they wake something
best left undisturbed.

And any predator—don’t 
matter how cunning, devious, or 
lethal—might find himself prey 
for the beast on a night when 

an unkind thunder roars.

Predator and prey…

…that’s the natural
order of things… 
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There are ancient 
powers slumbering in 

remote, sacred places,
or so the shamans 

whisper…

Powers rearing
up sometimes as 
protectors, other 
times as plagues… 

The fury of the storm 
made flesh… and quick to 

anger when disturbed...

Agh!

Damnation! 
What is 
that!?

Aaaaahhh!

Aaa—
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Gasp!
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Bad storm 
coming...

It’s bad, all 
right. I’ll grant 

you that.

No…
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But this ain’t
no storm… at least 
no natural one…

We’ve been 
played for 

fools. 

Sinclair set himself
a fancy trap, and we rode 
right into some foul thing’s 

bone orchard.

If you don’t
mind me saying 
so, Mrs. Hume, 

you seem 
troubled.

If you must
know, Mr. Mercer,

I’m concerned about
my husband.

He gets stronger
with every passing

hour, but he is still but
a shadow of his

former self.

He seems 
plenty powerful 

to me.

But you didn’t 
know him in his 

prime, Mr. Faulkner. 
He was…

Ungodly.

…
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Hold up!

What is it, sir?
I don’t have to tell 
you that stopping 

here—

My gun! 

It’s
close!

Oh!

You’ve really 
stepped into a 

mess of trouble 
now, girl!
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I’ll be damned. 
Will Arcene… What do you 

guess happened 
to him?

I don’t
suppose there’s 
any guesswork 

about it.

The Thunderbird’s 
none-too-happy about 
having uninvited guests 

in its territory.

Best case,
the General and
the bird kill each 

other off.

Worst case,
Becky gets caught 
in the middle of 

the fight.

Well, ain’t this 
gonna be a regular 
hog-killin’ time!?

Reckon 
so.

Now, hold on a 
second. You ain’t 
contemplating—

Reckon 
I am.

About time 
we evened 
the odds… Now…
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“…let’s go find our 
meal-ticket before she 

gets herself killed.”
Let go!

Bring her
here! I want to 
get a good look 

at her!

I must declare, 
girl, I’m a bit 

disappointed.

I relished the 
thought of slaking 

my fury upon 
your flesh!

But I find
myself too anxious to 
retrieve my property. 

So, I’ll just have to 
make this quick.

Come down
off that wagon,

you shriveled up old 
coot, and I’ll show
you what being 
disappointed’s

all about!
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Heh!
Maybe I was 

wrong about 
you, girl…

You might 
warrant me 

taking my time 
after—
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Curse you, 
Sinclair… I reckon 
you’d think this is 

right funny…

Ah!
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Bill!
The girl! 

Don’t let 
her get 
away!
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We’re 
boxed in 

here!

Ride, men! 
Ride, for open 

ground!
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I’m gonna do 
us all a favor, 

girl…

The General’s
too hell-bent on 

revenge for what 
that preacher-man 

done to him.

Can’t see that 
what you need is 
a simple killing.

I aim to 
rectify that 

right— Howdy, 
Bill.

Sinclair…
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Hnnf!

You ain’t never 
gonna learn, are 

you, Drake? 

What?

You don’t 
recognize
the gun?

Yeeagggh!

Eeeeeaaggh!

That little
toy of yours don’t 
stand a chance of 

hurting me.
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We’d best 
light out.

N-no!

I’m not
going anywhere 

with you!

“You’re one 
of them!”

Not 
anymore, 
I’m not. 

Not for a 
long while 

now.

I don’t 
believe 
you!

You think I 
care what you 

believe?

You have
any idea what

I’ve done in order
to save your 

ungrateful hide?

That’s all 
we’re asking.

Just hear 
him out, 
Becky. 

I doubt that
fire’s gonna do

more than raise old 
Bloodthirsty Bill’s 

hackles. 
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Uff!
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Cold Dead Fingers
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Hrrr...
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Mrs. 
Hume! You’ll get 

yourself killed 
out here!

You think
I can’t beat 
this thing?

I beat time 
itself!

This… animal 
is nothing

to me!

Nothing!

Nothing…
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Over here, you 
witless overgrown 

buzzard!

I led these
men through your 
lands! I’m the one 

you want!
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I defy
you!

Come down 
here, you 
worthless 

beast!

Let me learn 
ya about 

ruination!

I was 
wrong.

He’s back.
My husband’s 

back!

Cold Dead Fingers
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The 
girl…

I… I’m sorry, 
sir. She got 

away.

Sinclair was 
with her. He 
helped her.

He had 
Will’s gun.

So, the coward’s 
embracing the destiny 
he denied so long ago. 

Well, it won’t 
help him… or 
the girl… not 

now. 
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“I’ll hear that 
scumbelly scream 

before I’m through.”

I used to
ride with

General Hume.

But
those were 
different 

days.

“And I was a 
different man.

“For a time, I served with Colonel 
Mosby, staging raids against the 

enemy, striking like phantoms, then 
vanishing into shadow.

“I reckon I was just 
vicious enough to catch 

the General’s eye.

“And I was 
recruited.

“He wanted cold-blooded 
murderers—men who wouldn’t flinch 
at the awful tasks set before them.

“I was that kind of man for a 
while, I suppose, but eventually 

it started to wear me down.

“There came a day when the 
General laid his master plan… his 

end game… out before us…“

You ain’t 
wrong. 
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“And he asked us to 
take up new arms 

for his cause.

“For the first time in 
my military career, I 

hesitated.
“I knew there was 

something… wrong 
with those guns…

“As awful a man as I was, I 
couldn’t bring myself to take up 

something of such pure evil.

“So, the General 
found someone to 

take my place.

“The General had no intention of 
allowing me to turn my back on 

him and live to talk about it.

“But I still remembered 
my training under the 

Gray Ghost.

“I couldn’t fight 
them, but I could 
damn sure hide.”
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I'd hoped I'd seen
the last of them, but I 

reckon your past always 
catches up to you.

But you
took up one
of the guns 

anyway...
Seemed

like a good
idea at the

time.

But you 
said they 
were evil.

My pa...
He let the 

General's gun take 
him straight to 

the grave...

We... I... can't 
let him die for 

nothing...

The General
won’t stop coming 

after us until he has 
these guns.

Or he’s 
dead.

Then I'd say 
we ought to 
oblige him.

 It’s time to
take the fight to 

the General.
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Chapter
Five





The Maw. 

While few had ever seen the place,
the legends grew—as legends are likely 
to do—even though most folks spoke 

of it only in whispers if at all… 

For if the Maw existed in anything 
other than the yarns of old thieves 
and killers, it must surely be a snake 

pit of misfortune and misery… 

…and death. I hate
this gun… 
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 Aggh! 

 …hhh… 

Hhhh…?  

Ggg…

…gghhh… 
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D-Drake… 

You always 
were a bit too 
careless, Silas.

But that’s 
nothing you need 
to worry about 

now.

I’m gonna need
that gun, and I doubt 

you’d just hand it 
over to me even if 

you could. 

Drake… 
wait…

Wait! 

We were 
friends, you 

and me! 
Friends! 

I don’t
know how

that makes a bit
of difference

now. 
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Would
you listen
to that…  Silas must’ve 

found them! 

By God,
he found 

them! 
Should we 
ride ahead, 

sir? 

We’ll ride 
together. The 
girl still has my 

gun, and Drake’s 
stolen Will’s 

pistol… 

We’d be foolish
to underestimate 

them, and I want some 
real protection for 

my wife. 

Don’t dismiss my 
Pinkertons so readily, 

dear. They’re only 
men, after all… 

But they were a 
tremendous help and 
comfort to me during 

your absence.

 Of that 
I’m sure. 
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 … Damn you, 
Sinclair…

Damn 
you!
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 Sounds like the 
General stumbled onto 

our little welcoming 
party. 

 Those… husk 
creatures… they 
won’t be strong 
enough to stop 

him… 

Naw, but it’ll
sure put fleas in his 

bedroll. He’s gonna be 
Hell-bent next time 

he sees us.

He’s newly risen
from the grave just to 
see his dreams slipping 
through his fingers… 

But now you
have two of the 

guns. I thought you 
left the General 

because you knew 
the guns were—

The game’s 
changed.

And I’m a 
different 
person. 

Don’t 
worry, 
Becky. 

That sidearm
of yours’ll tell us if 

anything untoward is 
gonna happen. 

 Well… 

 Dammit.   

You catch a
glimpse of my 

untimely demise, just 
do me the kindness 

of shouting a 
warning. 

Wouldn’t
you be angry
if you were in

his shoes?
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The Maw… 
What is it?

 A legend… 
A myth…

I hear stories about it 
sometimes… this prison 

where the General secreted 
away his worst enemies... 
the men he never wanted 

to be free again. 

Story goes,
the ground caved in,

like a sinkhole, ‘cause it 
couldn’t take the weight 
of all the pain, sorrow, 

and suffering… 

Like the Devil
himself was gnawing 
away at the roots

of the earth…

…and 
there it 

is. 

 But… 

When you 
worked for the 

General—
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No…  
The General

didn’t start using
the Maw—at least

not that he told his 
lieutenants—until

after I left. 

If he’d ever 
caught me, I 

might have ended 
up here.

 And now
you’ve come 
here anyway.

 It’s just
like the guns… 

You tried to 
stay away from 
them, but you 

couldn’t. 

Ain’t life 
funny that 

way? 

But… why 
would the gun 
show me this 

place? 

Something’s 
not right. 

What is
it, girl?  It’s too quiet.

In my vision… 
there were 
people—

Why would
it bring us 

here? 
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Don’t you
even twitch, or

I’ll blow that fancy 
hat right off
your head. 

Well, ain’t 
this a merry 

time?

You’d best drop
those six-shooters,

friend, so we can
all get along 

peaceable-like…

I’ll let you 
know once I’m 
done counting.

 What do you
know, fellas! We

got us a gen-u-ine 
gunslinger here! 

Well, Mister Gunslinger, 
you’ll pass me them 

shooting irons…
real nice and easy…
if’n you know what’s 

good for you. 

 Hey, Quint! Looks 
like this pretty little 
girl fancies herself a 

shootist, too! 

I’ll have 
those guns 

now.  You might 
want to 

reconsider.

 Nice and 
easy, like I 

said. 

...unless you think
you’re fast enough to  

gun all of us down 
before we get you.
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Suit 
yourself. 

Now that 
won’t so 

hard, was—

Yeeaaggh!

Anyone
else want one
of my guns? 

I don’t think 
you’ll get any 
other takers.

 Some of us have 
seen guns like 

those before…

You don’t look
like General Hume 

and his men
to me.  

Name’s  
Gord 

Cantrell.  I suppose
you could say I

run things
around here.
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Gord Cantrell.  
I’ve heard
of you. Back in the War,

you put the fear of 
God and the Devil both 
into them old boys in 

the 12th Regiment down 
in South Carolina.

Then you just 
up and vanished. 

I figured you 
got yourself 

killed.

Not quite, 
but near 
enough.

You know my 
name. Now, maybe 

you can return 
the courtesy. 

I’m 
Drake 

Sinclair.

My friends are 
Becky Montcrief 

and Billjohn O’Henry.

Well, Mister Sinclair, 
I know a little bit 

about those guns…

And there ain’t
but one way I know 
for you to pick one 

up without burning a 
hole straight through 

your soul.

Are you
gonna tell me 

General Hume and 
his men are

dead? Some
of them 

leastways.

And
you killed 

them?

Do I look 
like a killer 

to you?
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Maybe you 
do, maybe 
you don’t. 

But I ain’t never
seen someone carry one

of Hume’s six-shooters who 
wasn’t a murderous 

bastard. 

Tell you 
what…

You keep your 
guns. Maybe you’ll 
tell me how you 
came across 

them. 

As my 
guests, of 

course.

It’s a mistake 
letting them stay. 
We’re better off 

killing them. 

I ain’t in the
business of killing 

people for no good 
reason, Quint. 

That is, if I
can convince 
you to stay

a spell…

Besides, you 
don’t know them 

guns like I do.
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“For all we know, we 
couldn’t kill them if 

we wanted to.” 

But… they’ve 
got the keys, 
don’t they?

Not all 
of them.

What say I 
show you folks 

around?

As you can see,
we didn’t do too

bad for ourselves, 
considering our 

humble beginnings. 

Hardly anyone
knows where we are, so 

hardly anyone bothers us… 
and we got scouts watching 

the woods for unwanted 
visitors…

We send envoys 
out for supplies 
every couple of 

weeks…

We’ve got 
everything
we need.
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I’ve got to
tell you, I expected 

this place to be 
deserted.

The War’s been
over for years, and the 
General’s been gone for 
just as long. Why’re you 

all still here? 

More than a few of
the others left, to be sure.

The blood of the guards hadn’t 
even cooled before a good many 

prisoners high-tailed it
out of here.  

But those of
us that stayed… 

Well…

 I figure we’re
here for the same 

reason as you, 
Mister Sinclair. 

We both know
there’s no way you 

came here on accident, 
not carrying those 

guns.

You’re here for 
the treasure, 

same as us.

Treasure?

Oh, he
didn’t tell you 
about that?

Well, don’t 
worry. I’ll show 

you.

But you
won’t like what 

you see.
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We’d all heard the 
stories. They passed 
through camp like a 

disease. 

Gold and
silver… Union and 

Confederate
alike… 

“Every so often, the General 
or one of his men brought 

something new to hide deep 
in the earth... like a child 
throwing pennies down a 

wishing well.”

Even back in
those days, there were 
plenty of plans to steal 
the treasure and make 

an escape.
But nobody

ever made good 
on them. 

“Then… ’round about the end of 
the war, I reckon… the General’s 
well just collapsed in upon itself.

“And we never
saw Hume again.” 

So we 
started
to dig. And this

is what we 
found.

You might be 
interested in the 
vault’s locking 
mechanism.

The
guns…

You need all
six of the guns 

to open the 
vault…

We were sitting
right on top of all the 
loot General Hume had 

collected over the 
years.

...plunder from a 
thousand dead men on 

each of a thousand 
battlefields…
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Damn…  Don’t think we
haven’t tried to crack

the lock… but the General 
was no fool when it came to 
protecting his wealth from 

would-be looters.

Is that 
what this is 

about? 

After everything
that’s happened… 

everything we’ve been 
through… you’re

just here because of 
buried treasure?!

Would you have 
helped me get away 
from Missy Hume if 

it wasn’t for—

… 

What’s 
wrong, 
girl?

This is 
wrong… 

Money?! 
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You’re 
wrong. 

Both of 
you.

There’s no 
treasure here. 
Not for you. 

What are you 
talking about, 

girl?

Whatever’s
down there… in 
the vault… it’s 

not gold or 
silver…

It’s old… 

Older than
the General… 
Older than the 

guns…

And it’s… 

Oh,
Drake…

You thought
the guns were 
evil? You have 

no idea…

I… I can’t
stay here.
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What did 
you see?

I don’t know what’s 
sealed away in that vault, 
Drake, but General Hume 

didn’t put it there.

And… whatever
it is… it’s awful. 
I can feel it. The 

gun told me.

