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As the train slowly stopped, a tall young man stepped onto the platform.  His gray suit was covered with black spots.  The suit will just be added to the bill.  He shifted the gun in his holster as he stepped off the platform into the dust filled street.
The town was the same as so many he had been to.  However, this town was different, it held a job.  Or it had, he patted his pocket to assure himself he had not lost the letter.  He felt its presence and let his lips form a slight smile.  It had taken the letter two weeks to reach him, another three days to get here.  Looking at the sky, which was a deep blue in color with only a few fluffy clouds. 
He turned his attention back to the street and the town.  Like most towns of its size, it only had a few buildings and a stable.  A two-story frame building stood at the far end of the street.  Even at this distance, he knew it was the saloon and hotel.  As he neared, he saw a single horse tied to the hitching rail.  Another one horse town, when will I ever learn?
He again fumbled with his gun.  He was not worried; he knew he was the best man for the job.  They did too or they would never have sent for him. 
He continued to the boardwalk, pushed open the swinging doors and stepped into the darkness of the room.  He moved to the side of the door, back touching the wall and waited for his eyes to adjust to the room’s darkness.  He had known many, no longer around, who had rushed into a dark room only to be blind sided.  After his eyes became accustom to the light, he looked around.  The bartender stood behind the bar.  Only one other person was in the room, sitting in a chair, in the back.  He moved over to the bar.  “I am looking for Joe.”
“Joe?  There could be a lot of Joes around.  Which one?”  The bartender replied.
“I’m Red.  I think you know which Joe I mean.”
“Oh, yes.  That is him over there.”  He pointed to the other man, “Is it true what they say about you?”
“If you mean, am I fast?  It’s true.  I am the fastest.”
He walked to a chair beside the man he now knew to be Joe.  As he sat down, he asked.  “That job still open?”
“I figured you would be here last week.  However, I would have waited another week just to see if all I have heard is true.”  Joe said.  “You be ready in the morning?”
“Sure, but I am not cheap.”
“If you’re half as fast as they say, you will be well paid.”
As the sunrise lit the sky, Red stepped into the street.  A crowd was waiting for him.  The crowd split apart as it allowed him to pass.  He moved to the split rail fence and looked at the rows of chili-covered plants.  “Red Savina, right.  My favorite.”
He removed his coat, holster, and shirt, hanging them on the fence, which he climbed, and started to work.  His hands flew so fast that the watchers could barely see them.  Baskets where filled faster than any three other pickers could have.
“He is the fastest chili picker I have ever seen.  What would have taken the regular crew a week to do may be competed by nightfall.  Yes indeed, the fastest.”  Joe said to the watching crowd. 
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