
RANDOM SNIPPET  
 

I suddenly feel sick at the thought of William going 
after more cartridges. Yes, we did need them if we 
want to make it to California in one piece. I surely 
wished that he didn’t play with his gun so much, or we 
wouldn’t have to have bullets constantly. He was such 
a child at times; honestly, I don’t think he ever had the 
chance to be a child when he was one. Now that he’s 
free and on his own, he can act as much as a kid that 
he wants. That’s probably where Billy the Kid came 
from, where he acts like a kid. 

“Come on, William, get here soon.” I say into the 
wind. “I hate that you’re gone this long.” I look down 
at my cracked iPod screen, I barely had any battery 
left. I have been switching it on and off all month, only 
leaving it on for a few seconds at a time. I only did this 

to remind myself that I wasn’t from this time and that I want to get back somehow. I look at the 
time, it’s eleven o’clock, an hour from the textbook time of Billy’s death. I’m starting to feel anxious 
and fearful. I give my iPod a one last glance, this time I am missing the longing for the future, my 
home, and my family, this time its replaced with the longing to throw myself in the arms of William 
and tell him how I feel. I want to be with him right now, to know that he’s safe, and that I can keep 
him safe past midnight. “Please, Lord, protect him.” I pray quietly. 

I see that Scout out front in a coral, she’s rearing up on her hind legs, acting spooked about 
something. I grab the shotgun that William took from Ollinger and took off towards the coral. I cock 
the gun, ready to shoot a coyote; I was not going to be taken by surprise this time.  

“Shhh, Scout.” I try to calm the horse. “Scout! Sweetie! It’s okay, I’m here!” I grab at her mane 
to bring her to me, the gun still ready at my side. “Shhh, it’s okay, baby. Nothing is going to harm 
you. Not with me around.” I kiss her nose and scratch under her chin. 

"¿Quién es? ¿Quién es?" a voice says from behind me. 

“William?” I say turning around, but stopped and a hand clamps over my mouth before I can 
scream.  

“He says and I shoot him twice in the chest, just above his little, conniving heart.” Garret’s voice 
is in my ear. “Did you really think that you can prevent me killing that brat?” 

“Please…” I say, muffled by his hand. “He’s not a bad person, he’s just a lost boy and confused 
about life. Why do you want to kill a kid like, William?” 



Garret laughs. “Because he doubled crossed me, little Vera.” He whispers harshly in my ear. “He 
was supposed to do some jobs for me, he did them and tried to frame it all on me.” 

“—but when you consider that the Murphy, Dolan, and Riley people forced him into such a 
lawless life through efforts to secure his arrest and conviction, it is hard to blame the poor boy for 
what he did." I remember reading Alexander McSween saying that about Billy in the history book. 

“You’re in charge of Dolan, Murphy, and Riley. That’s why they turned against him so easily.” I 
say, as Garret drags me backwards back towards Paulita’s bedroom. “You wanted William to have 
all the blame for what all you conspired to do!” 

“Shhh, now,” Garret slams me up against the wall beside the bedroom door. I feel a knife up to 
my throat, it’s cold and piercing on the surface of my skin. I’m afraid to breathe too deeply. 
“Wouldn’t want to bring that little Maxwell family in on this, now will we?” 

I feel hot tears at the brim of my eyes. “Please, don’t do this…” 

“Uh-ah-ah.” He warns, the knife’s tip going to my lips, tracing around them. “You don’t want 
me to cut that pretty face up of yours for Billy, now, do you?” he laughs in my face, his breath 
smelling like rot and alcohol. His teeth are yellow and black and there is oozing infection sliding 
down from his gums. I fight the urge to throw up. “He would really want to rip my throat out for 
that. I can see why he loves this face.” He turns my face from side to side. “It is quite exquisite.”  

My hand presses against him, trying to pry him off, as my other hand came to the knife at my 
throat. 

“I wouldn’t think about pulling that again, little Vera!” Garret says, a gun now pointing into my 
stomach. “This time, I’m prepared for your tricks.” 

In one quick moment, I am bind by my feet and cuff to Paulita’s bed. I should have been scared 
of what Garret would so to me, while I’m tied up. I always pictured him raping Paulita when I read 
on the legend, but at this moment, I’m concentrating on letting William know not to come for me 
or open that door. I know what would happen and all that I worked for would be pointless, my 
feelings for him would be pointless… 

“So, what am I going to do with you?” Garret straddles my stomach, grabbing my face to look 
upwards at him. “By the information in that book of yours, I have an hour to kill…” he smirks. “I 
have so many…” he takes the collar of my dress and jerks the fabric between his hands, ripping it 
down the middle. The dress just rips like it was thin paper. “ideas…” he laughs, and then his tongue 
licks the exposed skin of my collarbone. I feel so sick and numb at it all. “I just don’t know where to 
start!”  

 

Ohhhhhh… 0_o what happens next?! 



 

This may be the only SNIPPET I’ll do of this one! I’ll do quotes 
here and there, but this will be the only long excerpt I’ll post. 