It was
that gun that 

brought us 
here.

I was looking
for the treasure… 
I was sent to you… 
and the gun led us 

to the Maw.

Did you ever
stop to think that the 
General’s definition of 

treasure—that the gun’s 
definition of treasure—

is different from
yours?

We know next to 
nothing about 

the guns…
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“But I’m learning… 
seeing things… 

“The guns… they’ve had 
many forms throughout 
the years… throughout 

the centuries…

“They’ve been around 
for longer than you 

can imagine.”

My pa died 
protecting 
this gun…

And seeing how
the gun’s just some… 
key for greedy men, 

I’d say he died 
protecting it from 
the likes of you.

Don’t lecture me
on the differences 

between righteousness 
and avarice, girl.

You think I
can’t taste the 

difference?

I knew your 
stepfather.

 It was me that 
helped him sneak into 
the General’s camp 

at Bitter Ridge.

What—

What’s 
that?
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I’d speculate
the General’s 
finally caught
up with us.

Drake! 
Becky!

You’d
best get 
up here!
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You brought him 
here! You brought 
the Devil back! 

Take a step 
away from 

me.

Enough.

But this is 
his fault!

It was only a
matter of time before

the General came back… 
whether he followed 

someone or not.

Sinclair! 

I’ve had my fill 
of you and your 
troublemaking!

I was half-inclined,
once you gave me the
girl, to let you live in 

deference to past loyalties,
you yellow-bellied

jackrabbit!

But the
sun’s done set

on the last you’ll
ever see of my 
compassion, 

boy!

Sinclair!
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This is it, 
ain’t it?

This is when 
it’s gonna 
happen.

You’re all gonna 
bleed for what 

ya’ve done!

 You don’t
know when you’ve 
been beat, do you, 

you mean old 
spider? 

We’ve got
three of your 

precious 
guns! 

You’re outnumbered 
and outgunned, so why 

don’t you tuck tail 
before my compassion 

runs its course?

You’re a fool,
Sinclair! You think you 
can stand up to me so 

close to my font
of power?

You think
I’ve got but one 

regiment under my 
command?

 Rise and reap
blood and flesh and 
screams for mercy 

once more!

Rise up, and 
on my order—

Rise up! Rise up, 
you lazy, maggot-
infested bastards! 

We’ve got 
three dozen 

men and your 
spirit army!
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Chapter
Six





It was the Sixth Gun that 
brought Drake Sinclair

to the Maw…

The gun with its 
promises of 

wealth…

…and it had lied.

It was only a gun, 
after all, and guns ain’t 
known for the truth.

A gun only 
speaks of 
death.

And when you’re lost… 
when you’re alone… such 
words are cold comfort.
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Drake…?

Billjohn…?

-aggh!
Ah-
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Drake…?

Billjohn…?

-aggh!
Ah-
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We 
can’t…

…can’t let 
him open 

that seal…

Drake, 
where are 

you?! Reinforcements 
are coming.

We can’t win
this fight, and you 

know it! There’s still
a chance we might 
survive, though!

There’s another 
way out! Old escape 

tunnels! They’re 
dangerous, but I can 

lead us through!

Becky got
separated from us in 
the first salvo. We’re 
not going anywhere 

without her.

Billjohn, you need 
to find her. Once you 

do, get her out of here. 
We can’t risk that gun 
finding its way back to 

the General.

What 
about 
you?

I’m 
staying.

It was the promise 
of gold and silver 

that brought Drake 
to the Maw.

But there comes a 
time when a man has 

to choose between his 
fortune and his fate.

The General and 
me have matters 

to discuss.
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We 
can’t…

…can’t let 
him open 

that seal…

Drake, 
where are 

you?! Reinforcements 
are coming.

We can’t win
this fight, and you 

know it! There’s still
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survive, though!

There’s another 
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Becky got
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not going anywhere 

without her.

Billjohn, you need 
to find her. Once you 

do, get her out of here. 
We can’t risk that gun 
finding its way back to 

the General.
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about 
you?

I’m 
staying.

It was the promise 
of gold and silver 

that brought Drake 
to the Maw.

But there comes a 
time when a man has 
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The General and 
me have matters 

to discuss.
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Gord… 

Round up as many of
your men as you can, let them 

know you’re making a break 
for it, but don’t leave without 

Becky and Billjohn.

I’ll find the girl,
but I ain’t leaving. 

I reckon I’ll see this 
thing through.

One way
or another.

Suit yourself. 
Just do what you 
can to get Becky 

to safety.

I’ll do my best 
to hold off the 

General’s forces.

Drake…
Those things…

those husk creatures 
called up with your gun— 
Are they gonna be able

to stand against
the General?

Every time we’ve
faced them, they near

about crumbled to dust
in a strong wind.

 I think they’ll 
buy us some 
time at least. 

Their 
situation’s 
changed.

“When we fought them, they were 
being controlled by Silas Hedgepeth, 

one of the same men who killed 
them. They didn’t have much in the 

way of their own willpower.

“This time, they’re fighting 
against the General… they’re 
fighting for revenge… and I’d 

bet they’re a sight more 
difficult to put down.”

Run, you cowards! 
Run, for all the 
good it’ll do!

Yeeaarghh!

Ggg…
gghh… ggg…

• 144 •

The Sixth Gun



Gord… 

Round up as many of
your men as you can, let them 

know you’re making a break 
for it, but don’t leave without 

Becky and Billjohn.

I’ll find the girl,
but I ain’t leaving. 

I reckon I’ll see this 
thing through.

One way
or another.

Suit yourself. 
Just do what you 
can to get Becky 

to safety.

I’ll do my best 
to hold off the 

General’s forces.

Drake…
Those things…

those husk creatures 
called up with your gun— 
Are they gonna be able

to stand against
the General?

Every time we’ve
faced them, they near

about crumbled to dust
in a strong wind.

 I think they’ll 
buy us some 
time at least. 

Their 
situation’s 
changed.

“When we fought them, they were 
being controlled by Silas Hedgepeth, 

one of the same men who killed 
them. They didn’t have much in the 

way of their own willpower.

“This time, they’re fighting 
against the General… they’re 
fighting for revenge… and I’d 

bet they’re a sight more 
difficult to put down.”

Run, you cowards! 
Run, for all the 
good it’ll do!

Yeeaarghh!

Ggg…
gghh… ggg…

Cold Dead Fingers

• 145 •



Evening, 
Ben.

D-Drake…
Grrr…

Drake… 
Wait!

Not like this… 
Not like—
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Evening, 
Ben.

D-Drake…
Grrr…

Drake… 
Wait!

Not like this… 
Not like—
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Mrs. Hume… 
Where’d she 

go?

I don’t know.
She took off on her 

own like she was 
trying to lose us.

Grrrrkkk!

Ask me, she’s
more trouble than she’s 
worth! Client or not, I
hope she gets herself 
killed! But I doubt we’ll

be so lucky…

“Death don’t 
seem to stick with 

that woman!” A shame I
had to abandon 

my escort…

But their notion
of chivalry-for-hire… their
incessant coddling… only 

frustrates my efforts
to finish this business

once and for all…

Besides, this
is just between 

us women…

Hold still, 
child. I’ll make 
this quick. Which is

more than
 you deserve.

…

You little 
witch!

You think 
that’s going 
to stop me?

You think 
that’s going to 

save you?

There’s nothing 
that can stop me 
as long as I have 

this gun!
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Mrs. Hume… 
Where’d she 

go?

I don’t know.
She took off on her 

own like she was 
trying to lose us.

Grrrrkkk!

Ask me, she’s
more trouble than she’s 
worth! Client or not, I
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killed! But I doubt we’ll
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once and for all…

Besides, this
is just between 

us women…

Hold still, 
child. I’ll make 
this quick. Which is

more than
 you deserve.

…

You little 
witch!

You think 
that’s going 
to stop me?

You think 
that’s going to 

save you?

There’s nothing 
that can stop me 
as long as I have 

this gun!
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Since you’re so
proud of that gun, 

you ought to 
spend more time 

shooting--

And
less time 
gloating!

Yeeaggh!

What…

What 
have you 
done to—

—me?

Good 
Lord!

H-help 
me…

Please…
help me...
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Since you’re so
proud of that gun, 

you ought to 
spend more time 

shooting--

And
less time 
gloating!

Yeeaggh!

What…

What 
have you 
done to—

—me?

Good 
Lord!

H-help 
me…

Please…
help me...
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There’s no
help for you, 
you old hag!

Best to put 
you out of 

your misery!

Y-you… 
You…

I told you
I couldn’t be 

stopped, 
didn’t I?

You had
my pa 

murdered!

And I’m gonna 
keep killing 

you until you 
stay dead!

No! No! 
You’re not 

getting away!
You don’t 

deserve to 
get away!

Mrs. 
Hume!

What 
happened to 

you?

Don’t fret over 
that! Just get me 

out of here!

If this fight
goes south, someone’s 
got to look after my 
husband’s interest!
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I don’t know where 
you think you’re going, 
O’Henry. But you ain’t 

getting there…

At least 
not in one 

piece.

Hell, 
Bill. 

So I reckon 
now’s as good a 
time as any to 

see if you’ve got 
a soft spot.

Aw, 
Hell…       

I thought you
said you weren’t 
going anywhere.

You can’t run 
forever, you 

coward—

I reckon I’m 
done running 
from the likes 

of you.

Now, 
about that 

soft spot…

I already
know that I 

ain’t making it 
out of this 
prison alive.
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Billjohn! Got
bushwhacked by 
old Bloodthirsty

Bill…

Had to give 
that boy a 
whooping…

But it 
looks like me 
and him done 

killed each 
other. That’s his

gun over yonder.
Go pick it up

before somebody
else does.

I ain’t got 
much time, 

Drake…

You ain’t
gonna let me 
die like this,
are you?

 I’m no 
sawbones.

You know 
what I mean.

I ain’t never
been one to lay

about and do nothing, 
and I don’t see

why dying has to
change that.

Billjohn…

Scuttle back to 
your holes, you 

cretinous rabble!

You’ve been without a 
guiding shepherd for too 

long! But I’m back to burn 
the willfulness from your 

filthy carcasses!

What
can I do?
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Stand aside, 
you worthless 

fools!

Don’t cast 
your lives into 

the fire so 
pointlessly!

There’s no joy 
in killing you, 
not like this!

Gggg…
ggg

I’d rather you live 
to see the moment 
of your undoing!

I’d rather 
march you 

straight into 
the pit…

And I’d revel 
in every step, 
in every pitiful 
cry for mercy!

But where
have my lieutenants 

gotten off to? 

“Bill! Bill, get your 
hide over here! “Ben Kinney, 

where are you!?

“Missy! Come here! 
Don’t make me 

beckon to you again!”

This is my 
moment of 

triumph! Where 
are those sorry 

scumbellies?
No matter.

One last maneuver 
and this campaign 

is complete.

They should 
be here—by 
my side—at 

the end!
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Soon, I’ll have
my gun back, 

soon, I’ll unlock 
the vault…

Soon, like swine 
fattened for the 

breakfast table, you’ll 
fulfill the purpose

for which I brought 
you here!

And you’ll feed 
them others that 
come a-boiling up 

from the bowels of 
the Earth!

But you, girl, 
can count yourself 

lucky. I’ll spare 
you any such 

suffering!

Surely you 
don’t think to 
kill me with my 

own gun!

Ahh!

I’m taking what’s 
rightfully mine…

Your army, 
if that’s what you 
want to call it… is 

done for, girl. 

“Even now, the reserves I buried deep 
in the Maw are rising up to bolster 
my troops for the final assault!”

I wonder what
he’d say—that 

preacher—the one 
who stole my gun… 
Your step-daddy…

I wonder 
what he’d say if 

he could see 
that everything 
he did was for 

nothing!

What would he say 
when he watched me 
snap your neck and 
take my gun back? 

What would he say 
when he saw me open 
the vault and unleash 
Hell upon this worth-

less world of his?
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He’d say you
were a mad dog that 

needed to be put
down before you did 
something stupid! 

Hahaha!

By God! 
I like you, girl! 
Willful to the 
bitter end!

But it’s all 
right to be 
scared.

You’re all 
alone.

You’ve got 
no one else to 

help you!

I wouldn’t 
bet on that.

Let her go, 
General.

Sinclair!

This may be your 
place of power, but I 

suspect this gun—your 
gun—will still put you in 

the ground.

That gun’s a 
terrible burden, 
ain’t it? Burns, 

don’t it? 

How well do you 
trust your aim while 
you’re in such pain? 
You wouldn’t risk—

Aaargh!
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Fool! You’ll never hold 
onto that gun long 

enough to kill me! Go 
ahead and try! Let it 

burn you to ash!

And the girl 
will die, just 
the same!

Let’s just 
see which of
us is more 
determined.

 You kill Becky 
while I’m holding 

this gun, and 
it’s mine!

You’d like 
that, wouldn’t 

you? 

You came here 
to steal my 

treasure. Well, 
there you have it 

in your hand.

The gun’s 
calling to you, 

ain’t it? The gun’s got 
more power… more 
promise… than you 

can fathom.

That 
may be.

But the gun 
doesn’t belong 
to me. Or you.

I know the 
kind of man 

you are, 
Sinclair! I know—

…Even while it’s 
burning you alive, 

it’s calling. All you have 
to do is shoot the girl 
and claim that weapon 

for your own!

• 164 •

The Sixth Gun



Fool! You’ll never hold 
onto that gun long 

enough to kill me! Go 
ahead and try! Let it 

burn you to ash!

And the girl 
will die, just 
the same!

Let’s just 
see which of
us is more 
determined.

 You kill Becky 
while I’m holding 

this gun, and 
it’s mine!

You’d like 
that, wouldn’t 

you? 

You came here 
to steal my 

treasure. Well, 
there you have it 

in your hand.

The gun’s 
calling to you, 

ain’t it? The gun’s got 
more power… more 
promise… than you 

can fathom.

That 
may be.

But the gun 
doesn’t belong 
to me. Or you.

I know the 
kind of man 

you are, 
Sinclair! I know—

…Even while it’s 
burning you alive, 

it’s calling. All you have 
to do is shoot the girl 
and claim that weapon 

for your own!

Cold Dead Fingers

• 165 •



Uunf!

And so the 
battle of the Maw 
came to an end.

The Sixth Gun remained 
the terrible burden of 

its rightful owner.

General Hume’s newly 
risen army crumbled 

to ash with their 
leader’s passing...

And the pit collapsed 
upon itself, burying
the seal… and its
accursed secrets.

A naive person 
might have hoped 
the vault would be 
hidden forever.
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Those who survived would be 
sorely pressed to speak of the 

conflict or the terrible price 
they had paid in its winning.

And there was 
nary another witness 

to remember what 
had happened.

Nary a 
witness…

…except the 
buzzards.
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Explain 
something to 

me, Becky.

Near as I can tell, 
Drake was penniless when 

he set out to find the 
General’s treasure. Since 

there wasn’t any treasure 
to find, how did he afford 

to put us up here?

I’m not 
sure.

“He said something 
about selling a map to 
‘that trickster tree’.”

