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* * * * * 

 
Chapter X 

 
Wyoming Territory, 1881 

 
Bert pushed the animal away from him as his horse moved a little too close.  “Damn beast!” he cursed as he 
swatted her just slightly, but followed with a tender petting. 
 
Sonny held the reins, as that was all he was good for as he gained his strength, but he was pleased to be 
outdoors and at least some help to the man, and woman, that had so far been such kind hosts. 
 
“Hold on while I talk to Skinny for a minute,” Bert motioned for a worker as he looked briefly to Sonny 
and then began a slow walk down the hill towards a head of cattle. 
 
Sonny stood silently, thinking about his recent dream and the emotions that were always a partner to such 
musings.  He had told Bert almost everything, and he was admittedly impressed that this man had yet to 
throw him off as if he were some type of leper.  But he still wondered how Corrina would take to what she 
heard.  Could she be as forgiving? 
 
“Sonny!”  Bert snapped Sonny from his inner thoughts and hollered to his friend.  “Hold on jest a bit while 
we get these ones separated.  And tell Barton to come on up, will ya?  We could use an extra hand.” 
 
Sonny limped with his affliction towards another group of men and motioned for Barton to meet with Bert 
and Skinny.  He hated to be of so little use, but knew he would not have the ability to corral cattle without 
being run over.  Instead, he watched and remained impressed with the tough but tender Bert.  He could see 
how he was very much like his sister.  And in that observation, Sonny held out hope that perhaps Corrina 
would, in fact, be as forgiving. 
 
After about thirty minutes or so, Bert left the work to his men and rejoined Sonny at the crest of the hill.  
“Damn heifers…the ones that got the sickness jest infect the others.  But they can’t help it…ain’t got the 
system them older ones do.  But it’s like hell to keep ‘em apart.  Hate to lose good beef, but them ones ain’t 
gonna be no good no how.” 
 
He took the reins from Sonny and started to lead his mare forward as he looked over to his friend and 
smiled. 
 
“Now where was we?  Think you was tellin’ ‘bout leaving that Mexican town and the Russian fella.  Ya 
ever see him again?” 
 
Sonny thought about Pete and how long it had been since he had seen him.  “No,” was his quick reply but 
the memory remained for a good while.  “He was good man.  Hope things worked out for him.” 
 
And Sonny meant it.  He fully recognized how the Russian’s actions and words had informed him and 
pushed him to the place he was in now. 
 
“So…” Bert started again, “I guess the question is, Sonny…how’d ya go from a place like ‘at to here?  I 
mean, that’s a hell of a way.  Lot a land to cover…” Bert stayed silent for a moment before he finished, 
“and a lot memory too.” 
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“I jest left it all, Bert.”  Sonny looked out over the day’s quiet but grand finale as he considered those years 
in the wilderness.  “I couldn’t keep at what I was doin’ then and so I jest up and left…stayed on my own 
for a good long time.” 
 
“Well, I guess a man that went through what ya done gone through needs his solitude.” 
 
“Yup,” Sonny simply nodded as he found the time spent alone creep back into his mind.  “It was hard at 
first…not bein’ around company…but I got used to it.” 
 
Bert nodded in silence as he led his horse down towards the barn.  As they got closer, Sonny stopped them 
and held out his hand for Bert to shake.  “Been a whole lot better now that I done found a group of folks as 
good as you and yer sister.” 
 
Bert smiled briefly, but shook the hand offered with firmness.  “Sounds like to me, Sonny, ya done figured 
what’s what now, right?” 
 
“That’s jest it, Bert…I guess…I jest don’t know if I can trust it.” 
 
Bert dipped his head to the side as he questioned with his brows. 
 
“It’s jest…what happened back in town…with Tanney…I thought I was done with that.  Sometimes I think 
I ain’t.”  When Bert did not say anything, Sonny continued, “Sometimes I think maybe I ain’t good enough 
fer the likes a you and Corrina.” 
 
Bert gave a slight chuckle and began moving again as he said behind him, “Why don’t ya let my sister be 
the judge of that, Sonny.  Don’t ya think she deserves the chance?” 
 
“But do I?”  Sonny stopped and waited for a reply.  Bert simply kept walking and said no more other than 
to motion towards the house that was now close.  Sonny turned and saw the outline of Corrina in the 
kitchen window as she was in the midst of preparing supper.  He saw how she moved with grace and skill, 
yet always with a touch of joy in her step.  He figured it probably was time to tell her.  Bert had heard the 
worst of it and could see how things turned out how they did.  Perhaps she too would do the same.  He 
hoped so. 
 
He took a few steps towards the house, and with them, a step towards a possible future that he never 
suspected he deserved or could get.  But somewhere, or somehow, Pete and his God were still looking out 
for Sonny Gamble.  He did not know why, but the fact remained.  Another look into the kitchen window 
sealed that point amazingly well. 
 

* * * 
 

Arizona Territory, May 1873 
 
The man walked in the shadow of the setting sun and took smaller steps with each movement.  Time and 
energy were fading fast and he had no idea where he was headed.  Barnes and Montoya, as well as the rest 
of them, lay behind and Sonny had no idea what he could find in the future.  But he kept moving. 
 
The past few months had been spent simply getting out of Mexico and back into the territories.  He knew to 
stay clear of Texas, even though he had desire to see Will again.  And he knew he would have to locate 
Kitty and fulfill the promise he’d given to Thomas.  But not now…not yet.  He had much to do still, and 
that was if he was ever able to see those things through. 
 
For Sonny Gamble, the idea of a future that meant something did not seem possible.  He knew he had 
overcome something horrid in his previous time here on Earth.  But as for being able to live up to those 
lessons learned?  He was not so confident.  What did make complete sense was his need and desire to get 



 3

away.  Away from men and their nature. Away from potential for him to bring more harm on others.  Away 
from anything and everything that had the slightest chance of biting him in the ass once again. 
 
Sonny Gamble pushed himself on with no clear destination.  But he’d heard a few things about the frontier 
– those places still uninhabited and free from the meddling hand of governments and the like.  This was 
where he would live out his days as far as he could see them.  If he ever came to a point that he felt the 
desire or need for human companionship again, or the strong enough urge to overcome his fear and risk the 
pain once again, he might rejoin society, or what little of it existed in these far reaches.   
 
But for now, he was content with the notion that far away was better.  It would give him the chance to 
consider his crimes.  And further, the opportunity to reach the conclusion that there was more to life than 
revenge, greed, pride or sorrow. He did not realize it yet.  But in time he would.  There was more to Sonny 
Gamble’s story.  And he would eventually find out what that was. 
 

* * * 
 

Rocky Mountains, February 1874 
 
Wintry winds blew with heavy force all along the side of the mountain and forced small clusters of snow 
collected in the tree limbs to fall to the ground.  Several times, they had disrupted Sonny’s attempt to get a 
fire started.  But finally he had one and it warmed his freezing hands as he rubbed them together. 
 
Night had come on fast and he pulled the fur around his neck to keep himself from freezing to death 
overnight.  He’d learned a trick from an old trapper he’d met some months back – that of laying coals along 
the ground and covering them with enough dirt so as not to catch fire.  But if done correctly, it would 
provide a warm enough bedding to sleep soundly and safely.  He’d begun the process not long after the fire 
was started and now sat ready for sleep but still awake enough to ponder his last few months alone in the 
wilderness. 
 
Deeper and deeper he’d traveled into the Rocky Mountains, famed for their isolation, curious mountain 
men and deadly Indian tribes that would trade with the white man but surely cut their scalp just the same.  
Thus far, Sonny had kept himself alive.  His silent nature came across as safe enough when he encountered 
the lone Indian or small band.  He’d been lucky enough not to find a larger group, and had stayed clear of 
their burial grounds. 
 
He recalled the day, early on, when he’d been doing his worst to catch a fish with his bare hands.  Soaking 
wet and freezing, he’d fallen back into the creek only to see a red-faced man with long black hair and 
feathers sticking up from his head staring right back at him.  The two had exchanged looks in silence before 
the Indian moved on with his curiosity piqued but nothing more. 
 
It would not be the only close call Sonny would remember during those first several months in the 
mountains.  But he’d also had some luck to a degree.  Having lost most of his possessions while in Mexico, 
he’d been able to trade what little he had left for a horse as he started his ascent.  And with only that and the 
clothes on his back, he’d begun a journey that would now find him with enough hides and fur to keep warm 
and a Springfield rifle pulled from the cold dead hands of a mountain man he’d found half buried in snow 
back in November. 
 
And not long after, Sonny had encountered a solitary but gregarious man who’d professed his trade as 
“Killer of Griz.”  He was a peculiar little man, but covered in fur to profess the truth in what he’d said, and 
the bear claws gathered around his neck were a sure sign that he was who he said he was.  The man called 
himself White Jack, and Sonny was never sure if that was due more to him being one of the only white men 
left in these parts, or on account of the brushy white beard that covered his face.  Regardless, White Jack 
had allowed Sonny to stay for a few nights in his rustic cabin built along the side of a tall crest, and had 
taught Sonny some tricks of the trapping trade.  It had been he that taught Sonny about bedding down for 
the night on a cold winter evening. 
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Not wishing to keep company any longer than he had, Sonny had thanked the man.  White Jack left him 
with some words to live by, “Watch yer top knot.”  Sonny had replied with a simple, “Ayup, ya watch 
yorn.” 
 
