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Into The West 
By L. Allen Hurd, Jr. 

aka coz1 
 

* * * * * 
 

Chapter I 
 

Wyoming Territory, 1881 
 
 
Dusk was settling and the town had grown quiet. Shopkeepers had closed their doors 
and the townsfolk had moved to their homes or the church far up on the hill. Only 
the saloon was bustling, but only because the men inside wished to have their drinks 
before the action outside began. 
 
Sonny only stood there in the middle of the street, waiting. He would wait all night if 
that were what it took. He had waited a lifetime, so what were a few more minutes, 
or hours? He fingered his pistol and felt the bond between himself and his weapon. 
He knew it would need to perform just as much as he did. He recognized that this 
could be his final day on earth. But he didn’t care. More than anything else, this 
would be the revenge he had longed for since he was a small boy. 
 
The men in the saloon hooted and hollered and gathered their courage to face the 
lone gunman in the street. Bill Tanney did not show his apprehension, but it was 
there all the same. His gut told him that this act might be his last, but one shot of 
whiskey was all he needed to convince his mind that he would be the victor. 
 
As the sun lowered over the last cloud on the horizon, Sonny thought to himself, I’ve 
done this before. I’ve never had to worry about being slow. Just pull the gun from 
your holster and shoot. But he worried, as he never worried before. All those other 
men, now dead, had it coming. He shot them. He never flinched. But this time it was 
different. This time, he really cared. This time it meant more to him than just 
another notch on his handle. 
 
He remembered the feeling he had when he realized the man in front of him was 
Tanney, standing there laughing it up with some whores by the bar. He had thought 
about shooting him right there, but that would have been cowardly. He wanted him 
in front of the whole town so they could see his act, his retribution. He remembered 
the satisfaction he already felt at knowing he would have his day. That was all he 
desired. And now that day was upon him. After 20 years, he would finally give this 
man his due. 
 
He looked at the street in front of him and tried to focus on something other than his 
fear. The packed dirt stretching from one end to the other. The signs in each of the 
shop windows signifying they were closed. The lack of sound that usually was Big 
Bend. Oh how he had waited for this time, and now it was upon him. He looked at 
the horses tied up outside the saloon. I could just get on one and ride away. That’s 
what Corrina would want. But he put this thought out of his mind. Best to get it over 
with and leave knowing he had done his duty, that he had avenged his parent’s 
death. 
 
But then he thought about Corrina again. She would be waiting for him out at the 
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farm. She would wonder why he didn’t visit this night. She might even come looking 
for him in town. What if he wasn’t there to meet her? What would happen to her? 
 
Before he could answer himself, the doors to the saloon swung wide and Bill Tanney 
walked out confidently and stood there grinning, eyeing his opponent. 
 
“Well…you ready?” he shouted.  
 
Sonny stood there without saying a word, his fingers tickling the grip of his gun. 
 
“Well, ain’t you gonna answer me, you sumbitch?” Tanney asked again. 
 
“Ain’t no need for an answer. You know what you gotta do, and I know what I gotta 
do” was Sonny’s only reply. 
 
Bill Tanney walked out into the street, his topcoat flowing behind him as the wind 
picked up. He found his preferred spot and stood to face Sonny. 
 
“You ready to meet your maker?” he asked. 
 
Sonny looked at the other men pouring out from the saloon behind Tanney. They all 
seemed at the ready. If he missed, he was a dead man, and if he hit him, they would 
surely kill him anyway. But he didn’t care. All he wanted was to see Bill Tanney dead 
and if that meant he would have to die too, so be it.  
 
The image of Corrina flashed in his mind again. Her golden hair, translucent in the 
sunlight. Her smile, so warm and natural. He might never see it again. Her twirled 
her around once more in his mind and then focused on the huge man in front of him. 
He flipped his duster to show his pistol and looked hard into Tanney’s eyes. He saw 
fear. He recognized that Tanney had as much fear as he did. Swallowing his 
thoughts, he stood strong and waited. He waited for the slightest movement to blow 
Bill Tanney away. 
 