If you 
gentlemen will 
excuse me…

The hour’s 
late…

And I’d best see 
the young lady to 

her quarters.

Epilogue
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I don’t need you 
to look out for me 

every second of every 
day, Drake. I can take 

care of myself.

I don’t 
doubt it.

Ohh!

Another 
vision?

Drake… 
It’s Missy.

She’s gathering 
her forces.

We figured 
she’d show 

herself again, 
didn’t we?

But…

“…there’s 
more…” There 

always is.
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As long as 
we’ve got that gun 
of yours, though, 
we’ll see trouble 

coming.

And if we 
don’t?

All we can 
do is expect it 
whether we see 

it or not.

When it 
comes… and 
we both know 

it will…

“We’ll be 
waiting.”
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Chapter
Seven





Some time after the battle of 
the Maw, Drake Sinclair found 
himself in the Crescent City.

And it was there he hoped to find
a way to break the supernatural ties 
that bound him to the four wretched 
pistols he had taken up in order to kill 

the undead General Hume.

But misfortune
circled those weapons 

like carrion flies.

And even though Drake 
secreted his guns away… 
even though he no longer 
carried them at his hip… 
their foulness lingered

with him.

The guns 
haunted him.

I ever tell you 
how much I hate 

this city?

Hell, there’s 
money to be made 

here, that’s for 
damn sure… But there’s always 

somebody waiting 
to slice your throat 

for it, too.

“Laissez les 
bon temps 
rouler…”

Might be a nice 
sentiment if the bad 
times weren’t always 

nipping after the 
good.

You remember the 
time we had to shoot 
our way out of that 

Gellatin Street 
saloon...

...all on account of 
some fever dream 

Gutshot O’Toole had 
about Lafitte’s 

gold?
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Yeah…

I reckon 
you don’t.

For what it’s 
worth, I’m sorry 
as Hell for what 

happened.

You were 
right.

It was 
meant to 
be simple.

We were 
supposed to find 
General Hume’s 

treasure…

We were 
supposed to 

get rich.
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“We weren’t supposed to 
find ourselves in the middle 

of some damned war… “We weren’t supposed to 
get stuck standing watch 

over a dead man.”

You weren’t 
supposed to get 
yourself killed, 

dammit.

General Hume 
had been dead for 

years. And for all those 
years I heard rumors 

of his treasure.

You can’t blame 
me for wanting to 

track it down, 
can you?

Yeah... 

You were 
a sonofabitch 
from time to 

time, too. 

Well…
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So that’s 
it, then?

We’re not even 
going to talk 
about this?

There’s 
nothing worth 
talking about, 

Becky.

My pa didn’t die— 
Billjohn didn’t die— 
just so you could 
play at keeping 

secrets.

After everything 
that’s happened, 

you don’t have the 
right to shut 

me out. 

Do I look like 
I give a damn 
about what’s 

right?

You’re 
drunk! And what 

difference do 
you suppose 
that makes?

You think the 
General’s dead 

just because we 
killed him?

You think that 
just because we’ve 

secreted his carcass 
on holy ground that 

we’re safe?

If not him, 
then someone, 

something, else 
will come after us.

We’re not 
safe as long 
as we carry 
those guns.

And this 
isn’t my 

fight.

It most 
certainly 

is!

You made it 
your fight when you 
decided to use the 
gun—to use me—to 
find your blasted 

treasure.

Well, I’ve 
learned my 

lesson.

The Sixth Gun 
doesn’t lead to 
anything but 

death.

“I did my part all those 
years ago when I led 
your step-father to 

General Hume’s camp…”
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“I made my 
recompense.

“I’m done paying 
for the things I’ve 

done wrong. I’m done 
carrying the burden.”

You want to 
squirrel your pistols 

away, that’s fine… but 
you should at least let 
Gord and I know where 

you put them.

It’s best 
you don’t 

know.
And if you 

know what’s good 
for you, you’ll let me 
stash your gun with 

the rest.

My pa always 
kept the gun 

close…

And he’s 
dead because 
of it, isn’t he?

You’re a 
coward and a 
snake, Drake 

Sinclair!

And you’re 
not half the 
man my pa 

was!

Ain’t that 
a fact…

• 180 •

The Sixth Gun



We’re not 
knocking now, 

I take it.

Gord… 
Have you 

found what 
I’m looking 

for?

Why don’t we 
just talk about this 
in the morning? You 

look played out.
Besides, we’ve 

already sent word 
about the General’s 

remains. 

Just 
tell me.

Kind of answers 
you’re seeking can’t 

be found among 
decent folks.

You were right, 
though. There’s more 

than one person 
hereabouts who might 

be able to do what 
you’re asking.

Anton “Baron” 
Charbonnet… 

the Widow Paris… 
Elisa Souvanelle…

Start with 
the worst 
of them.

Suit 
yourself.

Henri 
Fournier.

Before long, 
they’ll send some-
one along to look 
after him. Maybe 

they’ll know—
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He came over 
from Haiti, near 

as I can tell, when 
he was a much 
younger man.

Made himself a 
fortune dabbling in all 

manner of things a 
sane man would do 

well to leave be.

Where do I 
find him? He values his 

privacy from the looks 
of it. Keeps a place that’s 

more than a ways off 
the beaten path…

And he’s 
protected. I’ll be 

damned.

A Crossroads… 
right out there 
in the middle of 

the swamp.

Starting 
to rethink the 
necessity of 

carrying those 
pistols?

Not 
hardly.

Those 
guns make 

me a target.

But if I can’t 
figure a way to avoid 
the Crossroads, I’m 
going to need some 

supplies.

You keep an 
eye on Becky 

for me. 
Don’t let her 
get into any 

trouble.

I’ll do
my best...
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“But in case you haven’t 
noticed, that girl can 

handle herself just fine.”

Whiskey.

Pardon?

I ordered 
whiskey.

Of course, 
Miss Montcrief. 

You’ll forgive me 
if I’m unaccustomed 

to you ordering 
anything so… 

strong.

I guess 
some things 

change.
And some 

don’t.

Pretty girl like 
yourself ought 

not to drink tonsil 
varnish like that.

Excuse 
me?

Whiskey’s 
good enough 
for you but 
not for me?

Aw, this is more 
for show than for 

drinking. Had this same 
glass sitting in front 

of me all night.

Maybe that’s 
what you’re 
planning on 
doing, too—
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You were 
saying? Heh…

Not a thing 
worth 

repeating.

Looks to me 
like your fella’s 

decided to take in 
the night air.

Hmph!

He’s not 
“my fella.”

And I couldn’t 
care less what 

he’s doing.

Did that 
sound like an 
invitation?

No, 
ma’am… But you didn’t sound 

none-too-convincing, 
either, when you said you 

don’t care what that 
gentleman’s up to.

“I figured a little company is 
just what you need to take 
your mind off him for a bit.”
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So, what 
kind of man 

orders whiskey 
but just nurses 

it all night?

The kind 
who enjoys the 

companionship of his 
fellow man… but not 

so much that he 
wants to dull his 

senses. 

Y’ever hear of 
Kid Bedlam?

One of the fastest 
gunfighters who ever drew 

breath. There wasn’t a 
living soul who could beat 

him to the draw.

When he was 
finally gunned down, it 

was because he was too 
drunk to do a blasted 

thing about it.

 I mean, what’s 
the use of all that 

speed when you’re so 
pickled you can’t even 

stand straight?

So, now let 
me ask a 

question…
What’s a young 

lady like yourself 
doing carrying such a 
big, nasty sidearm in 

her purse?

What? 
I… I…

How did 
you know?

I’ve learned to 
recognize the look of 
a concealed weapon 

when I see one.

It’s for 
protection, 

that’s all.

Seems like 
an awful lot 

of protection 
to me.

What exactly 
do you—

Yer in my 
seat, boy!
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Th’ lady, she’s 
wantin’ to sit next 

to a real man, 
I’m thinkin’.

Ain’t tha’ 
right, darlin’?

I tell you 
what, when a 

real man comes 
along, I’ll let 
you know.

Heh heh 
heh…

This girl’s 
a cold one, 

fellas…

But dressed up 
fancy the way she 
is, and in a place 

like this… I bet she’d 
warm up real nice fer 

the right price—

What do 
ya say, girlie? 
How much is it 
gonna take to—

I reckon 
that’s just 

about enough 
out of you…

I’d suggest you 
apologize to the 
lady and be on 

your way.

Otherwise I might 
have to trouble 
myself to teach 
you a lesson.

Uh oh, 
boys! 

We’d best be on
our Sunday behavior 
or we’re gonna have 

ourselves a gunfighter 
to deal with!

That what 
ya are, boy? 
A shootist?

Well, if yer so 
anxious to defend 
tha lady’s honor, 
maybe we’d best 
just take this—
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Outside!

Gord!

There’s 
trouble!

Ya wanna know 
what I learned ‘bout 
gunfighters a long 

time ago?

They’re yellow, the 
most of them, right 

down to the bone. Ain’t 
got an ounce of steel in 
‘em when it comes to a 

genuine fight.

I’d like to say 
I’ll give you every 
opportunity to 

back out of 
this, friend… But I’m only 

offering you one 
chance. Let’s call 

this off and go our 
separate ways.

No use tryin’ to 
talk yer way out 

of this, gunslinger, 
but don’t you 

worry…

I’m gonna make
it quick before the 
law dogs show 
up to save your 

sorry hide.

He’s going to 
get himself killed! 

We need to—

No…
“I think he’ll 
be all right.”
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Now, 
ain’t that 
a shame?

Couple of 
bad apples ruin 
the evening for 

everybody.

I’m afraid I 
have to take my 
leave from you.

New Orleans ain’t like 
a South Dakota boomtown, 

and the police ain’t quite 
as understanding when it 

comes to shoot-outs.

But it’d be a 
real crime if I went to 

all this trouble defending 
your virtue and all 

without ever getting 
your name.

I can protect 
my own virtue
just fine, thank 

you very much…

And it’s 
Becky.

Pleased to 
make your 

acquaintance, 
Becky. 

Name’s 
Kirby Hale.

I’m about 
as much of a 

gambler as I am 
a drinker.

But I’d be 
willing to bet we
see each other 

again... real soon.

And I’d bet 
my last breath that 
Drake would hate 
that young man.

Then I reckon 
it’s a good thing 
Drake’s not here.
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It’s been said the only 
thing darker than a cypress 

swamp is the Devil’s soul.

And even the ghost-lights 
that dance over the deepest 
parts of the bog do little to 

pierce the shadows.

Those shadows can 
drown a man as sure as 

marsh water.

Those shadows can poison 
a man’s blood as sure as 

a cottonmouth’s bite.
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Drake had passed 
through more than one 
Devil’s Crossroads…

…a place where the 
footpaths of the dead 

and the damned had worn
a hole straight through 

to the spirit world…

…and he knew to 
tread carefully lest he 

lose his way and become 
lost forever among 
the wayward souls.

Might as 
well come 
on out.

If we’re going 
to bargain, it 

might as well be 
face-to-face.

Most mortals 
hold their tongue 

around me…

Don’t mean to 
be rude, but I don’t 

have much time 
for games.

Otherwise, I 
might have searched 
for a way to avoid 

you altogether.

That might 
have been 

wise… 
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…before I decide 
whether or not to 

turn you inside-out… 
what is it you seek? 

What’s 
brought you 

my way?

I’m looking for 
Henri Fournier. 
Way I hear it, he 

lives in these 
parts.

The path you’re 
taking, you’ll be 

running afoul of all 
manner of dire thing, 
haints and specters, 
shades and goblins…

Things that 
might make a 

mortal man weep 
tears of blood.

You trying to warn 
me off of Fournier 
by telling me how 

dangerous he is?

I’ve dealt 
with dangerous 

men before.

My warning’s 
got nothing to 
do with Henri 

Fournier.

Visiting with him—if 
you live that long—is 
but the first step on 
a much longer journey 
that lies before you.

Restless 
spirits, I can 

handle.

But this 
isn’t about 
the dead, 

is it?

But tell 
me…
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This is 
about a 

toll.
Rum and 

gunpowder.

My-oh-my, 
but you are 

prepared, ain’t 
you, Drake 
Sinclair?

You know 
my name.

The Spirit 
World’s a 

crowded place.

Loa, oracles,
demons, and some 

things that are much, 
much worse.

And right 
now they’re 

all whispering 
your name.
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Unless you 
need something 
else, I’d like to 
be on my way.

This offering 
will suffice.

You 
may pass, 

but…

Misfortune, 
injustice, 

destruction…

These things 
are within my 

domain. 

Seems to 
me we walk the 

same path.

So long as you 
traffic in calamity, 
we’ll most certainly 

meet again.

You never 
know.

Maybe one 
of us will give up 

his miserable ways 
before it comes 

to that.
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Hmm? Is that you, 
Marinette 
Dry-Arms?

Who was 
that?

Who thought he 
could bring the Six 
into my stomping 

ground?

He doesn’t 
carry the Six… 

at least not 
now. 

I can smell 
those weapons 

upon him.

Let me pass, 
Kalfu… let me 
slip through…

You been 
haunting these 
parts quite a 
bit of late, 
Marinette.

What are 
you up to?

All that I’ve 
done means 
nothing now.

Those pistols.
I want them, 
before their 

true purpose is 
realized…

He keeps
them hidden, 

and judiciously 
so to my 
reckoning.
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Pass through, 
sister, but 

take a care…

…treachery beyond 
even your knowledge 

of such things…

Those 
guns breed 
treachery… 

Drake may 
not be willing to 

tell us where he’s 
hidden his guns… But you 

know, don’t 
you?

Show me.

Thank you…

“…treachery that 
dooms all who 
covet them.”
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Chapter
Eight





Drake Sinclair had come 
to Louisiana in search of 

bad sorts…

Men and women who 
bartered in forbidden 

knowledge and the 
blackest sorceries.

Among their number—
Henri Fournier, a man 
who dealt in strange 

antiquities the way an 
undertaker dealt in death.

Fournier’s profession 
and proclivities 

warranted privacy…

…a privacy afforded 
by the foul humours 

of the swamp…
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A spirit-haunted 
place few ever saw… 
save in nightmares.
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The hour 
is late for 
visitors…

Let our 
guest pass, 
Woodmael.

He has 
endured much, 
I imagine, just 

to call upon us.

Henri Fournier? 
My name’s 

Drake Sinclair.

I’m here 
to ask for 
your help.

Not to be 
inhospitable, 
Mr. Sinclair…

…but do I 
strike you as a 

man accustomed 
to helping 

strangers?

When it comes 
to help, do I strike 
you as someone 

who’s accustomed 
to asking?

This 
is about 
the Six.

The Six? 
Now that’s 

interesting.

Woodmael, see 
our guest to 
his quarters.

Guest? 
Hold on—

Mr. Sinclair, these 
matters are best 
discussed by the 

light of day… 
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“…and, besides 
that, I insist.”

“No sign of Drake 
since last night?”
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No...

And, frankly, 
I’m done 

fretting over 
his actions.

I’m just 
glad to be out 

and about.

Being cooped 
up in that saloon 

was beginning 
to wear on my 

nerves. 

This isn’t a 
sight-seeing 

outing, Becky.