That had been that and Sonny had left grateful, both for learning a few things that had come in handy and 
further not having to bear the company any longer.  He was not foolish enough to turn it down when 
offered, but he was no where near ready to enjoy another soul for any longer than was needed – both for 
their sake and his own. 
 
And now he sat watching the flaming embers of his meager fire struggle against the howling wind that did 
its best to put them out.  He’d known more peace and enjoyment of life since being alone and every day of 
his existence out here in the wild proved to his soul that it had been the right thing to do.  He thought about 
Pete quite a lot, and certainly his mind returned again and again to Will.  But it would be a long time before 
he would be able to face his cousin again with any sort of confidence in himself and lack of shame of his 
prior deeds. 
 
All he wanted now was the silent sense of peace and tranquility the majestic mountains provided, even if 
accompanied by the ferocious nature of mother Earth.  Weather could never be tamed, but what gave Sonny 
solace was the knowledge that it had no other purpose but to simply be.  No ulterior motive or need for 
revenge, even though it had been tough to see that at one or two points along the way.  It was an enemy that 
was constantly in your face rather than behind your back, and a man could respect that. 
 
He heard an owl off in the distance carried by the blowing wind and he pushed himself backwards to lay on 
his bedroll.  His head gently hit the ground and it was less than thirty seconds before the growing sense of 
sleep overtook him and his mind was allowed to roam free.  The dreams would grow worse in inclement 
weather.  But they served a purpose, just as all else around him did.  Pete had taught him that.  Stonewall 
too.  And his grandfather.  If only he’d listened then.  He surely listened now, too late or not.  It would be 
the only thing that could ever save him.  He knew that entirely. 
 

* * * 
 

Rocky Mountains, July 1876 
 
The early light was brilliant to Sonny even though the frost of the morning had yet to let go.  He knew it 
would warm up.  It always did.  Two years and more in the mountains had taught Sonny Gamble a thing or 
two, but the one thing he had yet to get accustomed to, much to his amazement, was the quiet.  With no one 
around to bounce his ideas and thoughts off of, he was left to his own devices, and if pressed, Sonny might 
have admitted that he was going a little crazy without human contact. 
 
He lifted his foot over a log and almost twisted a knee when it came down slightly funny on the other side.  
Regaining his footing, he took a quick look back to the only companion he’d known these years, his horse.  
Sonny had named him Pete after an old friend, though he sometimes wondered if the real Pete would have 
been amused or offended.  Somehow, Sonny felt it would be the former. 
 
Pulling his mount along on foot, Sonny allowed Pete to step over the log as well and then both moved 
further on the slight trail he’d been following for the last week.  A clearing could be seen up ahead and his 
horse took a momentary step back that let Sonny know there was something alive up ahead…something 
potentially threatening.  He slid his hand along the animals’ flank and located his rifle, pulling it from its 
resting place with quiet ease.  He knew it was already loaded and thus he allowed it to swing by his side as 
he held his free hand up to the beast to signal it to stay and moved on by himself. 
 
Sonny began to hear groaning in the distance, soft and low, but painful all the same.  He heard it a thousand 
times in his mind and could think back to several times in the past in which he recognized the sound. But 
this one seemed at once familiar and foreign.  Frightening, yet also somehow safe.  Not being able to place 
a finger on it in his head, he gingerly crept forward to see what was making such a sound. 
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As he approached a tree that seemed appropriate cover for the clearing, he moved with care around the side 
to spy what lay in the clearing.  Not far from him and leaning against another tree was a native he should 
have been familiar with, but he could never tell one band from another.  This one, however, had a large red 
stain across his belly that soaked the eastern shirt he wore. 
 
And before he could do or say anything, he heard the Indian yell out, “Do you come to save me?” 
 
Holding his weapon in the air in the event he needed it, Sonny moved out into the clearing keeping an eye 
on all sides.  For all he knew, this could be some sort of ambush.  The Indian seem to sense it and 
responded, “I cannot hurt you.  This you can see.  I can barely move, friend.” 
 
Friend.  That was a word Sonny had not heard in some time.  But now was no time for sentimentality.  
Sonny kept his movement careful and slow. 
 
“Who are ya?  What’s wrong with ya?” 
 
The Indian dropped his eyes from Sonny down to his bleeding gut and then back towards this man that had 
come out of nowhere, “I am dying.” 
 
Such a simple phrase, but with it came great meaning for Sonny.  Yet he would not move his mind to think 
on such things but kept moving forward.  “Ya hurt pert bad, eh?” 
 
The Indian found some humor in it and responded, “Is the Pope Catholic?” 
 
Sonny had to admit, that was a strange thing to say for an Injun. “What ya mean?”  That was all Sonny 
could think to say in return. 
 
“I do not know.  It is only a thing I learn when I live in the east.  I never did understand it myself.” 
 
“Well why ya say it then?”  Sonny asked, unsure why he felt the need to argue such an insignificant point 
at such a time, but yet this was what came out. 
 
“Because it is what is asked when a stupid question come before it.  At least, this is what I recall.” 
 
The surreal was now meeting reality and Sonny was not sure whether to turn and walk away or help the 
man.  But he seemed to be bleeding badly and so Sonny moved forward, allowing his guard to drop some.  
“Here…lemme help ya.” 
 
Sonny pulled some cloth from his bag and dropped to his knee, as he gently pulled away the man’s no 
longer white shirt.  The wound was a long gash across his belly and was bleeding enough to be painful, but 
perhaps not enough to kill.  He pressed against it and felt the cloth fill with blood.  Several thoughts poured 
into his mind as he did so but Sonny pushed them out quickly as he concentrated on the task at hand.  He 
heard Pete snort in the distance and turned to see his horse move slowly behind him into the clearing and 
stand there at the ready…a good horse, just like a good friend. 
 
As the cloth filled further with the Indian’s blood, Sonny looked into the man’s eyes wondering if he were 
closer or farther away from death.  He had no idea how long the man had been like this.  The Indian sensed 
it and answered for him, “Two days, give or take by your calendar.  Perhaps longer.  It is hard to say.  The 
night has come many times, but I know not if this is truth or some vision.” 
 
“Ya jest hold still, fella.  I think I got some string.  We can stitch ya up.” 
 
“You sew?”  The Indian asked with a little humor. 
 
“Hardly,” Sonny answered, “but enough to get ya by.” 
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* * * 
 
Sonny watched the fire crackle in front of the two men as he finished a cup of hot coffee.  He did not have 
much left and hated asking the man if he cared for any, but it seemed the thing to do after what the poor 
man had gone through.  To his surprise, the Indian knew of coffee and knew it well. 
 
“I do not imagine you have cream to place in it, do you.  That was a favorite.”  The Indian had spent a good 
amount of time traveling in the East, mostly riding the railroad, but from what Sonny could tell, at least a 
few months in Chicago as he followed a beef run from Abeline. 
 
Sonny realized suddenly that after a day, he had never asked the Indian his name, nor had he offered his 
own.  As he looked up to ask it, the Indian once again chimed in readily, “They called me Suhawate.  But 
this is a name from my tribe.” 
 
“Yer tribe?  Which is that?” Sonny asked leaving be the surprise at the Indian’s seeming precognition. 
 
“I was…am…Crow.  But not today, it would seem.”  The man pressed gently on his stomach as he looked 
down and winced. 
 
Sonny too felt a wince, but it was simply his psyche wishing to be done with this grouping and resume his 
solitude.  But he knew he couldn’t leave this man in the state he was in, no matter how much he wished.  
Instead, he asked, “Su…Suhawata?  What’s that mean?” 
 
The Indian replied as he looked back to Sonny.  “It is no one.” 
 
“What?” 
 
“…One…yes…” The Indian smiled as he said it, “If you must, call me One.” 
 
Sonny was confused, “One what?” 
 
“Just One.  It is fitting…one that you met…one that you saved…the one that is with you now.  Simply 
One…one among many, but One for now.” 
 
Thinking the Indian…One…was perhaps suffering from his wound, Sonny stood and went to see to him. 
 
“It is fine, good friend.  But tell me of your name…what they call you?” 
 
“Sonn…James…name’s James.” He didn’t know why he answered so, but he let it go without correction. 
 
“Ah!  Like the King, yes?” 
 
“King?” 
 
“The King James of the Bible, yes?  One and the same.” 
 
His last few words were said softly as he sat back with his head against a tree and allowed his eyes to close 
with a smile on his face.  He seemed to be losing some strength, even in his seeming pleasure and so Sonny 
let him fall to sleep wondering who and what this strange man was.  He’d sleep on it himself that night.  
And in the morning perhaps the man would be better and he could leave, alone and knowing the man was 
safe.  The strangeness of it all was more than he wished, and less than he knew to answer.  He only knew 
that sleep was the thing he truly understood these days.  One could surely understand that in such a solitude 
as this. 
 

* * * 
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Sonny awoke to the groans of One softly drifting through the morning air.  He opened his eyes and looked 
in the Indian’s direction, blinking a few times to make his eyes come into focus.  One sat against the tree 
and looked down at his wound, still bleeding and sore. 
 