* * * 
 
Red Strother sat at his usual table near the back of the saloon. He liked it because it 
allowed for him to blend into the crowd. He did not much like to be noticed or talk to 
people. He came to the saloon to drink, for Red Strother was a drunk. In fact, he 
was the town drunk. He was also the livery stable hand, but he preferred the former. 
He always liked to say with his toothless grin, “Ever’ towns got one, and in this here 
town, that’s me.” 
 
He sipped on his glass of whiskey and watched Tanney’s men follow their boss out 
into the street. He knew what was likely to happen and it saddened him because 
he’d taken a liking to Sonny Gamble. He recalled when Sonny first rode into his 
stable yard and had found him passed out over a bale of hay. Instead of kicking him 
with his boot, like most of the men did, he only tossed a bucket of water on him 
saying, “Time to get up old timer. This here mare needs a drink too.” That put him in 
rare company in Red’s eyes and he aimed to keep Sonny a friend. 
 
Red tossed back the last bit in his glass and slowly raised himself from his chair. It 
took a moment to gain his balance, but once he was steady, he could see that the 
place was now empty. Even the whores must be watching he thought to himself. He 
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stumbled around to the back of the bar and found where Lester kept the older stuff. 
He figured no one would miss just a nip and pulled the cork from one of the bottles. 
Smelling it first, he found the aroma to his satisfaction and then tipped back the 
bottle. 
 
“What in hell are doin’ Red Strother?” a voice hollered at him from the corner by the 
back door. He looked to see who it was and found Old Sal sprawled out on the floor. 
 
“What you doin’ back there gal? Why ain’t you watchin’ the show?” he asked her. 
 
“Havin’ a drinkin’ contest with Cuddy and couldn’t finish. Had to sit for a bit an’ didn’t 
want no damn cowpoke tryin’ to get at me when I weren’t lookin’. Now you answer 
me old man…what in blazes has got into you? You know if Lester finds you back 
there he’ll cut you off but good.” 
 
“Well then don’t tell him, I says.” Red suggested as he put the cork back in the bottle 
and tried to straighten his vest. “Hey Sal…you think you can…hiccup…you think you 
can go out there and do me a favor?” 
 
“What kind of favor? I ain’t sleepin’ with ya…I done told you that already. You too old 
and wrinkled for my taste. Sides, you ain’t got enough money for me.” 
 
“Ain’t what I’m askin’ Sally. I need to get across the street an’ them fellas’ll see 
me…unless…well, if you give ‘em somethin’ else to look at.” 
 
Old Sal blew a strand of curly, sweaty hair away from her face and looked hard at 
Red trying to understand what and why he was asking her for this favor. “What do 
you care ifn’ they see ya. Ain’t you they want tonight.” 
 
“I know that. It’s the boy...and I aim to help him. Now you gonna do what I ask or 
not?…hiccup” 
 
“What in the hell can you do in your condition ya dumb son of a bitch? You too drunk 
to poke a mule.” 
 
“I can manage,” he shot back steadying himself with his hand on the bar. 
 
“Well hell…I guess I can flash ‘em my teats…that oughta distract ‘em for ya. But if I 
get cut, I’m comin’ after you old man. Now give me that bottle,” was all Sal could 
say. He seemed determined and she knew it was best to try and not talk a drunken 
man out of anything. After taking a swig of her own, she put the cork back and 
pointed over at the back door. 
 
“You head back there and down the alleyway. It’ll take you out by Potter’s store. It’s 
far enough down that they should miss you when they see the show I got for ‘em.” 
 
“Oh, like they never seen it…hiccup…before?” 
 
“You want my help or not, dammit?” 
 
“You’re right Sal…hiccup…you is a sweet old gal when you wants to be.” 
 