You make of 
the day what 

you will…

…and I’ll see 
to my own 
enjoyment.

I’ve got 
business just 

down the way… And, come 
to think of it, 

it’s a matter I’d 
best handle on 

my own.

I’ll be back 
before long. 
Don’t stray 

far.

Take your 
time.

Don’t worry 
about me.
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There ain’t a 
dress in this shop 
that’s near pretty 

enough for you.

Mr. Hale! Now, how’re 
we ever gonna be 

friends if you won’t 
even call me by my 

first name?

How did 
you—

Have 
you been 
following 

me?

You make 
it sound so 
sinister.

But how else 
is a fella supposed 

to steal a few 
minutes of your 

company?

A gentleman 
might have 

asked.

Well, I’ve never 
been cursed with the 
malady of a strong 

upbringing.
But would the lady 

care to take a stroll 
with a rake and a cad 

such as myself?

How can I 
refuse an 
offer like 

that?
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This book 
might as well 
be penned in 

blood…

Considering how 
much butchery has 
been committed in 

its name.

It was plenty
dangerous fetching 

this volume…

…and it 
will be all the 

more dangerous, 
reading it.

I’m not 
afraid of a 

book.

It’s nothing 
but leather and 
paper and ink.

It’s what I 
might learn by 
reading it that 

worries me.

Becky?
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Now, 
where could 

that girl 
have gone?

So…

If you don’t 
mind me asking, 

what are you and 
your—friends?—doing 

in New Orleans? 

I’m not 
even sure.

At least, I 
don’t think we’re in 
agreement as to 
our purpose.

Gord’s lost 
in his papers 
and books.

Drake’s sneaking 
around in the dead 

of night and 
keeping no counsel 

but his own…

I just don’t 
know. W-what about 

you? What 
brings you to 
New Orleans?

Do you 
believe in 
fate?

Because I believe 
it was fate that 

brought me here…

So I could 
meet you.

• 207 •

Crossroads



That’s quite 
the story, 
Mr. Sinclair.

And… even 
though you have 

no proof that you 
possess the Six, 
I’m not disinclined 

to believe you.

Question 
is… will you 

help me?

What would you 
do with the guns 
once the bond 
was broken?

I hadn’t 
thought that 

far ahead.

I find that 
doubtful.

Why don’t 
you take 

them?

Oh, 
Lords, 
no…

Even if I could 
sever your connection 

to the Six… which I 
can’t… I wouldn’t take 

those guns…

From what I 
hear, you’ve claimed 
ownership of your 

share of treacherous 
items.

Made quite 
a bit of profit 

from them, 
too.
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Did you come 
here hoping to 

sell those guns, 
Mr. Sinclair?

The Six can’t be 
traded for anything 
quite so common as 
money… not by me… 
and most certainly 

not by you.

The people—the 
forces—who would 
want the guns… 

they can’t be 
bargained with.

They’ll kill you 
and take the 

guns from your 
corpse.

Only a 
dead man’s 

hand can trade 
those weapons. But, as I said, 

I’ve no desire 
for the Six.

Nor does your 
death serve me 
in any way that 

matters.

There was a 
man… in the 

swamp.

He said if I 
kept the guns, 
I’d run afoul of 
all manner of 

spirit.
Ah… that 

would have 
been Kalfu.

“A powerful 
Loa…

“A gatekeeper of 
sorts… granting or 

forbidding passage into 
our world to those 

things that might wish 
to cross over.”
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He hears many 
things from 

those who cross 
his path.

If he told you 
to be wary of the 

future, I’d heed 
his words.

So, I’m stuck 
with the guns. 
Fair enough.

What 
about—

Oh, yes… The other 
matter.

And?

I’m afraid 
restoring life to 
the dead isn’t 

within my power.

It can be done, 
certainly, but the 
thing that comes 

back…

“…most like, it 
would not be 
your friend.”
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All right, 
then.

I appreciate 
your time, but 

I should be 
going.

Don’t suppose 
that’s going to be 
a problem, is it?

Of course 
not, Mr. 
Sinclair.

I’m sorry I 
couldn’t be of 

more help.

But a 
blood tie of 
this nature…

No one in 
this world or the 

next can break such 
a powerful union.

You’re just 
going to let him 

walk away?

That’s 
right.
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There was 
a time—

Yes, there 
was a time.

But I’m 
tired, 

Woodmael.

And now 
that the Six have 

resurfaced, I’m going 
to live out whatever 

days are left, 
for any of us, 

in peace.

I’ve no 
desire to be 
drawn into 

a war.

You know 
what must be 

done…

If we kill him, 
how will we find 

the guns?

Let me worry 
about that, my 

bokkor…

Once his spirit is 
loosed from his flesh, 
I’ll rend the location of 
the Six from his soul 

on its way to Hell.

The creatures 
of the swamp… 

they’ve fed on the 
offerings you’ve 
made in my name…
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“…set them 
upon him.”
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Oof!
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Aggh!
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Drake!

What the 
Hell happened 

to you? Reckon I 
crossed some 

spirit or 
another.

I’d been warned. 
Just didn’t expect 

it to happen 
so soon.
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Where’s 
Becky?

I wish I 
knew.

She took off 
earlier today, 
and I haven’t 

seen her since—

Drake?

Good 
heavens!

Drake, are 
you all— 

Hold on 
now… Just what do 

you think you’re 
doing, running 
off like that?

I’m thinking 
I’m a grown 

woman. 

A woman, not 
some little girl 

who needs 
coddling!

Don’t hold it 
against Gord, him 

being worried 
about you.

I… I 
know…

I was perfectly 
fine, though. I was 

with Kirby Hale. 
He was—
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Kirby Hale... 
Who’s that?

No one.

A friend.

Well, Lord 
knows we could 
use a few more 

friends.

I ain’t about to tell 
you who you can and 
can’t associate with. 
Just promise me you’ll 

be careful.

“Keep your 
wits about you.

“It won’t be long before 
word about the Six 

spreads amongst good 
men and bad alike.

“Our problem will be in 
the telling of the one 

from the other.”
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Nine





…explain it to 
me again.

After what happened 
at the Maw, I couldn’t 
stop thinking about 

those guns…

About what they 
mean in the grand 

scheme of things, about 
what they have to do 

with that vault that you 
and me were so dead 

set on opening…

This book was written 
by Albrecht Krieg, a 
German madman and 

prophet who lived more 
than two hundred 

years ago.

He claimed that the 
end of days would be 

brought about by 
six weapons…

Are you suggesting 
he was talking 

about the pistols?

The guns 
aren’t—

I know.

But Becky 
said that the guns 
had assumed many 

different forms over 
the centuries, 

didn’t she?

It stands 
to reason, then, 
that the vault’s 

assumed different 
forms, too.
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“I was just too consumed with 
the possibility there might be 
treasure hidden within that I 

didn’t stop to think about the 
dangers of trying to open it 

in the first place.
 

“But it’s like 
Becky said…”

Whatever’s 
down there… 
in the vault… 

it’s not gold or 
silver…

It’s old… 
older than the 
General… older 
than the guns…

And 
it’s…

Oh, Drake… 
You thought the 
guns were evil? 

You have no 
idea…

So, what are 
you saying?

What’s down 
there?

Near as I 
can tell…

Doomsday.

“Wide is the 
way and broad is 

the gate…”

You know 
your Bible, 

I see.

It’s been 
useful to me 
from time to 

time.

I don’t see how 
the vault matters, 
though. Not now. 

It’s buried and 
gone.
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It was 
buried once 

before…

And if I’m reading 
this correctly, the vault, 
the tunnels underneath, 

can be accessed in 
several places.

There’s 
more than one 

entrance?

No.
The tunnel… 
the vault… it 

moves.

“Crawling through 
the earth like vermin, 
or a blight through 

crops, or a sickness 
through flesh…”

What else 
does the 

book say?

Not much. 

One of 
six.

One day, Gord, you 
and me are gonna sit down, 

and you’re going to tell me how 
it is you know so much about 

books like this, and how it is you 
can talk about the end of 
the world without even 

batting an eyelash.

But until 
then…

This is only 
one book, 
Drake…
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...explain it to 
me again.

What else 
is there to 
explain?

Drake, Gord, and me 
are in possession of five 

pistols that might very well be 
as old as creation itself, only 

Drake’s hidden his pistols 
because he thinks carrying 

them is too risky…

…and we’re holed 
up here while we 

figure out what to 
do next.

That’s one 
helluva story, 

little lady.

Don’t you 
believe in 
magic?

I mean, it looks 
like you’re wearing 
a totem of some 

kind yourself.

This?

This is just 
a good luck 

charm.
Does it 
work?

I have reason 
to believe it 

does.
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Well, you’d 
best hold 
onto it.

Drake wants 
to meet you, you 
know? But if he 
were to find you 
here, he might—

Well…

Maybe I should 
just invite him in 
for a chat right 

now, just the 
three of us.

Don’t be 
crude!

But, either 
way…

It might be 
best if…

Don’t 
worry. 

I can 
take a 
hint.

I’ll slip out, 
and he won’t 

have a clue I was 
even here.

And I’ll 
see you 

tomorrow?

Darling, 
it’s already 
tomorrow.

But 
you’ll see 
me later 
today.
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Hmm?

Henri 
Fournier…

Don’t see much 
of you these days. It’s 
not often you venture 
outside of that fancy 
house of yours, is it?

But if you’ve 
come to share a 
drink with me, I 

hope you brought 
some rum and 

gunpowder.

Not this 
time, Kalfu.

I’m looking for 
my man, Woodmael. He’s 

been slipping out into the 
swamp in the dead of 

night, lurking someplace 
hereabouts…

Having 
trouble with 

the hired help, 
are you?

That’s a 
damnable 
shame. 

The quiet and stillness that 
settled on the Velvet Dove was 

balanced on a knife’s edge.

And in the spirit-haunted marsh, 
far from the ken of civilized folk, 

an act of vicious skullduggery 
was coming to light.
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It might be 
you ought to have a 
look roundabout ol’ 
Lovely Lacroix’s 

place.

I’m sure you 
remember 

the way.

“That witch has been 
drowned some twenty 

years gone by…

“But there’s still 
magic to be found 

out yonder.

“And your man’s been having 
congress with all manner of 

thing in what remains of 
Lovely’s home.”

Woodmael…

What 
foulness are 
you about?
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Lord…
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Arrgh!
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Gord!
Becky!

Get out of 
here, girl!

Aggh!

Ahh!
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Becky!

K-Kirby?

Get 
behind 

me!

Clear out of 
here, the both 

of you!

Get
her out 
of here! Agggh! 

Come on, 
girl!

Drake… 
Gord…

We ain’t 
gonna do 

them a lick of 
good if we’re 

dead!
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Agh!
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I suppose 
I know why 

you’re here…

And I figure 
you thought I’d be 

an easy target since 
I’m not carrying 
those mystic 

pistols…

Hrrgg… 
hrrr…

But I don’t 
need magic to 
deal with the 
likes of you.
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And whoever’s 
waiting for you 

in Hell…

…you tell 
them where 
to find me.

Drake!

Damnation!

You all 
right?

I’d be a damn 
sight worse if 

those birds hadn’t 
just taken off 
like they did!
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We’ll find 
the man who’s 

responsible 
outside…

…way I figure it, 
he’s the same 

murderous bastard 
who sent those 

gators after me…

The birds 
scattered when 

I broke his 
concentration.

Gone!

Becky…

She’s all right, 
I think…

That fella she’s been 
spending time with, 
Kirby Hale, he helped 
her get to safety.

Looks like 
you've had your 
fill of owls, too.

No...

...panther.
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That’s all well 
and good…

…but if she’s 
safe…

“…where the 
Hell is she?”

How are 
you feeling, 

girl? Fine.

Nice and 
relaxed 
now?

Yes.

Good.

Now…

…I need 
you to tell me 

where Drake hid 
those guns.
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Ten





Can you 
smell it? 
Taste it?

There’s a 
foulness in 

the air.

Then I’d say 
we’re in the 
right place.

Let’s make 
haste in finding 

Sinclair. 

Find him, and 
we find what we 

came for.
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The Smuggler’s Rest 
was a flophouse of 
the lowest order.

Pirates, murderers, 
and cutthroats had 
hunkered down there 
from time to time…

Those 
guns…

Rest…

Tell me…

Drake hid 
those guns…

Those 
guns…

Tell me…

…and the ghosts of a strangled 
nanny and her Sunday-man 

were said to wander the 
rotting halls at night.

And it was here that 
Becky Montcrief found 
herself trapped in a 
little corner of Hell.

Tell me…
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No sign 
of her? None.

I don’t know 
where she could 

have gotten 
off to.

Girl’s got a 
knack for 
vanishing.

Last I saw her, 
she was with 

that gunfighter—
Kirby Hale.

She should 
be safe 
with him.

Unless 
she isn’t.

We’d best 
split up… 

keep looking 
for her.

It’ll be night 
before we know it, 
and I want to know 
where she is in case 

of trouble.

What else do 
you think could 

happen?

The man who 
attacked us… you 

gave him one helluva 
case of lead 
poisoning.

Once upon a 
time, that might 
have been the 

end of it…
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“…but these days you 
just can’t count on a 
man dying when he’s 

supposed to.”

No…

No respite 
for you…

You 
failed me, 
Woodmael...

And there 
will be no rest 
until you’ve set 
things right.
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Yee-argghhh! Rrrgghhh! Ggg-ghrrr!

Hhrrrggg!

Hhhh…. 
hhhh…

Aaarrghhh!
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Those 
guns…

Tell me…

Now 
rest…

Rest…

Tell me…

Now re—
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Gasp!

Hhh… 
hhh…
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Sinclair.
…
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Ah, Mr. 
Sinclair…

I wasn’t sure 
if you’d come 

or not.

Fancy trick… 
sending a messenger 

only I could see. Actually, 
I dispatched 

nearly a dozen of 
these fetches. 

I couldn’t be sure 
where you were and I 
wanted to speak with 

you most urgently.

Most folks don’t 
realize they’ve got one 
foot in the grave from 
the moment they draw 

their first breath.

A few hairs 
collected from your 

pillow in my guest room 
allowed me to attune 

the spirits to you.

Like I said… 
fancy.

What do 
you want?

Hopefully you 
understand I had 

nothing to do with the 
assault on you and 

your friends.
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Way I see it, if you 
wanted to kill me, you 
would have been done 
with it when I called on 

you at your home.

And if I’d thought 
you were responsible 

for your man’s actions, 
I would have started

shooting the moment you 
came into sight.

If only I had 
been more watchful, 

I might have been able 
to curtail Woodmael’s 

actions. But I fear he’s 
turned bokor—a servant 
to a powerful and evil Loa 

called Marinette of
the Dry Arms.

And I can 
guess what 
she wants.

She sensed
the guns as soon 
as you entered 

the swamp.

Enlighten 
me.

What does 
such a powerful 
spirit want with 

pistols?

Surely you 
know why 

those guns are 
so important. 

Surely you 
know their 

true purpose.

The end of 
the world.

The end, 
yes…

…but also the 
beginning.
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Say 
again? Weapons—whether 

guns or knives or 
pointed sticks—have 
always been linked to 

both endings and 
beginnings.