“No better?” Sonny asked causing One to look up. 
 
“It is not…not today at least.” 
 
Braving the cool morning air to see to the man, Sonny stood slowly and went to him.  He knelt down and 
gingerly pulled the red cloth from his belly and looked at the gash, somewhat larger than it had been before. 
 
“It’s a wonder ya ain’t dead already,” Sonny mentioned absent-mindedly. 
 
“I have strong reason to live.” 
 
“Yeah, what’s that?”  It almost came out with a cynical tone, but One paid it little mind. 
 
“We all have reason to live, do we not?”  One pushed Sonny’s hands away gently as he placed the soaked 
cloth back over his wound. 
 
Leaving it for the moment, Sonny stood and walked back to his gear.  “I suppose.  I get to wonderin’ ‘bout 
that at times, though.  Whole lot a folks would just as soon not, it seems to me.  I know ‘bout that fer sure.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
Sonny never did care for that question.  He looked at his horse standing off in the distance and remembered 
even more.  “Pain, I spect.” 
 
“I know of this,” One answered with ease. 
 
“I spect ya do.  But I mean other’s pain.  Watchin’ it.  And seein’ how a person’s actions can cause 
such…that kind of thing.” 
 
“Is this something close to you?” 
 
“Watcha mean?” 
 
“You feel you have caused pain…and then do not see reason to cause more.” 
 
Sonny pulled a clean cloth from his bag and turned back to One.  “Pert much.” 
 
He walked back to the Indian and knelt on the ground again as he removed the soiled bandage and replaced 
it with a fresh one.  “We need to get this cleaned up.  Otherwise ya gonna get infected.” 
 
“The infection has already taken hold, my friend.  But it is now beginning to leave.” 
 
The odd words that the Indian spoke confused Sonny and he ignored them rather than trying to determine 
what they meant.  Instead, he pulled a flask from his pocket and poured some whisky over the wound as the 
Indian cried out from the sting. 
 
“Jest hold still…” Sonny used the clean cloth to wipe away the blood that continued to ooze from the gash 
and studied his crude stitching.  “Don’t look like them stitches held.  I’m gonna need to do it again.” 
 
One did not respond but looked over Sonny’s shoulder to the rising sun in the distance.  Sonny offered him 
a drink from the flask to help lesson the pain of what he was about to do, but One shook his head no.  “I can 
handle this anguish, my friend.  I can handle it if you can.” 
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Whatever it meant, Sonny ignored him again.  Instead he went about his business pulling the old string 
from the wound and replacing it with fresh stitching.  The Indian winced with each pass but said nothing 
further until Sonny was done.  Both men looked down at Sonny’s bloody hands and One pointed beyond 
the ridge, “There is stream over there.  Wash yourself clean.” 
 
Sonny turned to look over his shoulder and then returned his gaze to his bloody hands.  Standing with little 
further thought, he slowly walked through the trees with autumn leaves crunching under foot.  Not far away 
was a tiny stream that flowed from a spring further up the mountain.  He dropped to one knee and began to 
run his hands and fingers under the water, doing his best to rub away the red, bloody mess. 
 
Behind him, he heard One saying in the distance, “Out damned spot!  Out I say!” 
 
He had little idea what this or any other thing One said might mean, but he left it alone.  Just wash the 
blood away.  That was all he could do at that moment. 
 

* * * 
 
“So ya never did tell me what you was doin’ in the East,” Sonny mentioned as he placed some larger sticks 
over the fledgling fire. 
 
One sat off in the distance, shrouded by the night.  He was silent at first but then spoke, “I was shunned by 
my band.  I had taken the wrong path and befriended the white man that traded with us.  Too much, 
perhaps.  They told me to leave and never return.” 
 
“That’s harsh,” Sonny answered truthfully. 
 
“Not so harsh.  We are proud people and we lose much of ourselves every day.  They did what they must 
and I left without a thought of where to go or what to do.  So I walked and walked and finally found myself 
in a town.  It had the large machine that could take a man anywhere they wished to go.  And so I went.” 
 
“Was ya frightened?”  Sonny watched the sticks catch and gently placed some even larger ones over them. 
 
“Of course.  Any man would be when faced with that they do not know or understand.  But I learn as well.  
I learn to read from kind man that sit next to me.  It was easier than I first thought.  And he a preacher and 
this is how I learn of your ancestor.” 
 
“What’s that?” Sonny turned to One with a confused look. 
 
“The King James.  His Bible talks of many things that interest One.  And I read and read.  I learn these 
things and they give me strength even now.” 
 
Sonny finally had the fire he wanted and warmed his hands over it as he sat back on his bedroll.  “Yeah, I 
know some folks like ‘at.  That there religion sure can affect a man.  Ain’t seen it much myself.” 
 
“You have not?” One asked with curiosity.  “I think maybe you have.” 
 
Sonny let out a snort as he answered, ‘Well, if’n I have I cain’t hardly see it.” 
 
“Perhaps you do not look deep enough.” 
 
“Hell, I looked.  Can’t help but do somethin’ like ‘at after what I been through.  But it sure don’t seem like 
it meant much to me over the years.  Not with some of the things I done.” 
 
“You are bad man?” 
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The question stung Sonny’s soul.  How many times had he thought of the answer?  “Yeah…yeah I am.” 
 
One sat up just enough so that his face could be seen clearly in the fire light, “And I looked, and behold a 
pale horse; and his name that sat on him was Death, and Hell followed with him.” 
 
Sitting back again so that his face fell back into darkness, One let out a deep sigh but said nothing more.  
Sonny had to squint his eyes to see through the light into the darkness wondering about what One had said.   
 
After some time of silence, he finally asked, “That there somethin’ ya read?”  He genuinely wanted the 
answer. 
 
From the darkness, One replied, “It is Revelation.  The time when the great being above come to judge you 
and me.” 
 
“From the Bible, I spect?”  Sonny shifted his weight and pushed a stick into the flames. 
 
“The great day of his wrath is come; and who shall be able to stand?” 
 
Sonny did not answer, as he still did not understand the question.  But in his silence, he played the words 
over and over in his head.  He did not know what they meant, but he felt that they spoke to him in some 
way.  Much as conversations with Pete had stayed with him these long months and years, this thought too 
would continue to resonate. 
 
In his thoughtful state, he did not notice the tiny snowflakes begin to fall, but as he fell asleep, the ground 
was slowly covered in a white blanket.  The fire would wane and finally go out sometime during the night 
and in the morning both One and Sonny awoke shivering and cold.  But within all that, both men could not 
help but see the beauty in the pristine nature that surrounded them.   
 
After taking it in for a time, Sonny packed up his gear and helped One to his feet as the Indian stated with 
agreement, “Yes…time to move on.” 
 

* * * 
 
Sonny shifted in his sleep but sat bolt upright as he heard the simple sounds of the nearby swallow sweetly 
singing.  He had been drifting in his thoughts recently and though he was still unaccustomed to company, 
he had to admit; his time with One had seen some change in him.  No longer was he so reticent to talk and 
discuss his failings.  Instead, he allowed One to gently pull each from him. 
 
And so when he looked to the other side of the clearing, he was startled that One was not there.  Perhaps it 
had been this that had pulled him from his sleep. The knowledge that One had gone…left him for dead as 
he might have done once himself.  But he soon heard the sound of fresh twig snap in the distance and rather 
than go for a weapon, his first instinct was of rejoicing that One was nearby. 
 
He turned, and the Indian could be seen cautiously making his way through some newly formed growth 
around the perimeter.  His walk was slow but formulated as if he enjoyed each step he took.  He pushed one 
low branch away as he moved out into the open and then looked down at Sonny with kind eyes. 
 
“I see you wake and enjoy the fresh air.  Is good for you to breath in such healthy and strong wind.” 
 
“Yeah…smells good,” Sonny admitted as much to himself as he did to One.  “Where ya been?” 
 
“I went to pick some berries, but they are not yet ready.  This time of year is a wonder to me always.  A 
new beginning.  And as you can see, I feel so much better for it.” 
 
Sonny did indeed see as One moved fluidly towards his own gear and began packing it up.  The Indian 
turned softly towards Sonny and smiled, “Shall we keep going?” 
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* * * 

 
The two walked along, Pete following behind at a slow gait.  One asked many questions, and there was a 
time when Sonny would have pushed each away with extreme prejudice, but now he answered with 
truth…perhaps for the first time in his life. 
 
“So what is the great fear, James?  Of all we have talked of, you still do not tell One why you wish to be 
alone.” 
 
Sonny kept his eyes turned to the sky for a moment but dropped them to watch his way on the ground.  “I 
ain’t no good no more…I guess.  I ain’t gonna be neither.  Least that’s the way I seen it happen time and 
again.” 
 
“What makes you think you never be good again?” 
 
“That’s jest what always happens.  I done lost ever person that meant anythin’ to me…either by death 
or…them leavin’.” 
 
Sonny felt tears welling up but remained stoic as always at the prospect of such.  One felt it and gently 
prodded, “Do they abandon you or do you abandon them?” 
 