“Oh get on outta here, ya ass. I don’t know what you gonna do when you get out 
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there. Probably die just like him, I spect. But what the hell? I like to show off my 
teats anyway. Ain’t nobody been lookin’ tonight.” 
 
She headed for the front and out the swinging doors. She saw Tanney’s men moving 
down into the street and forming a semi-circle behind him. Looking to her right she 
saw Sonny Gamble standing alone and defiant, hand at the ready. Neither man 
seemed to want to move first. She hollered out, “Hey boys! Why you wanna go and 
get to killin’ when you could have some of this?” 
 
She spread the front of her dress open and wrapped it around the sides of her rather 
bountiful breasts, squeezing them together so her cleavage would be even more 
accented. 
 
“Come on fellas…me and the girls are gettin’ cold up here.” 
 
As she was flashing the men, Red Strother stumbled out into the soft light of the 
street behind Sonny and over to the other side. He made his way into the alley 
adjacent to the news office and found the back door. He heard someone in the street 
holler out, “Sal, we’ll get to you in a minute. We got work to do here.” 
 
Without waiting for a reply, he tried the handle on the door and found it unlocked. 
He knew Dick Urban was probably up at the church with his mother and was happy 
to know that he could still count on a few unlocked doors in town. Entering into the 
main hallway, he walked to the front room and found the Remington he knew Dick 
kept behind his printer. 
 
Gun in hand, and loaded, he made his way up the stairs into Urban’s office. He had a 
hard time taking the steps but with each one, he felt a bit more sober. Or perhaps it 
was his courage. He didn’t care. He told Sal he aimed to help and that was what he 
was going to do. He went to the front window and saw the men out in the street. 
One of them had gone to the front of the saloon and pushed Sal back inside. He was 
just getting back into the line when Red opened the window and took aim. 
 
“You boys ought not gang up on one man like ‘at,” he yelled out. The men looked up 
at the office window and spied the silhouetted figure. Bill Tanney kept his gaze on 
Sonny and Sonny returned the gesture. Red saw one of the men behind Tanney go 
for his pistol and he hollered out, “Virgil Jenkins, I got my aim on you and ifn’ you 
pull that shooter, you’ll be a dead man.” 
 

* * * 
 
The wagon traveled down the old dirt road at a quick pace. Corrina Harney and her 
brother Bert were racing quickly to the town at the insistence of Jack Lester, the 
town saloonkeeper. He had seen the commotion the day before and knew that 
something bad was going to happen. 
 
Traveling behind them was five of Bert’s heartiest field hands and trusted friends. 
Bert had instantly taken a liking to Sonny when the man first began courting his 
sister, and even though he was suspect of his past, he intended to give his new 
friend the support Lester suggested he needed. Even if he had tried to say no, 
Corrina would not hear of it. 
 
“Bert, you must help him,” she had said with sad eyes and quivering lips. He had 
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become the man of the house since their parents had succumbed to small pox the 
previous year and he was not about to let her lose the one man she had finally 
deemed worthy. 
 
He snapped the reins with a firm “heyah!” The horses picked up the pace and Lester 
fell backwards in the wagon behind them. 
 
“Take it easy Bert. I cain’t serve them drinks if my arm’s broke.” 
 
“You just grap holt a somethin’ and close your eyes. I ain’t gonna hurt ya. But what 
you said sounded like a storm a comin’ and I ain’t lettin’ that fella die without a 
fight,” Bert yelled back. Corrina began to cry again and Lester put his hands on her 
shoulders to calm her. 
 
“Now, now little girlie. Don’t you worry none. We ain’t gonna let nothin’ happen to 
Sonny. We’re travelin’ just as hard as the horses can run, and these here are the 
fastest horses your brothers got.” 
 
“I know…but…I just don’t understand. Sonny’s never mentioned anything about a 
feud. He’s never hurt anyone since he’s come to Big Bend. But the way he left this 
morning…I…I just don’t know,” she said as tears fell down her cheek. “Why didn’t 
you get the sheriff?” she asked Lester through sobs. 
 