“Two men walk 
out to the 

dueling stump…

“They’re both 
armed with swords 

and pistols… 

“And no matter 
who walks away, that 

man is changed.”

Same with 
the guns.

Whoever it is 
who uses them to bring 
about the end… that 

man or woman gets to 
choose the shape of 
the new beginning.

He or she can 
raise up a paradise 
or a Hell on Earth 
from the ashes.

There’s right 
many folks—mortal 
and otherwise—who 
would kill for that 

privilege.
That’s why I’ve 
come to warn 

you.
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“Both the servants of 
order and entropy covet 

the Six above all else.

“Sooner or later, they’ll find 
the guns, no matter how 
well you’ve hidden them.”

Well, you’re a 
menacing-looking 

fella, ain’t ya?

But I ain’t 
here to bother 

those madman’s 
bones.

And I’m hoping 
you’re a single-minded 
sort when it comes 

to what you’re 
watching over.

Eh--?
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So, you’re 
just a thief, 
is that it?
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Becky…

How did 
you—

Wait…

The gun 
woke you up, 

didn’t it?

That’s 
what this was 

about? 
You wanted to 

steal the pistols 
all along?

How could 
you do that 

to me?

How could you 
just leave me sitting 
there like some sort 

of… puppet?

Don’t be so 
hard on me, 

darling.

A man’s 
got to make 

a living.

You tricked me… 
tricked me into telling 
you where Drake hid 

the guns… 

Tricked me 
into going to 
bed with you.

Now, that last 
part didn’t take 

no tricking.
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You’re not 
taking those 

guns.

You 
can’t use 

them anyway, 
unless—

Are you 
planning on 

killing Drake?

I don’t want 
the guns for 

myself.
Now, selling 

them, that’s a 
different story.

Of course, the 
buyer might have 
reason to want 

Drake dead.
And as many 

enemies as that 
man’s made, I don’t 

imagine he’ll live very 
long without those 

pistols.

S-Step 
back.

You’re not going 
to shoot me, darling. 
The last thing I want 
is a fight with you.

I want you 
to come 
with me.

Come with 
you? After 

what you did?

Have you 
lost your 

mind?

Maybe so, 
but I want you 
by my side just 

the same.
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Me?

Or this 
gun?

That 
ain’t fair, 

Becky.

Whoever your 
customer is, 

they’d want me 
dead, too. I wouldn’t 

let that 
happen.

And we can use 
your gun to stay 
one step ahead of 
anyone who came 

after us.
You’re a 

fool, Kirby 
Hale.

That may 
be…

…but I don’t 
have time to 
argue on it 
right now.
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Well, what 
do you 
know?

You got a little 
more life in you 
than I thought, 

big boy.

But... while I’d 
love to discuss 
free will and the 
location of the 

soul...  

And if you 
need to shoot me, 

Becky, you go 
right ahead.

I won’t be 
shooting 

back.

That was a 
foolish thing to do, 

Miss Montcrief.

...I’m afraid 
I’ve got to 
be going.
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And, sadly, to 
be expected.

The Six can’t be 
trusted in the hands 
of a farm girl and a 

common outlaw.

Tonio, 
Izador, 

Baltazar—
Retrieve 
the guns.

See that the 
thief troubles 
us no longer.

I’ll tend to 
the young 

lady.

“Like it or not, Mr. Sinclair, 
you’ve found yourself in 

the middle of a war.”
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I’ve 
seen war 
before.

I’m sure 
you have.

And I’m sure 
it changed 

you.

But nothing 
you’ve seen thus far 
will hold a candle to 

the battle that 
comes next.

This conflict… 
it will be like nothing 

you’ve ever experienced… 
nothing you’ve ever 

imagined…
And that’s 

assuming you survive 
what Marinette has 

in store for you.

I’ve 
managed 
so far.

Thus far, 
she’s struck 
at you using 

proxies.

“Next time, I imagine, she’ll 
come for you herself.”
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“In order to manifest 
physically, she’ll ride 

a human host.

“My guess is that 
she will choose 

Woodmael.

“And it will be a 
violent union.

“But Woodmael 
is not her only 

servant.

“Of that you 
can be sure.

“She is worshipped like 
a god by all manner of 

terrible thing…

“Werewolves and shape 
shifters pay her homage 

and do her bidding.

“Joining with mortal flesh 
will be painful, both for 

the host and for 
Marinette herself.

“Her rage will be 
uncontrollable.”

• 267 •

Crossroads



“She’ll be drawn to 
the guns like a moth 

to the flame.

“And I pity any 
man or woman who 
stands in her way.”
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Chapter
Eleven





And so it came to pass that Drake Sinclair
learned the true purpose of the Six.

He came to realize that the cursed
weapons were destined to turn the

whole of the world into potter’s soil… 

And he came to understand
that those pistols couldn’t
be hidden—wouldn’t allow

themselves to remain
hidden—for long.

You can relax,
Miss Montcrief.

I’m not here to do
you harm.

I am
Roberto. 

Brother
Roberto.

You’re one
of the

priests.

The ones
we sent for…
to watch over
the General.

We received
Sinclair’s missive,

yes, and we’ve come
for General Hume’s

remains… 

…but it appears
we are needed
for more than

guardianship of
the dead.

Drake thought
he could hide the

guns… here in the
cemetery… but…

…but a
thief found

them.

And now
the Devil’s own

arsenal has fallen
into the wrong hands

once again.
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For centuries,
my order has held

vigil for the day that
the Six will bring about

Armageddon.

When that
day comes—and it

inevitably will—we will
stand as breakers
against the tide of

darkness.

We serve
the Sword of

Abraham. As your
stepfather

did.

You knew
my…

Pa…

I knew him
as a friend, even

though our ideologies
were somewhat

different.
While the rest

of our order made
preparations to take up

arms for the battle we are
destined to fight, he believed

the coming conflict could
be prevented.

He was
a good man.

I only wish
he had not tried
to shoulder his
burden alone.

But it’s
not his burden

any more…

…it’s
mine.

“But I don’t think I have
the strength the carry it.”
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Meanwhile, in another part of 
the Crescent City, a powerful 

force tracked the Six… 

Relentless… 
Cruel…

Stalking after the guns with 
such an unwavering sense of 

purpose that no man nor woman 
stood in its way without bearing 

the scars of its passing.

Marinette of the Dry Arms 
remembered a different 

New Orleans…

A city crawling with 
worshippers who trembled 
at the very utterance of 

her dreaded name…

She pined for those 
days of old like a long 

lost lover…
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…and she plotted for 
their return.

She knew that with the 
Six, she could reignite the 
fervor of her worship…

And she had taken a great risk—the 
risk of flesh and blood—to gather

the weapons, and spill the blood of 
those who had dared claim them.
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…and she plotted for 
their return.

She knew that with the 
Six, she could reignite the 
fervor of her worship…

And she had taken a great risk—the 
risk of flesh and blood—to gather

the weapons, and spill the blood of 
those who had dared claim them.
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Grr-rraaahhh!

There.
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Stolen?

Strange…

Do you think 
your men will 
catch him?

Kirby—

The thief,
I mean.

Let us 
hope so.

And what are 
they going to do 

to him if they 
find him?

He expects 
to profit from 

stealing the 
weapons.

Such an act is too 
black-hearted—and such 

a man is too dangerous—to 
go unpunished. My men know 
how to deal with desperados 

such as him.

Why?

What would 
you have us 
do with him?

I don’t care 
what happens 

to him!
After what 

he did to me,
I hope he—
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Their scent is 
strong, oh, so strong, 
like maggot-infested 

flesh in the sun…

I must make 
haste in tearing 

the gun from your 
fingers, girl… 

The most powerful 
of the Six is here… 

the others still 
close by… 

The... the 
birds...

You… you’re
the thing that

attacked us at the
Velvet Dove?

And you’re nothing
more than a wounded 

little girl. It surprises me 
my bokor was unable to 

kill you on his own…

A failing I’ll set 
right with all due 

quickness… 

Abomination! 
Anathema! 

Be gone 
from this 

place! 

...and retrieve the 
others while their 
stink still lingers 

on the air…
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Be gone
or face the wrath
of the Heavenly

Father! 

You may
not want to fight 

this thing, but
I sure do!

I’ll show
it the meaning
of “wounded!”

Blast!

This is a
battle we do

not need!

Speak for
yourself.

Drake?

K-Kirby?
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Sorry to 
disappoint, 

girl.

But it looked 
like you could 

use a hand just 
the same.

Come! Come! 

No matter how 
many of you come, 
I see only meat! 

More meat for the 
feast! Then 

I hope, 
demon…

“…that you are 
hungry!”

The thief lost 
us among the 

headstones and 
tombs…

And we heard 
gunshots…
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Yeeaaarggh!
Now, 

child…
You wanted to 

show me 
something?

...
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Pathetic…

Do you really 
think your pet 
can stop me?

He doesn't 
have to stop 

you.

He only needs to 
hold you still for a 

few seconds. 

HsSSSsskk!
Enough!

I tire of 
playing games 
with you, girl!
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That’s a 
shame. But I’ll be your 

playmate if 
you’ll have me.

Drake!

Such a 
brave fool...

To come here... 
to face me... all the 
while thinking your 

guns were still hidden 
here... among the 

dead... 

Heh.

The day some 
common thief can 

outsmart me hasn't 
dawned yet.

W-what...?

No... No no no 
no no...

It can't be...

Fakes... They're 
fakes!

Billjohn...

I'm gonna 
need my guns 

back.

Never realizing a 
thief's gone and 

scurried away with 
your weapons...
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All this 
time...

They were 
right here...

You hid 
them inside 

Billjohn...

There’s not a 
soul—living or 
dead—I'd trust 

more. 

Do you think 
the guns will 
save you?

You’ve no idea 
what I have in 
store for you!
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Believe me,
whatever you’ve

got in mind…

…I’ve seen
worse.

The First Gun strikes 
with the force

of a cannon shell.
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I can’t
see a blasted

thing!

Can’t get
a clear shot!

You
know…

…when I
rolled out of

bed this morning, I
was hoping for more

damn birds.

Rrg! I hope
you choke

on me!

Izador!

Your brother
needs you!

That thing...
Marinette... She's

using the birds and
tombs and darkness

for cover…

She’s
circling us…
stalking us…
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Baltazar!

I have you,
brother!

Yeaaaarrrggggh!
That doesn’t
sound good! And the same

fate’s awaiting us
if we can’t spot

Marinette…

I can
find her...

There!

She’s over
there!

• 287 •

Crossroads



Hssssk!

Eh...

What’s 
this?

An 
offering.

Henri 
Fournier…

You seek 
to bargain 
with me?

With rum
and

gunpowder?

Such a gift is 
Kalfu's poison. Did 

you think this would 
appease me?
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It's not rum
 and gunpowder.

It's just 
gunpowder.

The Second Gun 
spreads the fires 

of Perdition.
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EeeeEeeeEeee!

The body you’ve 
ridden is dying, 

Marinette of the 
Dry Arms!

Your time stalking 
the earth has come 

to its end!

Hear me,
O spirit, and 
harken to
my call!

Flee your 
vessel…

…even as I 
call you into 
another!

Freed from 
the flesh
of man…

…let slip your 
influence on 

the realm
of man!
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Is that
it? Is it
over?

Not hardly.

Not for
you.

Drake…

Look.

Take this
back to the
Crossroads.

Evil will be
drawn to the Six,

Drake Sinclair, just as
moths are drawn to

a flame.
Marinette of the

Dry Arms is just one
of many creatures who

will come seeking the
weapons.

“Find a way to
protect yourself…

“…or take cold solace
in knowing you are not
long for this world.” 
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You sure
this is the right

decision?
You sure

you’ll be safe
with them?

I’m sure we
won’t be safe,

not with them or
anyone else…

But these
priests—the Sword

of Abraham—they might
afford us some protection

next time trouble
comes calling.

I don’t like it.
They were supposed
to take the General’s

body, not the
two of you.

We’ll be
fine.

Are you sure
you won’t come

with us?

I’ll catch
up with you

soon enough.

In the meantime,
I have an idea where

I might track down the rest
of Albrecht Krieg’s books. They

might contain some answers
as to how to get rid of those

guns once and for all.

Just keep
your wits
about you.

You do
the same.

It’s like you
said, as long as you
carry those guns,
you’re a target.

I suspect
that Kirby Hale

fella will make another
play for the pistols

at some point. He doesn't
strike me as the

type to give up on
what he wants

without a fight. 

I wouldn't
fret over

him.

epilogueepilogue
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I've got a better
understanding of this
gun. The visions aren't

just random. I can
control them.

I'll know if he
shows his worthless

hide again. I even know
where he is right

this moment. 

And the next
time I see him,

I'll kill him. 

My friends…
Your horses,

and our cargo has
been secured. It is

time to go.

• 293 •

Crossroads



• 294 •

The Sixth Gun



From the earliest days of putting the comic book series together, I knew that there were countless stories 

to be told in the world of The Sixth Gun. “Them What Ails Ya” is one of those yarns. My first forays into 

writing weird westerns were through prose. In fact, the first short story I ever sold was a supernatural 

western. So, using prose to tease and expand the comic book series seemed pretty natural. Published in December 

2009 (before the publication of our first issue), this story of carnivals, cannibals, and Christmas served as the intro-

duction to Drake Sinclair for many readers. To firmly root the tale in the comic book tradition, Brian Hurtt and I 

also put together a bookend comic, and Brian supplied some stellar artwork to spruce up the story along the way. 

I’m actually at work on another tale of Drake’s pre-comic book adventures right now. It’s not a Christmas story, 

but it might feature flesh-eating… because—hey! —I might as well stick to the formula that works!
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You’d be smart
to consider my offer,  
friends, because its 

like don’t come around 
all too often.        

I reckon it’s the 
season that puts 
me in a generous 

frame of mind.

There’re plenty 
of valuables at 

stake.

That’s all well and good, 
but I didn’t come here to 
accept any generosities... 

nor to extend any.

I’m only 
interested in 

the elixir.  

Let me have it, 
and I’ll bow out of the

game now.  You gentlemen 
can continue to play for 

everything else.

I have to wonder 
why you’d make 

such a charitable 
proposition.  

The tonic used
to belong to a friend 
of mine, and this time 

of year it weighs 
heavy on me.

Maybe if I tell
you the story, you’ll 

want to give me 
those bottles...

“Them What Ails Ya”
by Cullen Bunn and Brian Hurtt    
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“If old Ezra could read minds and foretell the future and such, how come he didn’t know he was gonna get 
himself ate by cannibals?”

That’s how my brother, Jessie, saw things, and I reckon it was difficult to argue with his reasoning no matter how 
bad I wanted to do just that. Even after all the peculiar things we’d seen over the years, Jessie was ever the skeptic, es-
pecially when it came to Ezra. Me, on the other hand, I believed the old codger’s tales of learning mind-reading from a 
medicine man, hypnosis from a Creole voodoo priest, and potion-making from a beautiful French witch. According to 
my brother, that made me no better than a rube paying two-bits for a palm reading. But I never needed a lick of proof 
in regards to Ezra’s abilities. I don’t know much about faith, but sometimes you just got to go with your gut.