It was a simple question but one that spoke volumes about his actions, especially of late.  “I felt like I had 
to…like there weren’t no choice.  It was as much fer them as it was fer me.” 
 
“I see.  All have turned aside, they have together become corrupt, there is no one who does good, not even 
one.” 
 
Sonny turned to One as he finished, “This another one of them Bible verses?” 
 
“You tell me, James.  It was your ancestor that taught it, was it not?” 
 
Sonny laughed silently in his mind but nodded his head without further thought.  “Thing is…that there is 
how I think on it.  Ain’t no one any good.  We’re all given to hate and evil.  I know I done my part.” 
 
One nodded and followed with, “In your anger do not sin, when you are in your beds, search your hearts 
and be silent.” 
 
Sonny stopped walking and sat on a large stone to remove his boot as a pebble had somehow become stuck 
and needed removal.  He looked up at One and could not muster a smile, “That’s jest how I figured it.  
That’s why I’m here.” 
 
“Ahh, but there is more to it than that.  Many are the woes of the wicked, but the Lord’s unfailing love 
surrounds the man who trusts in him.” 
 
Sonny had to nod as he’d heard it many times before.  He shot a quick glance to his horse as a reminder of 
that very thing.  “But how?” he turned back to One, pleading for the answer. 
 
“In my alarm I said, ‘I am cut off from your sight!’  Yet you heard my cry for mercy when I called to you 
for help.”  One began to walk along leaving Sonny sitting there. 
 
Sonny quickly moved to follow, stamping his foot down to get his foot in the boot. “But will he listen?” 
 
One stopped in his tracks and shifted to see clearly into Sonny’s eyes, “Then I acknowledged my sin to you 
and did not cover up my iniquity.  I said, ‘I will confess my transgressions to the Lord’ and you forgave the 
guilt of my sin.” 
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He then turned and moved once more allowing Sonny to follow in his own good time.  It was all so 
confusing for the man that had lived so much of his still young life denying anything and everything.  But 
for once, it seemed to make sense.  For once, there was a direction when so many times before he had 
wandered aimlessly and fallen deep into pit after pit.  Now, in this silence and solitude, he found voice in 
the warmth of the sun and brilliance of all that lay around him.  And he began to think that maybe, he might 
just have something to look forward to.  It would not be easy. It would never be easy.  But Sonny Gamble 
started to try. 
 

* * * 
 
The man walked along, singing silently to himself.  He pulled his mount behind him as he moved on foot.  
The snows of the ground crunched with each step and he looked down to see the footprints he left in the 
white blanket.  He turned to see behind him and noticed that where not long before there had been several 
tracks, now there were only his own and that of Pete. 
 
The horse snorted and the warmth from his breath made mist with the cool winter air.  Pete pulled slightly 
against the reins as he moved his head up and down and Sonny stopped and placed his hands on the 
animals’ muzzle.  “All right…all right…I know.  Yer hungry.” 
 
Sonny went to the side of his horse and pulled a sack filled with oats, and reached his hand in.  Pulling it 
out with a handful, he then held it under Pete’s mouth so he could have a snack. 
 
“We’ll stop in a bit…but we got to move on now.  Winter’s here, boy.  And I’ve had enough of this freezin’ 
out here.  Ain’t you?” 
 
Pete dipped his head just slightly, causing some oats to fall to the ground and he moved to try and collect 
them before they were lost to the snow.  He soon gave up and drifted back to look at his owner.  Sonny did 
likewise and the two stood there silently for a moment, simply eying each other as friends and companions. 
 
“Come on, boy.  Let’s go.  We’ll stop soon.” 
 
Sonny gently pulled at the reins and Pete began to slowly follow.  They moved on for another hour or so 
but finally bedded down for the night.  The next day would be more of the same, but Sonny Gamble was 
finally moving out of the mountains.  He’d had his time alone.  And now he would venture to find that 
which he had lived without for so long…a life worth living. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, October 1879 
 
Sonny Gamble walked alone.  He was tired and hungry, and with every step each foot placed on the ground 
came just a little less energy that he could muster.  But he didn’t blame Pete.  How could he?  The horse 
had been the only friend he knew for these past years and there was only so many winters and endless 
traveling the animal could stand.  It had been with heavy heart that Sonny was forced to bury him not three 
months past.  Another death.  But one, that by now, Sonny was both used to and hardened to…to a point.  
He would never admit it to anyone, hardly even himself, but he did shed a tear that day.  The first one shed 
in many, many years. 
 
But Sonny was familiar with death and knew how to stand up to it as best he could.  There had once been a 
time when such a simple death as Pete’s might have kept him alone in the woods.  But now, he was 
somehow changed and thus, he kept moving.  On foot.  And he was nearly spent.  So it was a good thing 
that he moved into the town he had been looking for these past many months.  And now here he was in 
Laramie, Wyoming.  The town was little different than ones he’d seen a million times to the south.  Men 
walked around with their boots and guns, hardened by life in this part of the world.  Faces all seemed the 
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same, in many ways…weathered and worn, but alive.  And had they looked back at Sonny, they might have 
seen the same thing, as if looking in a mirror. 
 
Nearly collapsing as he made his way to the local saloon, which every town had, he allowed himself a brief 
respite before venturing in.  There were many things on his mind at that moment, not least of which was the 
idea of needing a gun.  He’d been able to trade for one sometime back in March, but it was an older model 
and barely held together.  He hoped he would not need it anyway.  This was just a simple visit, and he 
brought his hand up to his chest to remind him. 
 
With the very last amount of energy he possessed, Sonny stood from the step and turned to face the 
swinging doors that led inside.  It was earlier in the evening, but plenty of commotion drifted out into the 
street in the way of song and cheering, not to mention a few drunken cowboys.  He dodged one that nearly 
knocked him flat and pushed on inside.  The smell was at the same time glorious and sickening.  He 
decided he needed a drink. 
 
He slid up to the long counter and nearly dropped to the floor with the weight he placed on the stool.  But it 
held him and he was grateful.  “Barkeep?  Whisky.” 
 
As if by some sort of instinct, the mustached bartender moved swiftly to pull up a bottle and glass and 
placed both on the bar in front of Sonny.  It was only after a double take that he finally said, “Man alive, 
fella…first one’s on the house.  You look like ya need one pert bad.” 
 
“Much obliged,” Sonny tipped his head with thanks and poured a shot for himself.  [I]Now take it easy[/I], 
he heard his inner voice say.  He nodded again and then took the drink.  The warmth of it was 
indescribable.  He’d never sworn off the drink, but he knew it could get him in trouble.  But right then and 
there, he was prepared to drink the whole bottle.  Such was his state of mind at what he needed to do and 
his extreme reticence to confront it.  But he let it go and had one more before he asked the bartender if there 
were a place to get a bath and maybe a clean set of clothes. 
 
“Well, there’s old Curly’s place…he’ll give ya a cut and bath for just a few coin.  But the general store’s 
closed until next week on account of the Henderson’s bein’ over to Cheyenne.  Bet ya old Curly give yer 
duds a dip though.” 
 
The bartender went back to his business and served a couple of cowboys some drinks while Sonny turned 
in his stool and surveyed the room.  It was starting to pick up more business, but he felt he probably had 
enough time to get cleaned up and return to take care of what he needed to do.  So he placed a coin on the 
counter and tipped his head to the bartender.  The man returned the gesture pleasantly enough, and Sonny 
moved back out into the street.  He looked to his right and then left, and finally saw the sign over Curly’s 
place.  It didn’t look like much, but then again, Sonny didn’t need much.  He made his way down the street 
and went for his bath. 
 
After cleaning up and having Curly trim his hair a bit, he found the cleanest clothes he owned, which 
weren’t much cleaner than the ones he’d given Curly to wash. He dressed himself and a quick look in the 
mirror showed a man barely recognizable to Sonny.  Regardless of the look, however, he knew somewhere 
inside that full beard and long hair lay the man he knew he was…somewhere. 
 
He walked with no great speed back down the now darkened street and watched the revelry of the saloon 
from outside for a few moments.  Do you really want to do this? he asked himself.  Yes…yes he did.  He 
moved up the front steps and placed his hand on the swinging door, pulling it to him.  Looking inside first, 
he finally set foot in the saloon for the second time that day.  He pressed his eyes to take in every bit of 
what he saw and as if drawn to that one object he needed, there she was. 
 
Sonny’s heart nearly sank in his chest as his eyes took in every inch of her.  The length of her hair was 
much the same, but the color was slightly off.  And her generous body still filled out a dress, no doubt 
about it, even with her back to Sonny.  But there was weariness about her now that he had never noticed 
before.  Had it always been there and he could only now see it, or was this something new?  Still, he 
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snapped directly out of any thought he had when he saw her slender arm reach out and accept a drink from 
the bar. 
 
He pulled himself together and moved with caution towards her stool.  She was talking with a few other 
pretty women and Sonny could see the eyes of many men staring at them, with their eyes returning the 
favor just as quickly.  But this one didn’t see Sonny.  Not yet.  He reached up to his chest and pulled the 
chain over his head, resting it in his hand for just a moment until he was just behind her.  He gently placed 
it on the bar just to her left and he watched her head shift softly and look at it. 
 
“Thomas.”   
 
