I hope the train’s late. 
The last time, they tarred and feathered me, and ran me out of town on a burro. I headed south across the border and wandered the Camino Real, plying the old Three Card Monte.
Late that summer I washed up in Chihuahua. One evening, I was quietly drinking my winnings when this English gent came across from the bar, took out a deck of cards and suggested a round of poker. I was puzzled by his dark brown glasses: the cantina was ill lit by the guttering oil lamps.

We played for an hour. Despite my sleights, he won hand after hand. I grew increasingly suspicious but there was no obvious dodge: he dealt the cards carelessly, and I couldn’t see or feel any marks.
“How do you do it?” I asked him, as he swept up the last of my coins.

“I’m too good for you,” he said. “That’s all.” 

“No one’s that good,” I said. “I should know.”

He studied at me closely.

“Who are you?” he asked me, finally.

I told him my name.

“You’re the bloke they threw out of Socorro!” he said. “I thought I recognised you.”
“So how do you do it?” I repeated.

“I’m a fellow practitioner,” he said. “Have a look.” 

He took off his dark glasses and passed them over to me. As I put them on, he fanned out the deck under the lamp. On the back of the cards, their denominations shone an unearthly green. 

At that very moment, a striking young Mexican woman burst through the swing doors.

“Bastardo!” she shouted, drew a six-shooter from her handbag and shot my companion right between the eyes. 
The English gent fell backwards, dropping the cards onto the table. The bar was in uproar. I picked up the cards and fled.
In the autumn, I slowly made my way back north. Whenever my money ran low, I’d put on the dark glasses and take out the cards. Crossing the border early in December, I decided to hole up until the spring in a faded hotel on the edge of Las Cruces. 

This morning, I was playing solitaire on the hotel porch when three men rode up.
“How about a game,” said one of them, dismounting.

“Why not?” I said without thinking. “Let’s go inside.”

“Let’s stay out here,” said another man, tying up his horse. “The light’s better.”

“I’ll get us some whiskey,” said the third man, going into the hotel.

We played and drank steadily. I wasn’t wearing the dark glasses but I wasn’t bothered none: I didn’t need the money. 

Towards noon, I hit a winning streak and the men began to watch me carefully. I was dealing, when suddenly the clouds dispersed. The sun shone brightly through the brown bottle: the ace of clubs glowed green on the back of the pack. 
Lying here, tied across the rails at the mouth of the tunnel, I hope the train’s late. 