“He gone up to Laramie with them boys he arrested last week. Doubt he’s even over 
the Sweetwater line yet. Might not be back for a week. Didn’t want to take no chance 
and Bert here’s got plenty a muscle.” 
 
“What good’s having a sheriff if he isn’t here to do his job,” she asked aloud. “I’m 
just so afraid I’m going to lose him and we just started to get close. Why? What’s he 
ever done?” 
 
“Sister, you don’t know what kind of past that man’s led up till now. For all we know, 
he’s a cold-blooded killer come here to settle. I likes him alright, but them may be 
the facts and you got to steel yourself for such,” Bert scolded. 
 
“He’s not taken to wickedness, Bert. He can’t be. He just can’t be. He’s so nice and 
gentle to me,” she sobbed. 
 
“And how in hell do you know that?” 
 
“Oh Bert, just drive. Get those horses running faster. I’ll never forgive you if we’re 
too late!” 
 
Bert snapped the reins again. “Pony up, boys!” he hollered out to his men as he 
lifted his arm and gave a big sweep in the air. 
 
As they hurried through the soft blue light of the early evening, he pulled a 
handkerchief from his coat and handed it to Corrina. “Dry your eyes now. I can’t be 
ridin’ these horses and worryin’ over you at the same time. We’ll get there. You just 
trust old Bert.” 
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* * * 
 
Sonny kept his gaze on Tanney. He was grateful for the help Red offered, but he 
worried that he had drawn him into something that wasn’t his battle to fight. He 
dared not make a move for fear that the shooting would begin before he could draw 
a beat on Tanney. 
 
Tanney yelled out, “Well, what’s keepin’ ya? You yella? You afeared of ‘ol Bill 
Tanney?” 
 
“Ain’t scared of no one?” Sonny yelled back. He refused to lie down even if it meant 
death. At least he would have his moment and that’s all he wished for. 
 
“Well, ya ought be,” Tanney replied with a laugh. His men laughed along with him. 
 
“Red,” Sonny hollered, “You get on out a here. This thing’s got nothin’ to do with 
you. Go on back and get yerself a drink.” 
 
“Yeah, you damn drunk,” one of Tanney’s men followed, “You lookin' a bit low in 
spirits.”  
 
Red kept his aim. He wouldn’t budge. He might not be the most respected man in 
town, but by God he was the most loyal. “Why don’t you fellas just go on back and 
get yer own drink? There ain’t no need for this tonight. What in hell’s Sonny done to 
you anyhow?” 
 
“Ain’t what I done to them,” Sonny answered back. “It’s what he done.” 
 
Irritated, Tanney answered, “Hell, I don’t know you from shinola, boy. You come into 
my waterin’ hole and start spoutin’ off about ‘the time has come’ and shit. You know 
I ain’t gonna stand for that. Makes me look bad in front of the whores. Besides, I 
ain’t never needed no reason for killin’.” 
 
“Well, you got a reason tonight,” Sonny said coolly.  
 
“Oh? And what in hell is that?” 
 
“Cause you’re a no good murderin’ son of a bitch, that’s what. And if you don’t kill 
me, I’m gonna kill you, sure as rain falls from the sky.” 
 
“Well, then get to killin’,” Tanney said with a grin. “And you best be quick about it 
‘cause I don’t miss.” 
 
The men grumbled behind him in the affirmative. Sonny could see the entirety of 
Tanney’s body. His tall stature and gruff face. The wrinkling around his eyes from 
years of hard living. His gut heaved in and out as though he were out of breath, but 
still capable of taking a man down if need be.  
 