It hadn’t been a question.  It was more of recognition.  Her shoulders slumped when she spoke the name 
but she did not turn around.  She pulled the drink in her hands to her lips and took it down in one go, and 
then followed by placing it with care upon the bar as she turned with the grace she was known for to face 
Sonny.  And when he saw her face clearly, Sonny could see that Kitty Bowers was still as beautiful as ever. 
 
Neither one of them spoke for what seemed an eternity.  She smiled just slightly, but there was a hint of 
tears playing around her eyes.  And he did his best to keep his heart from jumping out of his throat, but 
stood his ground with a somewhat bewildered yet calm look on his face.   
 
Finally, he was the one to break the ice, “I…I have to tell ya somethin’ Kitty.  That’s why I’m here.” 
 
She simply nodded and took the filled drink from the bar, “I know, Sonny Gamble.  I know all about it.” 
 
As she drank the whisky Sonny wasn’t quite sure what to say next.  “How?”  That seemed to work. 
 
“Will.” 
 
That wasn’t a name he was expecting at that moment, or any time soon for that matter.  But somehow it 
seemed to fit.  “My cousin?” 
 
“Yeah, Sonny.  He wrote to me from Lago not long after Thomas died.  He said he felt real bad that my 
letters kept comin’ with no answer in return so he finally wrote back.” 
 
“What else he say?” 
 
“He said a lot…but nothin’ about you.”  She had a strange look in here eyes that Sonny thought he could 
place but wasn’t sure. 
 
“He ain’t said nothin’ about me?” 
 
She dipped her head just a little, a cute move Sonny recalled well, and then let out a tiny laugh, “Well 
alright…he said a couple of things.  But none of it real good, Sonny Gamble.  As if I don’t know the truth 
about you, right?” 
 
Sonny wasn’t sure if her last comment was said in bitterness or playful jest.  He decided that maybe another 
drink wouldn’t hurt and ordered it as she finished her own. 
 
“Buy me a drink?” she asked plainly, without flirtation but rather like two old friends seeing each other 
after a long time apart.  And they were. 
 
“Sure,” Sonny nodded and ordered one for her as well. 
 
They both stayed silent for a few moments as he watched her look down at the chain and locket.  Finally, 
Sonny blurted out, “He wanted me to give that there to ya.  Those were his last words.” 
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She laughed briefly, “That was sweet.” 
 
Sonny looked into her beautiful blue eyes and for a moment forgot everything that had ever happened 
between them and only wanted to start all over again.  He could tell she was happier now, even if still not 
where she wanted to be.  And he wondered, just for a second, if maybe the time was finally right for the 
two of them. 
 
“I have to say…I wasn’t terribly shocked to find out,” she said as she looked just past Sonny and then back 
into his face.  “I knew he stopped drinkin’ but I didn’t trust that town.  That’s why I had to get out.” 
 
“He was doin’ right good just before it happened.  It was all Hollis’ fault…” And instantly Sonny knew 
he’d said the wrong thing. 
 
Kitty finally broke through that sure dam she had set for herself and exploded into tears right there in front 
of the entire bar.  Quickly her lady friends were on top of her giving Sonny the evilest of eyes.  And the 
men folk were no less concerned and perhaps just as intent to do something about it.  But Kitty stopped 
them, “No…no…it’s fine…just go on and leave me.” 
 
Sonny started to get up, but Kitty put her hand on his arm and stopped him, “Not you.” 
 
She looked up with tears streaking across her face and looked at him with no little amount of scorn, 
“Always ready to blame someone else, isn’t that right Sonny Gamble?  Nothin’s ever your fault.  You said 
he was doin’ just fine…until you showed up again!” 
 
She was angry and going with it every step of the way as she let it all out, “You and Hollis…and 
Barnes…and you still blame me for that, don’t you?  Like I had any choice…like I had some reason to hurt 
you…what?  What might that have been, Sonny?  What?!” 
 
“I don’t…I…” 
 
“No, of course not!  You never know!  You just keep on as if you’re the only one that matters.  As if your 
heart’s the only one that’s ever been broken.  As if you’re the only one that’s ever had anything bad happen 
to them.”   
 
She stood up and moved in closer, as she said with stern softness, “Well you aren’t, Sonny Gamble. You’re 
just like everybody else.  Just like me.  Just like Tommy…” She dipped her head slightly and closed her 
eyes before she lifted her head again to look at Sonny and followed with, “…Just like Will.” 
 
Brushing her hand across her face, she turned back to the bar and poured another drink from the bottle 
nearby.  She took a sip and looked back at Sonny with a more saddened face.  Sonny did not know how to 
respond and his first instinct was to simply get up and walk away.  But he stayed.  And he looked at her.  
And he waited. 
 
“What?  I’m wrong?” she finally asked. 
 
“No…” he let the silence linger, “…you ain’t wrong, Kitty.”  He took another drink himself and looked out 
over the room as he thought about his last years in the mountains, and then the years before.  “Ya got me 
pegged, jest like ya always did.” 
 
She moved in closer, “I’m sorry, Sonny.  I didn’t mean to get so mad…I just…I miss Thomas.  And I’ve 
missed you…” 
 
“No ya haven’t,” Sonny was quick to answer.  “You been waitin’ ten years or more to say those words to 
me.  And ya know what, Kitty…I deserved it.” 
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Kitty placed the drink down and placed both of her hands on each side of Sonny’s face, not caressing but 
simply cradling his head.  “No, Sonny…no you don’t.  It’s not your fault Thomas is dead anymore than it is 
what I do.  We all got ourselves into these messes and we’ll all have to get out of them our own way.  I was 
angry, because…well…I honestly couldn’t give you one real reason.  There’s a whole lot of them and 
you’re just one of many.” 
 
“So what now?”  Sonny asked after some silence, thinking she’d tell him to move on but hoping she’d ask 
him to stay. 
 
“What do you mean?” 
 
“Well…where’s that leave us?” 
 
She sat once more and pulled the drink close again, “Sonny…I’m in love.  And he’s a good man.  I know 
you’d think so.” 
 
That was not what he was expecting.  “Who?” 
 
And again came the one word answer, and once more the last name he expected or desired to hear, “Will.” 
 
He wanted to get up and walk away once more.  Or down the entire bottle that was already half way gone 
on the counter…anything to get away from this moment.  But he had no choice anymore.  He had to face it, 
now or never. 
 
“Is he here?” 
 
Kitty took a drink, as she answered softly, “No, I haven’t seen him in years.  It’s just his letters.  He 
promises to come visit in the spring.” 
 
“So where is he?”  Sonny really did not want to know, but the question sprang forth anyway. 
 
“Still down south.  He’s been running a business, driving cattle up the trail.  He said he was tired of helping 
track criminals.” 
 
She saw the comment stung Sonny and reached out to put her hand on his arm, “I’m sorry.” 
 
“Naw…don’t be.”  Sonny was clearly dejected.  Here he finally got the courage to stand up to his actions in 
front of the only woman that ever truly meant anything real to him and she had already fallen for his 
cousin.  His older cousin.  The one that didn’t go astray.  The one that found a place in society.  The one 
that…lost his parents too.  That last one brought Sonny around. 
 
“Kitty…that’s real nice for ya.  I’m truly sorry to come bargin’ in here and makin’ the night tough for ya.  
I…I jest came by to give ya that there charm and…well, tell ya how sorry I am.” 
 
He stood and gathered his hat as he took one last drink.  She followed and surprised him as she pulled him 
close and gave him a heavy hug.  As their bodies drifted apart, she stopped just briefly and pulled his face 
into hers.  Their lips touched for only a few short moments, but enough to last Sonny for another ten years.  
Her kisses were always able to do that. 
 
“So where ya headed?” she asked as she sat once more and tried to gather herself. 
 
Sonny thought about the answer but couldn’t come up with any place specific.  “Spect I’ll drift on west a 
bit, maybe follow the river…stay clear of the tribes…but towns are startin’ to boom out this a’way.” 
 
“Yes they are,” she answered with a lovely smile…so very lovely.  “Will ya write?  Every now and then, 
maybe?” 
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“Sure Kitty,” Sonny dipped his head, “And…well, tell Will I said hey, would ya?” 
 
Kitty smiled and nodded, “You know I will Sonny.” 
 
He shifted his weight a few times and finally turned to leave, not allowing a last look but rather intent on 
getting out into the street as soon as possible.  He had no idea where he was going, but it did not really 
matter.  His only though at the moment…or at least the one he allowed to linger…was finding a horse.  He 
was done with walking.  And once he found the horse?  Well, who knows where he might end up?  Or at 
least, that was his plan. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, 1881 
 
“Why are you telling me all this, Sonny Gamble?” Corinna asked as she swatted a fly away from her face. 
 
Sonny allowed the porch swing to rock back and forth a few times before he finally answered, “Jest figured 
it might be best if ya knew the whole story’s all.” 
 
She looked at him intently, deciding a few things right then and there as she was known to do, and then 
looked out over the stretch of land beyond the porch.  “Figure maybe it’s all more than the girl from Big 
Bend can handle…is that it?” 
 
“Alright now…ain’t tryin’ to make ya mad or nothin’…” Sonny started to counter but she stopped him. 
 