So how come Ezra didn’t see his death coming?

The old man once said, “It ain’t the province of man to know the time and place of his own demise, although 
there’re some who risk plumb-awful magicks to discern that very thing.” His demeanor grew dark and brooding then, 
like he was dwelling on something he could hardly bear to think about. “But once those steps are taken… well, then 
that man ain’t got nothing on his hands but time to regret what he’s done, all for some inkling of events that can’t be 
changed. It don’t matter two spits how much foresight you have, when it’s your time to die, there ain’t nothing to be 
done about it… nor can you do anything to change when you’re gonna come back.”

At the time, I didn’t think much of Ezra’s cryptic rambling. The old man liked his drink, and was prone to 
strange rantings when he’d tipped back a few shots. But things started to make a little more sense to me after he 
was killed, and after the events that unfolded on that Christmas Eve…

Well, let’s just say it wan’t Ezra’s whiskey talking, after all.

Way I figure it, Ezra had known Boone Friedricks and his gang was coming, knew his time was growing 
short. He’d grown quiet and sullen a few days earlier, and he won’t to be seen unless it was with a near-empty 
bottle of his special elixir in hand. Maybe his thoughts in those final days were plagued with visions of the 
gnashing of teeth and the carving of flesh and the screaming that don’t never seem to stop.

“It ain’t the province of man to know the time and place of his own demise,” he had said.

But—by God—he knew, and I shudder to think what foul bargains he’d made in order to obtain such knowl-
edge. I reckon it would have been a kindness on his part if he’d warned the rest of us of the dark days to come. 
If we’d been prepared, maybe we could’ve avoided the tragedy that befell us. Maybe I wouldn’t have seen fit to 
wander out into the cold and snow, a shooting iron strapped around my waist and my mind set on revenge.

Jessie might’ve called me a damn fool or worse for traipsing off after Boone Friedricks and his men. 
He might’ve been right, too, but I don’t think he or anybody else could blame me.

My brother got ate by cannibals, too. All told, they had killed six people—counting Ezra and my brother—
over the course of two weeks. Just dragged them off into the hills and did Lord knows what to them before they 
devoured their flesh. Sometimes, you could hear them screaming out there in the icy cold. I won’t never forget 
Jessie’s screams, not until the day I die, just like I won’t never forget my shame at not doing something sooner.

I was no gunman, though, not in those days, and I calculate I might have ended up worse than dead if it 
weren’t for the stranger—a dark figure striding across a plain of white with the wind whipping snow into phan-
tom shapes all around him. When I first saw him, I thought he was a dark angel come to claim me. And he did 
bring death with him—wore it on his hip and carried it in his heart—but not for me.

The stranger was there with me when Ezra and Jessie and all the others came back from the dead—a 
genuine Christmas miracle, although I’m more inclined to call it a nightmare.

This is how it happened.

***
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Climbing into the sharpshooter’s wagon was like stirring up a rattlesnake’s nest of memories.

I hoisted myself into the wagon, and suddenly, it weren’t the dead of winter anymore, and it weren’t the 
dead of night, neither. Warmth—or at least the distant recollection of warmth—flooded back into my frostbit 
fingers and toes, and I smelled the first wildflowers of spring along the open road, the rich stink of the horses 
and the animal pens, the putrid odor of Ezra’s potions a-brewing, and the aroma of cinnamon nuts roasting. 
And it was no longer the memories of screams that echoed in my ears, because suddenly I could hear Old Ezra 
himself, barking to the crowd about his special elixir.

“And I’m here to tell you friends—and I do consider each and every one of you good souls a dear friend, so 
you know I wouldn’t steer ya wrong—this here tonic will cure what ails ya! The nature of the ailment… well, 
that’s your business, and you’re entitled to your privacy. Looking out amongst you, I can pretty much guess 
that this group’s got all manner of worries, concerns, and consternations!”

Laughter then, carried away on the wind.

“But it don’t matter because this is a miracle tonic, and it’ll damn near cure anything! Bad skin! Bad teeth! 
The piles! The back door trots! This brew’s as much a great equalizer for the sick as a barking iron’s a great 
equalizer for the gunslinger! Ya have my personal guarantee, friends! This tonic will purge the bad spirits out 
from your body, sure as I’m standing here before you today!”

Memories of better times, that’s all, but I would’ve gladly sat there for hours, savoring those bygone days.

Soon enough, though, I snapped out of it and set about my task. If Mr. Newcomb caught me snooping around 
Colt McGregor’s wagon, near about the best I could hope for was one Hell of a drubbing. More than likely, I’d find 
myself in the same predicament as Ezra and Jessie and all them others—namely, sacrificed to Boone Friedricks and his 
band of murderers. Newcomb kept the wagon locked up tight ever since Colt ran afoul of Daisy the Dancing Bear and 
ended up buried in an unmarked roadside grave for his troubles. Newcomb had claimed the wagon and its contents as 
his own property, just as he’d claimed the whole camp, and he didn’t take kindly to anyone challenging his decrees.

I glanced around camp as I pulled the wagon door shut behind me. From the looks of it, no one had noticed 
me pick the old padlock and slip inside. The camp was quiet, and the circled wagons were dark. Several inches 
of glistening snow covered the ground, further muffling all sound. In the center of camp stood a tall evergreen 
tree decorated with bits of colored yarn, tiny figures made of straw, and strips of old carnival tents cut into rib-
bons. Even with all that had happened, folks still thought they might experience a little joy and hope, what with 
Christmas being just a couple of days away. Far as I was concerned, though, they were grasping at straws, and 
the tree—with the sad looking little straw men and the ribbons tossing feebly in the breeze—looked more like a 
funeral marker than anything else.

Hell! I thought. For all we know, them flesh-eaters’ll come back into camp again before the holiday was 
over. Maybe they’ll want another of us to serve as their own Christmas feast!

I turned my attention to the contents of the dead man’s wagon. There, amongst dusty crates full of props 
and racks full of musty old costumes, I found the small, wooden case. It was shoved underneath a scarred-up 
saddle, and as I dragged it out, every crate and box in the wagon seemed to shift, like moving one small piece 
would bring the whole place crashing down around me. I moved a little more slowly, grabbed the box without 
any major calamity, then jumped out of the wagon and scurried off into the shadows with my prize.

Inside the box I found McGregor’s pearl-handled Colt revolver. The gun gleamed in the darkness, and as I 
grasped the handle, I could’ve sworn I felt a jolt of greased lightning jump through my fingers. There was magic 
in that six-shooter, I just knew it. I’d seen Colt shoot the feathers off a crow’s ass at a thousand paces and at the 
wink of an eye. I’d seen him perform such feats with that gun—feats I wouldn’t have thought possible. Like I 
said, I didn’t know much about guns and about shooting and about killing, but I figured I could use whatever 
magic was left in that gun to help me.

To help me put those cannibals in the ground once and for all.

***
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It didn’t take me long to find one of them murderous bastards.

I had a good notion as to where Friedricks and his band might be hiding out. Up there in the hills, not too 
terribly far from camp, there was a series of tunnels. Jessie and I went exploring up there when the weather was 
warmer, and on more than one occasion I’d stolen away with one of the camp girls for a kiss and a hug up in the 
shadows of those caves. The snow had hit hard and fast, almost as if the cannibals had brought the foul weather 
with them. If they were looking for a place to hole up until the thaw, the camp might’ve been their best choice, 
but I reckon they didn’t want to live amongst their food. The caves were the likely second choice.

Trudging across the snow, I glanced behind me and saw the path of my footsteps trailing back towards 
camp. Part of me wanted to turn and hike back in that direction. But another part of me wanted to keep march-
ing on. Even after I killed those bastards—assuming I survived—I wanted to just keep on walking, leaving a 
trail of footprints leading on into forever.

I’d had it up to my gullet with Mr. Newcomb and his cruel ways. The camp wasn’t a home to me, not any-
more. With Ezra and Jessie gone, I didn’t have much of anything to return to. I think I decided then and there 
that I won’t never going back.

The snow was kicking up again, and I was near about blind out there in the white, but up ahead, I could 
make out the hills and the caves on the horizon. I pulled McGregor’s pistol from my belt, tested the weight. I 
didn’t feel that charge of electricity this time, but I figured it would come back when I needed it.

Six bullets. Six bullets for six killers.

With a little luck and a little magic from the gun, that’s all I’d need.

For half a second there, I felt like a dyed-in-the-wool killer my own self. Might’ve kept on feeling that way 
with every step closer to the caves, too, if I hadn’t been caught unawares.

I rounded an outcropping of rock, and almost walked smack into the ugliest man I’d ever met. I ain’t 
kidding. He was so ugly he could’ve chased a buzzard off a gut wagon. He was skinny and filthy and scraggly, 
and his pale flesh was covered in nasty boils. All of Friedricks’ men were dirty and sickly-looking, but this fella 
might’ve been the worst. His eyes were almost as pale as the snow-devil’s eyes, Jessie would’ve called them. He 
was hitching up his breeches as I ran into him. He must’ve been finishing up some personal business. He had a 
gun on his sagging, unbuckled belt, but he didn’t go for it.

I almost thought I’d gotten the drop on him. I brought the sharpshooter’s gun up, but my hand seemed 
to be moving too slow, like my bones and muscles were frozen. As the gun came up, I kept willing the magic to 
spring to life, to give me the strength and speed I needed. But I didn’t have no such luck.

Like I said, he didn’t go for his own gun. Instead, he moved with an animal quickness and yanked an 
Arkansas toothpick out from I-don’t-know-where. His breath gave a frosty blast, and he cackled as he slashed 
at my face with the knife. I’d like to say I wasn’t scared, but I squeaked right loud and jumped back. I didn’t 
fall, but I sure almost did. The gun slipped right out of my fingers as I dodged the blade, and it thumped into 
the snow.

The killer waved the knife back and forth. The point of the blade reminded me of the head of one of them 
cobras the camp’s snake charmer used to tame. The pigsticker was like a living thing, waiting for the right place 
to strike.

I couldn’t move. I wanted to, but fear held me in place.

The killer smiled.

His teeth were sharp. My gut reaction was that they looked like an animal’s teeth. But they reminded me 
of something else, too. Years ago, Jessie and I had caught a garfish in the creek. Was one of the meanest looking 
things I’d ever seen, and its long snout was lined with dozens of haphazardly placed, needle-sharp fangs. The 
killer’s teeth were kind of like that.
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They damn sure weren’t human.

“What you doing out here, boy?” His bloated, gray tongue snaked out of his mouth, slithered across his 
sharp, yellowed teeth. His breath plumed in the chilly air, like he was sending up smoke signals. “Armed with 
that there six-shooter, you come out here looking for trouble?”

I glanced across the frozen ground to where the gun lay. No more than a couple of yards away, but it might 
as well have been a thousand miles. I knew if I so much as twitched the wrong way, the killer’s knife would 
plunge into my neck, and I’d be done for. He felt flushed and hot, despite the weather, and I couldn’t help but 
tremble with fear.

“I didn’t come out here looking for no trouble myself.” The killer sucked at his teeth. “You came from that 
camp, didn’t you?”

I swallowed down my fear. I figured if I could keep him talking, I might catch a lucky break. I nodded.

“You know how it is then, don’t you? You spend your every waking hour with the same folks, sooner or 
later, you need to slip away, get a little time to yourself, clear your head. Am I right?”

I nodded again. A slight smile curled the corner’s of the killer’s lips, and he sucked his teeth once more. I 
didn’t like to think about what he was trying to dislodge. He looked back towards me, his smile slipping away.

“But like I said, you came out here looking for trouble.” He looked towards my gun. “I’d guess that there 
smoke-wagon’s meant for me, along with them others I’m riding with, too.”

I couldn’t help myself. The words jumped from my mouth like a toad from a hot skillet.

“You killed my friends, my brother.”

“Hell, son. If I went around gunning down everybody what killed one of my brothers, I’d never have a  
moment’s peace, and that ain’t even taking into consideration I’d have to eat the barrel of my own pistol for 
what I done to young Jasper.” He coughed out a laugh, a halo of frosty vapors exploding from his lips. “And 
you thought you might be able to get the drop on all six of us, is that right? You never stood a chance, boy. 
Boone would’ve skinned you alive before you even realized what was happening to you.”

Now the cold seeped into my bones again.

The killer leaned in close, as if sharing a secret. “But I guess I ain’t gonna tell Boone about finding you 
out here.”

I blinked, unsure of what the man had just said. “Y-you’re not?”

“Hell, no. It ain’t none of Boone’s concern what I find when I’m out enjoying a little alone time.”

The killer’s grin widened then, wider than I thought possible, almost like his entire head was splitting 
open, and a graveyard stink oozed from his mouth in a cloud of frost, and I saw bits of ragged meat between 
his teeth.

“If I keep this little meeting to myself,” he said, “it just means more for me.”

He took a step towards me. I flinched back, looking towards the gun. It didn’t matter if I’d make it or not,  
I had to make a grab for the pistol. He might have killed me before I reached the weapon, but at least I’d die 
fighting. I threw myself towards the gun, but even as I landed hard in the snow, I felt his hand clamp around 
my ankle, and he started hauling me backwards with a strength I didn’t expect.

I rolled over, kicking at him, and he fell upon me. His sharp teeth snapped at my face, and I turned my head 
to avoid getting my nose bitten off. Rancid slobber fell across my face. He was punching me in the belly over 
and over again.
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No, not punching, I realized.

He was stabbing me.

I felt the icy cold of the blade slicing into my flesh. The warmth of my blood.

I cried out, trying to push him back.

Just then, a voice called out—

“Frank Cartwright!”

And the killer immediately released me. He jumped to his feet, turning. His bloody knife lay forgotten 
on the ground. I scurried away, wiping freezing snow and ice and spit from my face. I could move and I could 
breathe, and I figured the cuts in my stomach might not be as bad as I thought. I scrambled to my feet, and I 
saw blood in the snow. I dared not look at my stomach, though.

A figure in black strode through the snow. He was tall and lean, and his gait was sure and steady, like no 
amount of snow or ice or freezing cold could sway him from his purpose.

It was the walk of a gunfighter.

I couldn’t make out his features. A flurry of snow whipped around him, and the derby hat he wore cast a 
shadow across his face. But the killer—Frank Cartwright—he seemed to recognize him straight away, and his 
smile turned to a sneer.

“I was wondering when you were gonna show yourself again,” Cartwright growled.

A muscle along his jawline twitched nervously. His hand inched towards the pistol at his side.

The wind howled, and a sheet of snow whipped between the two men.

The rapport of a gun cracked through the cold night air. The sudden smell of gun smoke stung my nostrils 
and made my eyes water.

I have seen some fast gunmen in my time. Up until that moment, I had always believed Colt McGregor to 
be the fastest man who ever drew breath. But Cartwright made Colt—even when he was in his prime—look 
slow and feeble. His hand snapped to his hip and back up in the blink of an eye.

But near as I could tell, his finger never touched the trigger.

The killer staggered, and toppled backwards. Frosty steam no longer streamed from his mouth, but instead 
boiled up from a bloody hole right through his murderous heart.

I blinked in disbelief as the gunfighter approached. I’d seen men die before, sure, but I’d never seen such an 
efficient killing. It was downright professional.