He was used to this type of stand off and he had come out the victor every time. He 
waited for the slightest movement of Tanney’s right hand, just the slightest motion 
from the muscle. He knew exactly when to pull and if he was going down tonight, he 
was taking Bill Tanney with him. 
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The sound of a horse bucking from his reins tied to the post startled him for a split 
second and Tanney must have seen it because Sonny saw his hand go for the grip. 
Reacting as if by instinct, he drew… 

 
* * * 

 
Bert swung the wagon around the outer houses of town and passed the livery. He 
was almost to the main street when they heard the sound of several shots fired. 
Snapping the reins, he almost tipped the wagon as it started down the main strip.  
 
They instantly saw both Sonny and Tanney fall to the ground. Two other men were 
down behind Tanney and a third took a shot in the arm from somewhere high to 
their right. Looking over, Bert saw Red Strother fall from the second story window to 
the ground below. 
 
His men quickly moved passed him and rode up between the two sides with weapons 
drawn. Bert pulled his wagon to a stop just in front of Sonny’s body and pulled his 
own Colt Model P from his side. Jumping down from the wagon, he told Corrina to 
stay where she was. 
 
“Lester, you keep holt of her.” Turning to the other men left standing, he yelled out, 
“You men want some more? My boys here’ll be glad to oblige if that’s what you’re 
lookin’ for tonight.” 
 
The other men held strong for a few moments and then dropped their guns to their 
side. Bill Tanney was not dead, but he was in pain. 
 
“God dammit…the sumbitch shot me in the leg!” he hollered. Looking over at his 
men, he became even more incensed that they did not seem to want to continue the 
fight. “What in hell is this? I got me a bunch a pussies for partners. Ain’t that a fine 
how do you do!?!” 
 
“You fellas get this man out a here, understand?” Bert told them. “You take him and 
don’t come back. Sheriff’ll be back soon and he’d just as soon strap you over a tree 
for gangin' up on a man like this. Now get!” 
 
The men helped Tanney over to his horse and lifted him into the saddle as he 
groaned in pain. He knew he was defeated and if you looked closely, you could tell 
he was already planning his revenge. 
 
As the men rode off, Bert turned around and saw Corrina holding Sonny in her arms, 
blood already soaking through her dress. Sonny was not moving. Lester had gone 
into the saloon and was just returning with a bottle of whiskey and some rags. 
 
Looking over at Red, he saw Old Sal cradling the poor man and crying. “He’s dead! 
Those sons a bitches kilt him! Oh poor Red, poor old brave Red.” 
 
Bert knelt down beside his sister and felt Sonny’s pulse. “He’s alive.” He yelled over 
to his men to help get him into the saloon. Corrina wouldn’t let go at first, but Bert 
was able to pull her away long enough for the men to pick up Sonny’s limp body. 
 
As soon as they were moving, she pulled away and went to Sonny’s side, grabbing 
his hand. 
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“Oh Bert, it feels so cold,” she cried out. 
 
There was nothing Bert could say. He just went over to Old Sal and put his hand on 
her shoulder. She pulled away from him and looked up. “He was a good man,” she 
said. “I know I was mean to him sometimes, but he was a good man.” 
 
“I know Sally…I know. Come on now, there ain’t nothin’ we can do for him now. 
Lester and the boys’ll get him over to the undertakers. We’ll give him a proper 
burial. He died a brave man, Sal. That’s all any man can ask for.” 
 
Bert helped her up off the ground and walked with her across the street back to the 
saloon. Once inside, he helped Old Sal into a chair and saw that they had put 
Sonny’s body on the bar. Turning to his men, he ordered “You two…run on up to the 
church and see if you can find the Doc. You bring him and Ed Barlow back here while 
we tend to Sonny.” 
 
Without one second passing, they were away. Bert went over to the bar where Lester 
was trying to get Sonny to drink a bit of whiskey to dull his pain. Corrina would not 
let go of his hand and Bert saw no reason to try and make her. Bert Harney had seen 
a lot of violence in his day, but things had grown quiet recently in Big Bend. He 
looked down at the floor for a moment trying to make sense of it all, and then 
realizing there wasn’t an answer quickly snapped out of it. 
 