“Well you needn’t feel the need to smooth my gentle nature, Sonny Gamble.  I’ve been through plenty in 
my life.  Not near as troublesome, I can assure you, but it hurt me just as much as yours has hurt you.  Point 
is you’re here now, isn’t that right?” 
 
Sonny nodded, both pleading and allowing her to give him the out he figured she might want. 
 
“And if you think I’m going let all that time I spent watching you convalesce go to waste, you are in for a 
mighty big surprise, mister.” 
 
“Ya mean it don’t bother ya?”  Sonny asked, shocked. 
 
“Of course it bothers me, Sonny.  I feared a great deal that you might come from wickedness.  But you 
haven’t been anything but a gentle beau to me and I see no reason to start second guessing that.  Only thing 
you have as a strike in my book is that foolish stunt you pulled down at the saloon.” 
 
“It was more than foolish…” 
 
“You are damn right it was!  Oh…” she stopped for a moment and placed her hand over her mouth, 
“Excuse me…I don’t take to cursing but sometimes I get a little carried away.” 
 
Sonny sat with his mouth half open with amazement and half with an astounding gratitude.  He moved his 
arm a little further around Corinna’s shoulder and held her tight.  She moved with him and wrapped her 
own arm around his waist; tender and caring so as not to disturb his wounded shoulder. 
 
“Sonny Gamble…you just stay right here and do what you have been doing, and things will work out just 
fine between us.  Bert likes you…the other men like you…and I…” she looked up into his face, “I happen 
to love you.  You said it once to me…do you still feel that?” 
 
“Yer damn right I…” Sonny started out of excitement but then caught himself, “Yes, Corinna…I do…I still 
feel it much as ever.” 
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“Then fine.  Let’s keep it that way and not waste anymore time on this nonsense with that man.”  She 
kissed him lightly on the cheek and then went back to rocking as they both looked out over the sky. 
 
Sonny wanted that.  He knew it was exactly right.  These months had told him time and again what a 
beautiful thing he had and he was not about to let that go.  But he still wasn’t quite sure life was about to let 
go, or parts of it at least, and that worried him.  Perhaps it always would.  For that night, however, he 
allowed Tanney to leave his mind and focused only on the beautiful woman wrapped in his arms.  If 
anything, he figured that might be enough to sustain him. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, March 1880 
 
She traveled slowly down the side of the mountain, did Sonny’s mare.  She was in no hurry to get 
anywhere and neither was her rider.  It had been almost six months since Sonny had left Laramie and each 
town he passed had much of the same, but not quite what he was looking for.  Cattle only took a town so 
far, and with lawlessness rampant, a town without a spirit of its own was always at risk of falling under a 
strongman’s spell.  As his horse moved down off the ridge, Sonny kept his gaze settled on this next 
candidate for that place he figured to hang his hat for a while.  And so far, he liked what he saw. 
 
It had already grown over the original fort it had been built to sustain, with streets teaming off the main 
road.  And this town had the good sense to locate a church alongside the opposing hill.  A good sign that its 
people were interested in continuing that growth rather than falling back into misery…instead of the 
common law of guns and money, they at least considered a higher law as well. 
 
And as he pushed his horse down into the town itself, the unmistakable sound of hammer against hard 
boarding told of the many hopes and dreams these people had in store.  The small houses were plentiful and 
the streets bustled with activity of all kinds, from the cowboy taking a break from the range to the 
housewife on her errands collecting the day’s needs.  The slight afternoon sun seemed to paint the picture.  
To Sonny, it was almost too ideal and thus he allowed his consideration to play with the potential for a 
short stay if need be.  No town ever lived up to the hope he placed in it.  No reason to start now. 
 
As he traveled down a dirt road slightly littered with houses, he watched the townsfolk and travelers mix 
and allowed a slight smile to cross his lips.  In many ways, they were just as he was at that 
moment…passing through life and seeing where it took them.  They certainly seemed happy and Sonny had 
to admit that even with some setbacks of late, he was for the first time since childhood, finally 
understanding what that meant.  Life had always thrown problems Sonny’s way.  But instead of throwing 
his anger right back at them, he was becoming much more inclined to let them pass by as problems always 
do.  Confront them, sure.  But Sonny had grown somewhat skilled at letting go all the same.  So far, it had 
served him well. 
 
Reaching the livery, Sonny slowed his horse to a crawl and took a good look around the place.  It was a 
warmer afternoon for March and horses took their time trying to find a meager scrap of grass in the pen.  
The barn doors lay wide open and a breeze moved through from one end and out the other causing one of 
the doors to slap against the side.  In front stood several large bales of hay, and on the lowest one laid a 
man thinned by time but not by work.  And apparently dead drunk to the world, or a heavy sleeper that had 
yet to be shook for the day. 
 
Sonny moved a little closer and made slow steady movement to get down off his horse.  Slapping the reins 
across a fence, he spied a bucket of water just by the barn.  He gave a slight chuckle to himself as he 
walked over and lifted it.  Swirling the water around a bit, Sonny made his way back towards the man 
asleep and gave a few starting shakes before finally tossing it clear on the man.  The shock was enough to 
wake him up. 
 
“What the…” the wet and perhaps angry man startled and stood up on both feet. 
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“Time to get up old timer. This here mare needs a drink too,” Sonny threw back over his shoulder as he 
went back to his horse and untied her. 
 
The man rubbed at his eyes but moved without second thought to see to Sonny’s horse, “You can put her 
up in the stable for three bits, mister…and that’s rubbin’ her down, feedin’ and overnight.” 
 
Sonny wanted to laugh at the man’s professionalism given that he went about his movement soaking wet 
and surely still a little groggy.  But he admired the man’s spirit as he led the mare through the barn and kept 
on with his surely usual speech, “If’n yer gonna be another night, you can say so now and save an extra 
coin.  But the lodgin’s only over to Lester’s place so ya best see he has the room first.”   
 
The man turned and offered a soggy arm towards Sonny, “Name’s Red…Red Strother.” He offered a 
toothless grin as he finished, “Pleased to meet ya.” 
 
Sonny took the offered hand and shook it as he answered with his own name and nodded.  Red wasted little 
time in going back to work and had already started on the saddle straps.  Moving back out into the stable 
yard slightly, Sonny took another good look around.  He could see just around the bend of the street and the 
main drag was a familiar sight to him.  It had all the same stores; the same people…even the same 
horseshit.  But he was already liking the inhabitants, if this Red Strother was a good indicator, and so he 
figured to stay the extra night. 
 
“We’ll make it five bits then,” Sonny nodded towards Red and the old man simply nodded back.   
 
“Where abouts ya figure I find this Lester?”  Sonny asked as he moved back into the barn. 
 
Red poked his head out from under the horse’s neck and pointed out towards the main street, “Ya jest head 
that away and look for the saloon whats up on the left.  Can’t miss, for sure.  Ask for Jack Lester.  That be 
the owner.  He got a state of rooms out back that can sleep a man right good for the night.” 
 
Sonny moved back out into the yard and looked over towards the street once more as he heard Red finish, 
“Whore’s too, if’n ya need ‘em.  And plenty a drink.  Fact, I’m headin’ down that way myself in jest a set.  
Give me ten minutes and I’ll introduce ya myself.” 
 
“Much obliged,” Sonny answered with a smile.  Yes, this looked to be a decent town as any, all things 
considered.  So he waited the ten minutes and then he and Red walked down to Lester’s saloon. 
 
Sonny followed Red down the active street of townspeople in Big Bend, dodging a few horse and busy 
shoppers alike.  He saw sign of plenty of dangerous men if a soul needed something like that, but none 
looked to be itching for a fight as he’d experienced in the past.  But he did notice that not many paid much 
mind to his companion, with most simply ignoring them as they passed by.  And Red Strother did not seem 
to care.  He had a slight limp and he shuffled along as businesslike as he had in caring for Sonny’s horse. 
 
“Look like ya get a bit of a hitch in yer getalong there, ain’t ya pard?”  Sonny walked next to Red and 
looked ahead to where they were going. 
 
Red didn’t pay the question much mind other than to nod and keep walking.  Sonny decided not to pry but 
couldn’t help in asking, “Ya got any problems with these folk?” 
 
“Not presently,” Red replied with little thinking on the matter.  “Thems do what they need and I likewise.” 
 
“It’s jest that…they don’t look on ya,” Sonny looked around at how the people seemed to turn their heads. 
 
“They know me, and I know them.  Been in this town longer than I can remember.  Seen it grow from just 
an old fort to the crowd ya see around.  I seen ‘em all come and go.  ‘Bout near the only lifer in these parts, 
I spect.  But I drink, Mr. Gamble.  And there’s those what don’t take a likin’ to that kind of thing.” 
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Sonny nodded, knowing how that could affect a man’s life and standing.  As they approached the saloon, 
he finally figured that this and the livery yard might be the only place favorable to Red.  He understood that 
completely.  They walked up the front steps and entered the saloon to find the place mostly empty. It was 
still early enough in the day that the task of drinking wasn’t quite at hand.  There were a few patrons sitting 
up at the bar and a rather shapely woman having a bite to eat in the corner.  And behind the bar stood a tall 
gentleman calmly wiping down a glass.   
 