Glistening blood oozed through the snowy ground, spreading like a crimson blanket around Frank 
Cartwright’s body. I took a step backwards, away from the spreading blood. It was about that time that I looked 
down and remembered not all the blood belonged to the killer. I remembered the pigsticker. I remembered the killer 
driving the weapon into my stomach. The frigid cold had numbed me to the stab wounds in my belly, but as soon as 
I saw my own blood staining my shirt and running down my legs to my boots, I started feeling light-headed.

He killed me after all, I thought.

And about that time, my eyes rolled back into my skull and I passed out into the cold and darkness.

***
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Ezra cried out in the dark.

“I don’t speak lightly of miracles, friends! Miracles are too few and far between, and to treat them with an 
air of triviality… why, that’s a fool’s business!”

I’d heard those words—well-rehearsed to part rubes from their money—a thousand times in a thousand 
mud-hole towns. But hearing them at that moment, after all that had happened, reminded me of happier 
times, back when a bunch of rickety wagons felt like home, and I had friends and family and hot meals and a 
warm bed.

But Ezra was dead. So was my brother.

And I didn’t have a home, not anymore.

I was dreaming—I knew it—but I couldn’t wake up. I didn’t want to wake up. A good dream can damn near 
fool you into thinking you’ve died and gone to Heaven.

“…I’ve traveled far and wide, through lands civilized and savage, to find the perfect fixings for this here tonic…”

I’ll admit, I’d never so much as tasted the potion. The stink of it—like rotten eggs and bacon grease—put 
me off. Nor had I been allowed to watch Ezra brew the stuff in his wagon stocked with strange-smelling roots 
and jars of colorful powders. But Jessie told me the primary ingredient of the tonic was whiskey, and a lot of it. 
The way Ezra near pickled himself with the stuff, I believed it.

“…and if this elixir ain’t a genuine miracle, then I don’t know if such a thing truly exists! One sip, friends, 
and you’ll feel strong as an ox, healthy as a horse, and—dare I say—positively virile!”

Ezra’s voice grew distant, like he was calling from the bottom of a deep well.

“This’ll cure them what ails ya, folks! It’ll drive the foul spirits from your body like your Granny chasing 
cats from the kitchen!”

The shadows swallowed up the old man’s voice, and he was gone.

The dream ended.

* * *

Sensation oozed back into my body as I awoke. A deep chill had settled in the meat of my bones. Every 
breath felt like I was inhaling snow. Maybe I should’ve been thankful for that. I’d been cut open like a Christmas 
goose, and I imagine the pain might’ve been unbearable if not for the numbing cold.

I opened my eyes…

…and a dead man stared back at me.

Frank Cartwright—the cannibal who’d tried to kill me—lay not two feet away. His devil’s eyes were clouded 
over. His skin was as pallid as a sheet phantom. His bluish lips looked like a pair of frozen slugs, and behind 
them I spied the sharp tips of his teeth.

I jumped up, and a lance of pain shot through my stomach, almost knocking me right back down. Some-
how, I kept from screaming—just barely.

“Easy now.” A firm, steadying hand grasped my shoulder. The stranger’s voice was deep, and his accent 
betrayed a Southern upbringing. “Most of your cuts weren’t that deep, and I patched you up best I could. I’m 
no sawbones, though. Wouldn’t take much to tear open that dressing and start you bleeding again.”

I ran my hands under my ripped and bloodied shirt. My belly was wrapped in bandages.
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I glanced at Frank Cartwright, who lay still as a coffin nail. It looked like the stranger had searched the 
dead man’s body—emptied his pockets, removed his gun belt, undone his shirt, even pulled off his boots.

I wondered if his ghoulish pursuits had yielded results.

I didn’t ask what he was searching for, though, and I didn’t ask the stranger’s name. I had a sneaking suspi-
cion I wouldn’t have gotten an answer to either question.

Cartwright’s too-pale eyes followed me. I shivered, partly because of the cold, partly because of the dead 
man’s fixed stare.

“I wouldn’t worry about him.” The stranger’s words were dry. “He doesn’t have much fight left in him.”

The gunslinger looked the way you might have suspected, the way men of his ilk were portrayed in dime 
novels—dangerous, menacing. Shadows crawled across his face. His eyes seemed to catch the feeble moonlight 
and hold onto it like a fly in a spider’s web.

I can’t say how long I was out. An hour, maybe less. I’d been dragged—along with the dead man—up into 
the hills. Large boulders and outcroppings of jagged stone offered a little protection from the frigid, gusting 
winds and the sweeping snow. Covered in ice crystals, the rocks glistened. Beneath me, the hard stone ground 
tried to leech what little body heat I had left. Above me, the sky was a churning stew of thick clouds waiting to 
dump a pure blizzard.

I struggled to my feet. My legs were unsteady, and my head pounded.

A saddle and bags lay on the ground nearby. From the looks of it, the stranger had been riding for days, 
and he had supplies aplenty to stay in the wilds for some time. A large stallion stood at the edge of the campsite. 
Its coat was as pitch as the night itself, and the animal was so still and quiet that it was almost invisible. It was 
the kind of horse I pictured a ghost riding in a campfire story.

Speaking of campfires, the stranger hadn’t started one. The camp was cold, dark. There wasn’t even a single 
stick of kindling to be seen.

I started to complain, but all that I could stammer was, “C-c-cold.”

“So you can talk after all.” He smirked. “I was beginning to wonder if Frank hadn’t cut your tongue from 
your mouth before I killed him. Move around a bit if you’re cold. That’ll get your blood pumping. Afraid I can’t 
risk a fire. I’d guess Friedricks and his men are keeping a lookout. I’m surprised the gunshots didn’t bring them 
scurrying out of hiding like rats in high water. They’d spot us for sure if I started a blaze, and they might even 
have a rifle or two up there. ”

He gazed into the hills, and I looked, too. I didn’t see a thing, but imagining those cannibals staring down 
on me with their gleaming eyes and chattering fish-teeth didn’t do a thing to make me feel any warmer.

“Why are you tracking them?” I asked at last. “You chasing a bounty?”

“Not exactly.”

One of his pistols near jumped into his hand, and I couldn’t help but stagger back a step. With a flick of his 
wrist, he snapped the gun open, checked the chamber, and returned the weapon to its holster in the blink of an 
eye. He repeated the act with his other pistol. Then he looked at me, sizing me up.

“I noticed a bunch of circled wagons a ways back. That where you’re from?”

“Yes, sir.”

What he’d seen was the final resting place of Newcomb and Judd’s Wild West Extravaganza. Once upon a 
time, it was the finest congress of cowboys, painted ladies, rough riders, and magicians to ever draw a crowd. 
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That was before Mr. Judd died with consumption, of course, leaving that heartless cur Newcomb as sole owner.

“I reckon you got stuck in the snowstorm.” He nudged Cartwright’s body with the toe of his boot. “Bad 
luck making camp just in time for this lot to find you. Men like Friedricks, they don’t pass up easy meat. Now 
that they’ve found you, they’ll hide out in the hills, watching like coyotes or buzzards. They’ll pick every one of 
you clean to the bone before they’re done.”

I didn’t mention Newcomb’s arrangement with the cannibals.

The stranger had his secret, and I had mine… for the time being.

“You’re going to kill them…” I said, “…ain’t you?”

The stranger’s stark eyes peered at me. After a time, he spoke, his words as cold as the deepest winter frost.

“I suppose I am.”

“Let me help you then.” I couldn’t help but feel a rush of sudden excitement. “I don’t even want no part 
of any reward money. Those bastards killed my friend… killed my brother… and I aim to see them dead. I 
have a gun—”

My fingers strayed to my belt where Colt McGregor’s pistol should’ve been. The weapon was missing, and I 
suddenly remembered dropping the revolver in the snow. Had it been left behind? I glanced frantically around 
the camp.

“Looking for this?”

The stranger drew McGregor’s pistol from his own bullet-studded belt. He turned the gun over in his hand 
deftly, then tossed it to me. The weapon spun in the air, glinting, and I caught it in both hands. The gun felt 
heavier than I remembered, and I almost dropped it once again.

“You don’t strike me as someone who goes heeled often,” the stranger said. “Where’d you get the six-
shooter, kid?”

I looked down, embarrassed. “I stole it, I reckon.”

“So, you’re a killer and a thief, is that it?”

There was no judgment in his words.

“I may not be a gunfighter.” I gripped McGregor’s pistol tightly. “But this gun once belonged to the deadli-
est shootist to ever pull a trigger. I figured—”

He sensed where I was head and interrupted me.

“Son, I know a thing or two about magic guns… and that ain’t one of them.”

My gut told me the stranger knew what he was talking about. The gun seemed to gain twenty pounds in 
my hands. My shoulders sagged.

“Just the same,” I said, “I’m gonna make those men pay.”

“Men…” He nearly spat the word from his mouth. “Let me ask you something, boy. Did you get a good 
look at Cartwright’s teeth?”

“I saw them up close and personal.”

“And did they look like teeth that belonged in the mouth of a normal man?”
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I looked at Cartwright, then back at the stranger. “What is he then, if not a man?”

“There are a lot of stories.” The stranger shrugged. “Most of them don’t hold water. But the bad stories, 
the really frightening ones… more often than not there’s at least a little truth to them. There’s a legend that 
says when one man eats the flesh of another, then that man invites an evil spirit to take up in his soul. It’s like a 
hungry worm, this spirit, wriggling around inside its host, and it wants nothing more than to taste human flesh 
again. And what the spirit wants, the host wants.”

“And Friedricks and his men, they’ve got these things inside them?”

“Maybe so. During the war, they did some awful things, and now it might be catching up with them. 
They’re changing, becoming less like men and more like the spirits growing inside them.”

“You’re saying they’re…” I didn’t want to speak the word. “…monsters.”

“I’m saying you’ll be walking into a world of trouble if you come with me.”

“I ain’t scared,” I lied.

Maybe the gunfighter knew there was no sense in arguing with me. If he left me behind, I’d just follow him. 
Or maybe he was just coppering his chances by bringing an extra gun… and an extra body along.

Just then, a strong gust cut between the rocks, and Cartwright’s shirt blew open.

There was something wrong with the dead man’s stomach. Several large, dark bruises covered his pale flesh. 
From each of the bruises radiated numerous winding veins, like black rivers across his skin. His belly was dis-
tended, like that of a snake that had just raided an overfull chicken nest. Something knobby and boney pressed 
against the skin from within.

“What is that?” I asked. “What’s wrong with him?”

“I don’t know,” the stranger answered. “Maybe he was sick.”

But that didn’t look like no disease I’d ever heard about.

“Forget about that,” the stranger said. “You’d best get real comfortable with that revolver of yours… and 
fast. We’re heading up into the hills shortly, and I expect there’ll be… bloodshed.”

I barely heard him. I couldn’t take my eyes off the horrible bruises and protrusions on Cartwright’s flesh.

It looked like something had been trying to force its way out of the dead man’s guts.

* * *

Here’s what I didn’t tell the stranger about Newcomb and the cannibals:

Not long after the second person was taken from camp, Newcomb, who saw himself as a shepherd, came up 
with a plan he thought would help his flock survive until the thaw. Dressed in one of his finest black suits, he 
called the camp to meeting, where he stood on one of the barking stages and addressed the crowd.

“We’ve already lost a dear, dear friend in Ezra,” he started.

My blood boiled at that, seeing how Newcomb had never kept his hatred of Old Ezra a secret.

“And now,” he continued, “our sweet—” He paused, searching his memory for the girl’s name. “—Emily 
has been taken from us as well.”

Cries for action rose from the crowd, but the big boss raised a pudgy hand and waved for silence. He’d been 
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barking since long before I was born, and those old skills came easy to him as he spoke to the carnies gathered 
before him.

“If we fight back, those men will murder every last one of us. If we try to run, they’ll catch us and gun us 
down right there in the snow.”

The crowd moaned with despair.

“But all is not lost! We might not be able to slay the dragon, and we might not be able to escape its fiery 
breath, but we can make offerings to appease the beast lest we all suffer a gruesome fate!”

I didn’t have a clue what he was going on about, and neither did anyone else. That’s the way Newcomb liked 
it, I figured. He took our confusion and our anger and our fear and worked us up into a frenzy until he had 
near about everyone agreeing with every word he said… whether they understood it or not.

“I’m not saying this won’t be painful,” he said. “We must all make sacrifices. But at least the camp might 
thrive, albeit with grief and sorrow in our hearts!”

And so we started the lottery.

Within a few days, a tree trunk post had been raised at the outskirts of camp, and everyone had scrawled 
their name on a slip of paper gathered in Newcomb’s old top hat. Only Newcomb himself was allowed to draw a 
name, and he did so every few days.

The lottery was wrong, but no one spoke up against it.

They knew better.

We marched our friends and family out to that post and left them tied out there, waiting to be snatched up 
and eaten. Sometimes, we left gifts, too—blankets, canned fruit, heirlooms and other valuables—all in hopes the 
cannibals wouldn’t attack us outright.

Awful as it was, it might’ve worked… up until the point my brother got the idea Newcomb wasn’t drawing 
names at random at all but was giving up people who crossed him.

Then, of course, Jessie’s name was drawn.

Like I said, Jessie screamed when they dragged him out to the post, and no one lifted a finger to help him, 
myself included. We wept and we looked away and we prayed we weren’t next. But we didn’t help. Everyone 
knew Newcomb was up to no good, but nobody did a damn thing.

In that way, we were all in it with him.

* * *

“It’s after midnight,” I realized. “Christmas Eve.”

“Ain’t that something,” the stranger said. “Hush up now.”

We crept along a zig-zagging path leading into the hills. The stranger took the lead, and I followed close 
behind. The stranger didn’t make a sound as he slipped along the path. He darted from one patch of shadow to 
the next. If I took my eyes off him for long, I might’ve lost him completely. Me, I shuffled along, trying to be as 
quiet as I could despite my chattering teeth and shivering muscles.

Wind swept down the pass, casting sheets of snow in our faces, trying to buffet us back. I grabbed my coat 
collar in one hand, pulling it tightly closed. My eyes were dry. My nose ran, and the snot froze to my upper lip.

Up ahead, the cannibals waited.
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As we walked along, I kicked something in the snow. There was a strange clattering sound, and for a split 
second I feared Friedrick had set a booby trap and I had stumbled right into it. But no pit opened up beneath 
me. No deadfall crashed on top of me. Something gleamed in the shadows.

There along the rock wall lay a small green bottle. I recognized it right away, and I hurried to where I’d 
kicked it. Scooping it up, I saw the bottle was empty, but the rotten stink of Ezra’s tonic was still on it.

“What is it?” the stranger asked.

“Medicine,” I said. “Or at least it was. My friend, he made the stuff. ’It’ll cure them what ails ya,’ he used to 
say. The cannibals must’ve stolen some of it during one of their raids.”

The truth was, we’d more than likely given them the tonic, left it like a Christmas gift at the sacrificial post.

I tucked the bottle into my jacket, and we walked on.

We walked no more than a dozen more yards when an awful smell assaulted my nostrils.

Rotten meat.

The stranger’s hands dropped to the handles of his six-shooters.