“Hand me that bottle, Lester.” Bert took the bottle and took a big swig of it himself. 
He walked over to Old Sal and handed it to her. “You take that and go on upstairs. 
Your girls’ll take care of you.” 
 
He walked back over and looked down into Sonny’s face. It hadn’t gone white yet, 
but without some kind of medical attention it would soon. Through all the blood, he 
was able to tell that Sonny had been shot through the shoulder and had taken one in 
the leg as well. Instinctively, he found the leg wound and put pressure on it. He 
motioned to Lester to do the same with his shoulder. 
 
“We’re just gotta wait now. Sonny…you hang in there. You hear me? You hang in 
there dammit!” 
 

* * * 
 
Skinny and Abe Conners, brothers and long time field hands for Bert Harney ran 
more than walked up the hill to the church. Taking the front steps two at a time, 
they opened the front door and found the congregation intently listing to the pastor. 
Abe spied Doc Foster and quietly went around the side of the aisles to keep from 
interrupting the sermon, leaving his brother by the door. 
 
“Abraham Conners, is there a good reason why you have disturbed the Lord’s 
message this evening?” the pastor called out. 
 
Looking down at first out of embarrassment, Abe replied, “Yes sir, preacher, there’s 
been a shootin’. I come to get the Doc to see about a wounded man. I’m terrible 
sorry for interuptin’.” 
 
Doc Foster instantly rose from his pew and apologized to those he was forced to walk 
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past. The pastor stared down at Abe; obviously concerned that death might have 
come upon his flock. “You are forgiven, son,” he answered. 
 
“I’ll be needin’ Ed Barlow too, sir.” 
 
“Has their been a death?” the pastor asked. 
 
“Yes sir, ‘bout four of ‘em, I’m sad to say.” Abe joined his brother and Doc Foster at 
the door and waited for Ed Barlow to kiss his wife and meet them there. Once they 
were gathered, they all left the church in a rush to tend to matters in the town. The 
pastor looked over his congregation saying, “Let us all pray to the good Lord above.” 
 
The four men hurried down the hill and back into town, with Doc Foster asking whom 
the injured man was. 
 
“That be Sonny Gamble, Doc. Don’t know what’s wrong with him other than he been 
shot. Bert says he’s alive, but it don’t look good.” 
 
The men reached the main street and instantly Ed Barlow went to inspect the dead 
men in front of the saloon. 
 
Skinny Conners pointed over by the news office, “That there is Red Strother, Ed. He 
took a fall. Don’t know if that’s what kilt him or if he was shot. He’s dead though.” 
 
Ed Barlow looked over and saw Red’s body sprawled out on the ground, his left arm 
tucked under his body. He rose and went over to the body. The other men rushed 
into the saloon. 
 
Bert and Lester were still applying pressure to Sonny’s wounds, and Corrina had by 
now collapsed into a nearby chair, still weeping. Doc Foster immediately went to the 
body and began looking it over. Taking a few rags and blotting the blood, he was 
able to clearly see where the bullets had entered Sonny. 
 
“Don’t look good, no sir…don’t look good.” He took a bottle of whiskey from the bar 
and took a swig. 
 
“Doc, shouldn’t that be for Sonny?” Lester asked him. 
 
“I suspect you gave him some already, Jack. Don’t worry; you can add it to my tab. 
Keep your hands on that leg, Bert. If he’s hit in an artery, he’ll bleed on out and 
that’ll be the end of him for sure.” 
 
Corrina, hearing this, let out a loud cry. 
 
“Jack, see if you can’t take her somewhere else right now. Better yet, why don’t you 
and some of the boys take her on over to my office and come back with a stretcher. 
We’ll need to try and move him. I can help him more over there than I can here,” 
Doc Foster suggested. 
 