“Jack Lester…this be Sonny Gamble.  He’s passin’ on through and I told him ya had a room to let,” Red 
gave the introductions, “Mister…meet our saloonkeeper and pert near my favorite man in town, Jack 
Lester.” 
 
Sonny offered his hand and Jack shook it with comfort.  “Where ya headed, mister?” Jack asked as he 
produced a bottle from under the counter. 
 
Sonny looked out over the room for a moment before answering, “Don’t rightly know right now.  Just 
movin’ around tryin’ to find a place to set for a spell.” 
 
“Well, ya picked a mighty fine town, sir.  We got just about everything a man could need.  So what’s yer 
pleasure?” 
 
“I’ll be havin’ some of that there drink, if ya please,” Sonny pointed to the bottle Lester had set on the 
counter. 
 
“Ya got my vote on that, pard,” Red smiled his grin and seconded the notion. 
 
Lester poured them both a drink but looked Red rather strongly in the eye, “Ya best keep watch of yerself, 
Red Strother.  Ya know I’ll cut ya off if ya get too soused.” 
 
Red nodded pleasantly but focused all his attention on the drink he held in his hands.  Sonny watched him 
take it down with a clouded but sure memory in his own head. 
 
“Well, Mr. Gamble…we got a room for ya out back.  Pay by the night, if ya like.  And if ya need some 
company, there’s old Sal over there,” Jack pointed to the woman eating in the corner.   
 
She looked up when he did so and shouted over, “You can tell that Red Strother I ain’t sleepin’ with him, 
ya hear?  Ain’t gonna answer again.”  She went back to her food as if nothing had been said and Lester 
laughed at Sonny’s reaction to her. 
 
“Don’t pay no mind to her…I mean to say she’ll get ya fixed with one of her girls.  We keep some room for 
‘em upstairs.” 
 
Sonny breathed a silent sigh of relief and made a mental note of where the stairs were to his left.  He smiled 
back at Lester as he took a slow pull from his own drink.  “I’ll be takin’ the room, Mister Lester.  Much 
obliged.” 
 
Lester went back to his work and Red turned in his stool to look around the place. “Things don’t get started 
round here until the evenin’ come on us.  I comes in early to get mine and saves me from havin’ an issue 
later.  Them cowpokes can get mighty rough when I’m in the tank.” 
 
“I spect so,” Sonny nodded and finished his own drink.  As he turned back towards the bar, he heard boots 
enter the saloon and leave the familiar jangle of spurs on the wood floor. 
 
“Well Bert Harney!  You in a bit early, ain’t ya?” Jack Lester held out his hand and greeted a burly and 
rugged looking man.  Red eyed him and gave him a nod of the head as greetings.  And Sonny turned to see 
who he was. 
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Burt kept his gaze on Sonny as well for a few moments, neither smiling nor frowning.  After a time, he 
turned back to Lester and flashed a grin. “I come into town to get some supplies.  Figured I stop in and 
have a quick one ‘for I head on back.” 
 
“Well let me help ya with that,” Lester was quick to place bottle and glass on the counter and poured Bert a 
drink. 
 
“So who’s this fella over yonder,” Bert asked gesturing in Sonny’s direction. 
 
Red spoke up, “This here is Sonny Gamble, Bert.  Just come into town.” 
 
Bert walked over and gave Sonny the same certain look with just a hint of threat mixed in, “Ain’t a gunman 
are ya?” 
 
That was quick.  “No sir…can’t say that I am at present.” 
 
Bert flashed a brief smile, “Good.  Then a hearty welcome to ya.  Lemme buy ya a drink.” 
 
Red raised some pleading eyebrows slightly at Bert and he gestured back, “And one for Red too, Jack.  But 
if he gets into it, ya best see he don’t make a fool of himself.” 
 
“Step ahead of ya, Bert,” Lester answered as he poured them each another round. 
 
“So,” Bert turned back to Sonny as he raised a glass.  “Ya lookin’ to stay or pass through?” 
 
“Can’t say right now.  Maybe stay.  For a while, I spect.”  Sonny thanked Bert, raising his own glass, and 
then drank it down. 
 
“Good place to stay, if ya ask me.”  Bert followed himself and placed the glass down on the bar when he 
was finished. 
 
“Bert runs a spread just north a here.  Mighty good head of ‘em, too.” Red reverently handled his drink. 
 
“That so?” Sonny showed an interest. 
 
“Yup.  Good head of ‘em.  Ya ride, mister?” 
 
“Done a lot of that,” Sonny nodded and considered a third drink but did not act on it readily. 
 
“Well, if ya need some work, ya let me know.  I can always use a good horseman.  If yer honest and a 
strong worker, there’s money to be made.”  Bert smiled a sincere smile and turned to Lester.  “Thanks for 
the drink, Jack.  See ya in a day or two, I spect.” 
 
As he turned back to Sonny and Red, he gave a simple nod of the head and then started out the saloon.  
Sonny watched him walk away and turned back to his glass.  He too placed it on the counter and shifted to 
ask Lester, “So how ‘bout that room.  I could sleep for near on two days as it is.” 
 
“Sure, Mr. Gamble.  Ya follow me,” Jack Lester walked around the bar and stopped by Red, “Ya best keep 
up front here, pard.  Don’t let me catch ya back there.  Ya see he don’t, ya hear Sal?”  He yelled over to the 
woman. 
 
She hollered something back under her breath and Red sheepishly kept his focus on the drink in front of 
him.  Sonny stood and followed Jack to the rooms he kept for travelers.  It turned out to be just fine, with a 
decent bed and quiet walls.  As Sonny put his head on his pillow, he felt secure for the first time in a long 
time.  He was a little afraid he might not be able to sleep inside given how long he’d been on the move.  
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But it did not take long to forget that fear, as he was fast asleep within minutes.  And for that night, his 
dreams were something he wished he could remember.  But he knew they involved something about horses 
and farms…and a good honest days work.  He had found a place to stay. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, May 1880 
 
The hard part had been finding Big Bend and choosing to stay.  As Sonny barreled down the side of the 
rolling hills, he realized this was the easy part.  He moved his hand in the air and twirled the rope a few 
times before sending it flying through the breeze and around a horse’s neck.  It had been a very long time 
since he had roped a horse, and doing so now brought back at least a few memories.  None more so than 
that of his cousin.  But wherever Will was at that moment, he surely could not feel as good as Sonny did 
now. 
 
Pulling back with ease, he and his own horse began to carry his catch back to the central group.  Bert sat on 
his saddle and petted his horse on the neck as he waited for Sonny to return and as he moved in close, 
Sonny heard the man say, “That was mighty fine, sir…mighty fine.” 
 
Sonny knew it to be true.  His own Da had taught him how to do it, and rather than feel upset that the man 
was no longer here to see him practice such skill with ease, he was rather happy to think that his father was 
somewhere smiling down upon him as he watched his son move with such fluid grace. 
 
As they gathered the rest of the horses together, Bert and some of the other field hands picked the ones they 
wanted to take back to the spread.  Only the quickest and heartiest of the animals were good enough.  Three 
in total.  And one was a horse Sonny was quite proud of having caught.  He pulled it in and moved with the 
others as they started back.  Bert did not say more as they rode in silence, but occasionally he looked over 
towards Sonny with a grin.  And yet, his eyes remained questioning.  Sonny surely understood that.  Where 
had he come from?  What did he used to do?  The questions were bound to come up sometime, but thus far 
Bert had been content to hire him for skill alone.  And Sonny hoped to keep it that way for as long as 
possible. 
 
Approaching the house and barn, Bert peeled off with the horses and some men and Sonny came to a slow 
stop on a slight hill pushing down towards the house itself.  And when he glanced across the front porch, 
his heart nearly stopped.  There, standing in a white dress and lace-gloved hands, was perhaps the most 
beautiful woman he had ever seen.  She was shapely, but in no way more than necessary, and her hair was a 
mixture of brown and yellow curls, playfully mixing to give her locks an almost translucent shadow.  She 
stood tall and straight, but yet dainty and fragile.  And he had yet to speak a word with her… 
 
“Abe,” Sonny called over to one of the workers, “Who’s that over yonder?” 
 
Abe Conners peered through the setting sun in his face and smiled large, “That there is Bert’s little sister, 
Corinna.  She been over to Cheyenne for a spell with an aunt.  I hear tell she come back just today but I 
sure can’t believe it.” 
 
Sonny could not either and did not mean to say out loud, “She sure is purty.” 
 
“Mighty purty…and smart as a whip,” Abe kept the grin and nodded his head as he spurred his horse on the 
side and moved to join Bert and the others in the horses ring.  Sonny stayed where he was for a while just 
looking.  She had not seen him yet and he liked it that way.  He just wanted to gaze upon her for a while.  
And he did so. 
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* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, July 1880 
 
The hot summer day was nothing compared to the anticipation Sonny felt as he waited for Bert’s sister to 
walk from the house.  He did not need to be here this day, as Bert had told most of his hands to get some 
rest and start back fresh the day after.  But Sonny had traveled out to the farm anyway, hoping he might 
have an off chance of running into that beautiful creature he had tried time and again to meet.  They always 
worked out on the range, or in a field too far away for the opportunity.  But today was different.  And the 
chance came sooner than he thought. 
 