“This is it, boy. One more step and there’s no turning back. Remember what I told you. I don’t know how 
these men got started down their path. A lot of folks did bad things during the war. They’re changing, though, 
and Boone, he’ll be the worst. He might not die so easily.”

I thought of Jessie and Ezra and all them others who didn’t get to live to see Christmas this year.

“Let’s go,” I said.

And we did.

***

There’s a reason the cannibals didn’t come a-looking at the sound of gunfire in the valley.

An awful reason.

Directly, we spotted the cave Boone Friedricks and his men had been using as a hideout. It was a gaping 
maw in the rock wall, and bits of bone and clothing—cast offs from their victims—littered the ground leading 
up to the cave.

The horrid odor of decay came from within, but I didn’t see sign of a sentry or lookout.

The stranger motioned for me to drop back a step or two. He pulled one of his revolvers and inched closer 
to the warren. The idea of walking into that pitch black hole in the ground didn’t appeal to me one bit. The 
stranger must’ve had the same notion. After peering into the cave for a few seconds, he turned to me.

“Fetch one of those bones and some scraps of cloth,” he whispered. “Make a torch.”

As I set about the grim task, I wondered just whose clothes… whose bones… would be lighting our way.

“Stay a couple of steps behind me with that fire.” The gunslinger drew his second pistol. “Don’t get close 
enough to blind me. Hold it off to the side a bit, too. I don’t want to be back-lit. The light’ll make us both easier 
targets as it is.”

The cave was a lot deeper than I expected. The tunnel wound down and off to the side, like a giant serpent 
had burrowed its way through the stone. The torch guttered in the wind.

• 310 •

The Sixth Gun



We hadn’t taken more than a dozen steps when a gunshot rang out from somewhere up ahead.

I flinched. The stranger didn’t.

Another gunshot thundered in the dark, and I thought I saw a muzzle flash chase shadows across the 
tunnel walls.

Time passed slowly as we waited… watching… listening…

A figure staggered into view—tall and bulky with shaggy hair. He held a gun, and he was aiming at some-
thing low to the ground behind him. He pulled the trigger, and in the flash I saw his face was a mask of fright. 
He clutched his stomach with his free hand. Blood covered his lips and chin.

He spotted us, too, and his bloody mouth gaped open in surprise. His teeth were razor sharp.

His gun hand hung limply at his side now, the smoking pistol pointed at the floor. He stumbled towards us, 
a couple of steps, no more.

“Sinclair,” he muttered. “You—”

The stranger—I reckon his name was Sinclair—snapped his own gun up in the blink of an eye and blew the 
cannibal to Kingdom Come before he could finish his sentence.

He moved quick now, dropping down next to the dead man and searching the body. Whatever he was looking for, 
he didn’t find, and he spat out a curse. “Come on,” he said, and he sprang to his feet and plunged into the darkness.

“What do you think he was shooting at?” I asked, but I had my answer soon enough.

I heard something.

Something wet.

Something meaty.

That’s the only way to describe it.

As the torchlight flooded through the tunnel, I gasped.

“God Almighty!”

I won’t one to blaspheme, but no other exclamation seemed quite right.

This… thing squirmed on the ground. It was about the size of a large dog, hairless, skinless, without any 
distinguishable face. It was a mass of twitching muscle and bone, flopping about of its own accord. It had been 
shot a couple of times, and from the bullet holes pumped blood. But it kept on moving, wriggling, like it was 
trying to unfold itself like the petals of a flower.

It smelled like rotten eggs and bacon grease.

“What is it?” I asked.

Sinclair didn’t answer. He just looked at it for a moment, then moved along.

It was worse up ahead. Much worse.

We entered a sprawling chamber. The torchlight licked at the rough-hewn walls, the columns of stone. 
Scattered around the room were some of the “gifts” the folks from Newcomb’s Wild West Extravaganza had 
given Friedricks and his men.
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Among the debris were dozens of empty green bottles.

“This’ll cure them what ails ya,” Ezra had said.

Three cannibals were sprawled on the floor. I knew they were dead right away. They were too pale, too still. 
Blood covered their mouths. Their bellies were swollen and distended.

“It’ll drive the foul spirits from your body like your Granny chasing cats from the kitchen!”

In the deep crevices and pockets of dark the torch couldn’t touch, something flapped and flopped, a gristled, 
meaty kind of noise. I thought of stepping closer, taking a look, but I was too scared to force my legs to work. The 
hair stood on end on the backs of my arms. My nostrils burned at the overwhelming smell of Old Ezra’s medicine.

My first thought was that the cannibals had drunk down Ezra’s tonic, and it had driven the hungry spirits 
from their bodies. Only the spirits, they hadn’t died. I found no comfort in the notion, though, as it meant the 
vile things lurking outside my field of vision were demons made flesh.

One of the dead men had something sticking out of his mouth.

I stepped closer, shoving the torch towards the cannibal’s face.

Fingers—human fingers—jutted out from between his lips, and the way his throat was swollen up and 
bruised, I knew those fingers were attached to an arm pushing its way up from the man’s gullet.

The fingers twitched.

The flopping, flapping creatures in the darkness moved closer. I heard them slithering on the stone, heard 
their nails scraping the rock. Their shapes became more distinct. Some were formless masses like the thing we’d 
seen in the tunnel. Others were vaguely human in size and shape. Their blood-soaked flesh glistened.

I knew they weren’t demons at all.

“You’ve done come too late.”

The voice came from the other side of the chamber, and even though it was no more than a whisper, it 
shocked me like cannon fire. Boone Friedricks stepped into our light. If his men had been large, Boone himself 
was massive—big the way things from Biblical times were big. He was hunched over, though, and every couple 
of seconds he hacked up a mouthful of blood. Despite the cold, he wore no shirt. His stomach was swollen and 
something boney moved inside his gut.

Sinclair’s twin pistols snapped towards him like a compass needle pointing north.

“If you’ve come to kill me,” Friedricks said, “you’re too late.”

“Killing you is fairly high on my list.” Sinclair stepped towards the man. “But I didn’t track you down for 
just that purpose.”

“You still after this?” Friedricks dug in his pants pocket, pulled an ugly necklace out. It was no more than a 
hideous clay totem on a strip of old leather. “You’ve come a long way for this old thing.”

“I know someone who’ll pay good money for that,” Sinclair said. “And I knew one of you no-counts 
must’ve taken it after what you did to that shaman.”

The shapes in the darkness inched closer. They were closing in around us, slowly. I could hear them breath-
ing, a rattling noise from their throats… or what passed for throats.

“I don’t have no use for this.” Friedricks looked at the necklace. “Supposed to be good luck, but looks like 
that’s a bunch of bunk.”
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He eyed his dead companions. His tongue snaked out, slithered across his razor-like teeth. He turned his 
gaze towards the numerous bottles, glinting in the torchlight.

“Those people from the camp… they poisoned us… passed that bilge on to us…”

Sinclair kept one gun trained on Friedricks. He dropped the other into the holster. He reached out towards 
the cannibal.

“Just give me the necklace,” he said, “and we’ll leave you be.”

“What?” I asked.

“Look at him, boy. Look around you. He’s as good as dead.”

The misshapen figures moved closer. Some of them had faces—slavering, hideous faces, but faces just the same. 
I recognized some of them. People from camp. People who’d been tied to the sacrificial pole. Emily… Samuel…

…Darcy…

…Jessie.

I shuddered, and a sob escaped my throat.

“They came back up,” Friedrick said. “We ate them, by God, and we drank that tonic water down, and it 
brought them back to life… It brought what was left of them back to life inside us…”

He groaned and clutched his stomach. The thing inside him pushed against the walls of his belly, stretching 
the skin tight, trying to force its way out.

And I knew what… who… was growing in his stomach.

Old Ezra.

“The necklace,” Sinclair urged.

“Take it.” Friedricks tossed the totem at Sinclair, and the gunslinger snatched it out of the air. “Take it and go.”

Tucking the necklace in his vest pocket, Sinclair turned away from the cannibal. He eyed the squirming, 
shambling figures cautiously, then looked towards me.

“He’s finished,” he said. “Let’s go while we still can.”

I watched the hideous, twisted faces of my friends… my family… all around me. I hadn’t done a thing to 
save them. I hadn’t done a thing to avenge them.

I may not have been quick on the draw like Sinclair. There might not have been any magic in Colt 
McGregor’s pistol.

But I put a hole right between Boone Friedricks’ eyes.

And he died without any trouble at all.

I waited.

Sinclair didn’t.

He left without much of a goodbye, not that I expected one.
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The fleshy, bloody things gathered around me. At first, I thought they might kill me. There was a kind of 
malice in their eyes. They might have ripped me to shreds, too, if not for me killing Friedricks the way I did. 
Maybe they saw that as an act of atonement.

The thing in Friedricks’ belly continued to squirm and kick. Eventually I used a knife to slice the cannibal 
open. A fleshy mass spilled out, and over the next few hours, it uncurled and grew into something resembling 
my friend.

Ezra. At first it wobbled on its legs like a newborn colt, and it mewled with a voice that was as much beast 
as it was infant. Soon enough, it found its footing and it settled into a solemn, grim silence.

And then they started to shamble out into the night.

Maybe they were the hunger spirits made flesh… maybe they were the people from camp brought back 
from the dead. More than likely, they were a little of both, conjured up by the potion and all mixed up to the 
point I couldn’t tell where the evil spirit ended and the living dead began.

I knew where they were heading, of course, with their hearts full of anger and malice. They were slow, espe-
cially in the cold, and I could’ve outdistanced them without problem. I could have slipped past them and raced 
back to camp and warned those folks sitting around the Christmas tree hoping for a miracle to save them.

But I didn’t.

Ezra and Jessie and all the rest, they walked again, and that was miracle enough on a cold night like tonight.

I felt a stab of guilt for the camp. Not everyone deserved what was coming for them. They were just cow-
ards, like me. But I’d made my peace, paid my penance. I’d been judged under the eyes of those twisted creatures, 
and I’d been left to live another day for the trouble. The others—down in the valley praying for a Christmas 
miracle—they’d have to do the same.

I followed the creatures to the foot of the hills, watched them march in the direction of camp. Their bloody 
footprints trailed off into what may as well have been forever.

I walked the other way.
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Well, I’ll admit, 
that is one 

Helluva story, 
friend...

But it
don’t change 

a thing.

And maybe you 
should concentrate 
more on your game 

and less on your 
tale-telling.  

You’re 
bluffing,

I say.

Not 
hardly.

I hate that our 
game had to end 
this way, fellas.

But Old Ezra’s
potion is just too

important to me to waste 
any more time on civility.  
I’ve been tracking the last 

of these bottles since
I was a boy.

You might say
it was this elixir that 
shaped me into the 

man I am today.

Let’s
see your 
cards.
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The following pages contain the original covers for the first eleven issues of The Sixth Gun series, plus, the first two 
trade paperback covers. Shown here is an early, unused cover concept drawn by Brian Hurtt in early 2010.
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Issue #1 - Free Comic Book Day Edition
Rough cover design
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Issue #1 - Free Comic Book Day Edition
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Issue #1 - Retail Edition
Rough cover design
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Issue #1 - Retail Edition
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Cover roughs for issues #2-5
by Brian Hurtt
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Cover roughs for issues #5-7
by Brian Hurtt
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Issue #2
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Issue #3
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Issue #4
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Issue #5
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Issue #6
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Issue #7
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Issue #8
Rough cover design
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Issue #8
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Issue #9
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Issue #10
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Issue #11
Rough cover layout
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Issue #11
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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The Sixth Gun Volume 1: Cold Dead Fingers
Rough sketch
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The Sixth Gun Volume 1: Cold Dead Fingers
Illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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The Sixth Gun Volume 2: Crossroads
Illustrated by Brian Hurtt and colored by Bill Crabtree
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The following pages contain original artwork illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt for The Sixth Gun as it  
was being pitched to Oni Press. These pieces served not only as sample artwork, but also as proof of concept for 
The Sixth Gun’s tone and atmosphere. 

In the course of development, the stories and characters and concepts have evolved from the versions seen here 
to the series as it is currently being read.

Artwork From The Original Pitch

• 339 •

The Original Pitch Artwork



• 340 •

The Sixth Gun



• 341 •

The Original Pitch Artwork



• 342 •

The Sixth Gun



• 343 •

The Original Pitch Artwork



• 344 •

The Sixth Gun



• 345 •

The Original Pitch Artwork



• 346 •

The Sixth Gun



• 347 •

The Original Pitch Artwork



• 348 •

The Sixth Gun



• 349 •

The Original Pitch Artwork



• 350 •

The Sixth Gun



The following pages contain production sketches, designs and various 
artwork by Brian Hurtt.
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Art Print for Challenger’s Comics in Chicago, Illinois.
illustrated and colored by Brian Hurtt
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Cullen Bunn is the writer of comic books such as 
The Sixth Gun, Helheim, The Damned, and The Tooth for 
Oni Press. He has also written titles including Fearless 
Defenders, Venom, Deadpool Killustrated, and Wolverine 
for Marvel Comics.

In addition, he is the author of the middle reader horror 
novel, Crooked Hills, and the collection of short fiction, 
Creeping Stones and Other Stories.

His prose work has appeared in numerous magazines 
and anthologies. Somewhere along the way, he founded 
Undaunted Press and edited the critically acclaimed hor-
ror zine Whispers From The Shattered Forum.

Cullen claims to have worked as an Alien Autopsy 
Specialist, Rodeo Clown, Pro Wrestling Manager, and 
Sasquatch Wrangler. He has fought for his life against 
mountain lions and performed on stage as the World’s 
Youngest Hypnotist. Buy him a drink sometime, and 
he’ll tell you all about it.

His website is cullenbunn.com.

You can find him on Twitter at @cullenbunn.
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Brian Hurtt got his start in comics working on 
Greg Rucka’s Queen & Country. This was followed by art 
duties on several projects including Three Strikes, Queen 
& Country: Declassified, and Steve Gerber’s critically ac-
claimed series Hard Time.

In 2006, Brian teamed with Cullen Bunn to create the 
Prohibition-era monster-noir sensation  The Damned. 
The two found that their unique tastes and storytelling 
sensibilities were well-suited to one another and were ea-
ger to continue that relationship.

The Sixth Gun is their sophomore endeavor together and 
the next in what looks to be many years of creative col-
laboration.

Brian lives and works in St. Louis, Missouri. 

His website is brihurtt.com.

You can find him on Twitter at @brihurtt.
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Bill Crabtree’s career as a colorist began in 
2003 with the launch of Image Comics’ Invincible and 
Firebreather. His work on the flagship Image Comics 
title, Invincible, for which he colored the first 50 issues, 
earned him a Harvey Awards nomination. He con-
tinues to color Firebreather, which was recently made 
into a feature film on Cartoon Network, Godland, and 
Jack Staff.

Perhaps the highlight of his comics career, his role as 
colorist on The Sixth Gun began with issue six, and has 
since been described as “like Christmas morning, but 
with guns.”

You can find him on Twitter at @crabtree_bill.
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For more information on these and other fine Oni Press comic books and graphic novels visit www.onipress.com. 
To find a comic specialty store in your area visit www.comicshops.us.
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