“You got it, Doc. Rather have him bleedin’ all over somebody else’s place, thank you 
very much. Ain’t never gonna get no customers if bloods all over the place,” Lester 
replied. 
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He and the Conners brothers helped Corrina up and she did not object. She seemed 
almost passive, as though she were in shock. After they left, Doc Foster turned to 
Bert, “I didn’t want to say anything while she was here, but I fear the worst. Not too 
many men live after something like this. I’m worried that he isn’t responding.” 
 
“I hears ya, Doc,” came the reply from the bar beneath them. They both looked 
down and Sonny’s eyes were open and squinting in pain. “I think they done got me 
this time.” 
 
“Hey there young fella, don’t you go on about that. We’re here for you now and 
we’re going to take care of you,” the Doc told him. 
 
Bert added, “You got a couple yerself, boy. You need another shot?” 
 
“I spect. Though it’s all a bit numb right now. I’ll take it anyway…never been one to 
turn down a drink.” 
 
Bert poured some whiskey into a glass and slowly tipped it up to Sonny’s mouth. 
After he had swallowed with some effort, he tried to lift his head and look around, 
grimacing in pain. 
 
“Hey now, don’t you try moving son,” Doc Foster told him. “You’re in no state for 
that.” 
 
“Corrina?” was all Sonny said. Bert looked out of the front window and back down at 
Sonny. “She’s OK. The boys took her over to the Doc’s. We gonna get you over there 
too. She’s awful upset.” 
 
Sonny dropped his head back on the bar with a thud, his eyes closing again. Bert 
started to call out to him, but the Doc shushed him. “Let him sleep, Bert. He’ll be all 
right. If he’s talking, he’s not in such a bad state as I thought. Now where in the hell 
are those boys?” 

* * * 
 
It was close to five in the morning, and Doc Foster was asleep in the chair by 
Sonny’s bed. Corrina was on the other side with her head resting on Sonny’s body. 
Bert’s boys had been able to carry him by stretcher back to Doc Foster’s office and 
had set him up in the main examining room. Throughout the night, Sonny had been 
in and out of consciousness and it was difficult to tell if he would pull through. 
 
The Doc had removed the bullets and bandaged him up. There didn’t appear to be 
any major organs hit and the leg wound was not as severe as initially thought. But 
Sonny had taken a fever and that had carried off more men than the Doc could 
count, so he stayed by Sonny just in case. Corrina had assisted the Doc, much to 
Bert’s consternation, but once she had regained her own senses, she refused to 
leave her lover’s side. 
 
Sonny awoke and tried to lift his head without much luck. His eyes could barely 
make out the room around him, but he felt the pressure of Corrina on his body. His 
hand slowly rose up and rested on her head. He tried to stroke her hair, but he had 
limited movement. He attempted to raise his head again, but the pain rushed 
through his entire body and forced him to lie still. 
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He was not sure what day it was much less what time. He struggled to account for 
what had happened, but his mind was sluggish and only bits and pieces rushed 
through. He did see a face though. The face of Bill Tanney. But it wasn’t an old face. 
This face was much younger and he wore the blue uniform of a Union officer during 
the Civil War. He sat atop a black horse, huge with a grin that seemed of the devil. 
 
He closed his eyes to try and concentrate and the image left him as quickly as it 
came. Instead, he saw a small one-level farmhouse and his mother was in the side 
yard, chasing after some chickens. He looked closely, and she was younger than he 
had ever remembered her. The image made the pain go away and he slowly drifted 
out of consciousness again. 
 
Sonny Gamble was alive, but he was not out of the woods. His fever had taken hold 
of him and he would continue drifting in and out. But Sonny had no idea about this. 
All Sonny could see were the memories of his life as they flashed through his mind, 
one after another. He would yell out from time to time, startling anyone in the room, 
but to Sonny, it was as if he were reliving all he’d ever done, as if he was a third 
party sitting on a cloud high above and watching it as it unfolded. No one could see 
him, but he could see it all. 
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