From behind him, he was startled when a feminine voice called out, “Help you, sir?” 
 
Sonny stood next to his horse and turned quickly to see Corinna Harney sloshing two full buckets of water 
in each hand.  He quickly moved to relieve her of them, “How ‘bout I help you.” 
 
She gladly handed over one bucket while keeping the other and steadying her gaze on Sonny, “Thank you 
kindly, sir.” 
 
“Don’t mention it,” he stumbled to say in return. 
 
“Was there something you needed of Bert, Mr?…” she waited for the name. 
 
“Oh…Gamble, ma’am…Sonny Gamble.  Bert knows me.  I jest come out to see if anything needed doin’.  
Might restless, ya might say.” 
 
“Well…that is extra kind of you, Mr. Gamble.” She smiled with pretty dimples filling her cheeks and bent 
her neck just slightly as she gathered her hair in back.  “Why don’t you help me bring that bucket inside.” 
 
He gladly followed her into the house and to the kitchen.  She pointed for him to place his on the floor and 
she followed, and then gestured for Sonny to take a seat.  “Would you care for some tea?  I was just about 
to make some.” 
 
Sonny fumbled with the sure yes he wished to give and simply nodded his head.  She laughed briefly and 
then went about her business, giving a look or two back towards Sonny as she did so.  He never took his 
eyes off of her. 
 
“I must say I am most disappointed in my brother.  Having been back for almost two months and not yet 
has he introduced me to more than a few of these new men he has working here.”  She pulled the kettle 
onto the heated stove and turned back to Sonny as she brushed down her apron. 
 
“I…uh…yeah, me too.”  Sonny was at a great disadvantage here.  He had only had two truly developed 
relationships with a woman, romantically, and though he desperately hoped that this woman in front of him 
might be a third, he had no idea how to pull it off. 
 
“You mean to say you don’t know those men either?”  She playfully teased. 
 
“No…uh…I mean to say I can’t believe we ain’t met, neither.”  There.  That came out…smoother? 
 
“That is sweet of you to say, Mr. Gamble.  So…how do you like this little corner of heaven?” 
 
Sonny nodded quickly, “It’s been swell…I mean to say, I’m right pleased to be workin’ for yer brother.” 
 
“I do hope he is not too hard on you boys…he’s known to be stern.”  Corinna walked over with two 
teacups and a small bowl of sugar. 
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“Oh, no ma’am.  He’s jest right fer a boss.  And it’s good work.” 
 
“I suppose it is.  And aren’t you the enterprising gentleman, to come out here on your own day off just to 
keep at hard work.  Very impressive, sir.” 
 
Sonny blushed, “Ahhh, jest bored I spect.  Ain’t no good to keep still too long.” 
 
“No?  I rather enjoy a slight spell every now and again.  I think it helps to keep me fresh.”  She poured 
some hot water into a large teapot and gracefully covered it with the lid as she shifted over to the table. 
 
“It sure does that,” Sonny was again at a loss and his brain began to move in two directions at once.  “I 
mean…catchin’ yer breath’s important too.” 
 
“But I must agree that work is better than folly.  Keeps a man honest, I say.”  She poured some tea for 
Sonny and then herself before offering him some sugar, “Do you take any?” 
 
Sonny nodded his head and allowed her to place a lump of sugar in his tea.  “Thank ya, ma’am.” 
 
“It is my pleasure, Mr. Gamble,” she answered with those now familiar dimples showing again. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, September 1880 
 
If one had a name for the time Sonny had spent in Big Bend thus far it would be called “the good life.”  
Times had never been this easy for Sonny ever since his childhood, but somehow he had grown used to the 
feel of it and stopped worrying so much that it was sure to come to an end.  He was still sure of it, but now 
he gladly bided his time with more enjoyable pursuits until such day may come.  And his pursuit of 
Corinna Harney had been the most enjoyable of all. 
 
He’d promised her that he would come out that morning so that they might go on a picnic, but he had been 
vague enough in answering that she was left wondering if he might decide against it.  They both knew that 
Bert might frown on her being courted by his field hand.  Thus far, the brother had allowed his sister 
whatever she wanted, and she had never done anything to make him think that was wrong.  Bert knew of 
the courtship, and thus far had said not a word.  But Sonny knew that his past was always looking over his 
shoulder and he did not know how he might ever explain himself to Bert, or Corinna for that matter.  And 
so he dawdled in his boarding room for some time before finally giving in and going to see her beautiful 
face. 
 
When he had arrived, she flashed a huge grin and moved swiftly to greet him.  She explained that she had 
worried he might not come out, but knew that Sonny would eventually choose wisely.  She had a 
playfulness about her that he was fast growing to love.  They had put Sonny’s horse in the pen and walked 
up to the top of a hill that overlooked the south side of the spread.  And now, here they sat quiet and at 
peace with both the world around them and each other. 
 
Sonny looked over at this beautiful creature and she briefly turned her head to look back.  She had a faint 
tear in her eye and Sonny cocked his head to the side, “You all right?” 
 
“Of course…I was just thinking.” 
 
“’Bout what?” 
 
“My mother used to take me up here on days like this.  The sky is always so blue this time of year.” 
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They both took the chance to see that very thing and Sonny wondered what history this woman might have 
herself.  Surely she had seen both good times and bad.  If Sonny’s life was any guide, he knew that to be a 
fact.  “Yer parents still with ya?” 
 
She bowed her head low, “No…it was so very sad…they were both taken.” 
 
“I’m real sorry to hear that,” Sonny answered with true honesty. 
 
“Just this year…small pox.” 
 
Sonny allowed a few moments of silence to show reverence before he asked, “That where ya were back last 
winter?” 
 
“Yes.  They had a doctor in Cheyenne that could help.  But it was no use.”  She allowed full tears to flow 
now and Sonny was a little uncomfortable, both with how to assist her and the idea of tears in any form.  
Placing a caring hand on her shoulder was the only thing he knew to do. 
 
“I’m sorry…I’m sorry…I shouldn’t get so upset.  Especially not with you.” She quickly tried to dry her 
tears. 
 
“No…it’s good to let it out.  Ya go on and cry if it feels right.  I spect it’s natural.” 
 
Had he thought about the words more, he might have realized their wisdom closer to home instead of 
simply words to counsel a friend.  But for this moment, Sonny cared nothing about his former life or 
anything that might have happened to him, good or bad.  For this was surely the very best moment, and he 
wanted nothing to cloud that in his heart or his mind. 
 
“You’re very sweet, Sonny.  Thank you.”  She gratefully accepted Sonny’s suggestion and allowed a few 
more tears to flow. 
 
Sonny nodded and looked back into the blue sky above.  “It’s surely my pleasure, Miss Corinna.” 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, April 1881 
 
It was a boisterous night in Jack Lester’s saloon and men from all over the area were drinking hard and 
laughing even harder.  Sonny sat at one end of the bar nursing a drink as he waited for Red Strother to join 
him.  It was unusual for the old coot to come into Lester’s so late, but Sonny had invited him and so Red 
agreed.  But before he showed up, Sonny was surprised to hear Bert Harney’s voice behind him. 
 
“Hope you ain’t getting’ too liquored up, fella.” 
 
Sonny turned in his seat and flashed a brief smile, “No, jest one to keep me warm.” 
 
“How about I join ya then?”  Bert did not wait for an answer as he sat and motioned for Lester to bring him 
a glass. 
 
“What ya doin’ in town, Bert?” Sonny asked as he poured his boss a drink from the bottle already standing 
on the counter. 
 
“Truth be told, Sonny…I come to see you.”  Bert looked straight ahead with a blank look on his face. 
 
“What fer?” Sonny asked, perhaps worried that Bert was about to tell him how wrong he thought it for 
Sonny to see his sister. 
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That was the subject, alright, but it came out differently than Sonny assumed, “It been near on nine months, 
I spect, that you been a courtin’ Corinna.  That about right?” 
 
Sonny nodded and followed with “I spect that’s right.” 
 
“And I ain’t said one word or t’other about it up till now.”  Sonny started to interrupt but Bert lifted his 
hand, “Lemme finish.  You a quiet sort, Sonny Gamble.  Likable, sure…but still a stranger for the most 
part.  Since the death of our parents, I see it as my role to make sure my little sister ain’t hurt, ya 
understand?” 
 
“Course, Bert.  I know that.” 
 
“Then you can understand why I might be wonderin’ what your intentions are.”  It was here that Bert took 
the opportunity to give Sonny a firm look. 
 
Sonny did not answer right away, trying to determine what it was Bert was really asking.  Did he mean to 
drive him away or simply secure an honest answer about an honest courting?  The right thing to do seemed 
to be to tell the truth, and that was not hard for Sonny to muster on this point. 
 
“I aim to keep her happy, Bert.  To show her how much she means to me as much as I can.” 
 
Bert nodded his head slightly and took a slow sip of his whisky.  “That’s all well and good, Sonny…but I 
got to wonder if you can do such a thing.  Like I say…I hardly know ya.” 
 
“I understand, Bert.  Ya bet I do.  And all I can do is show ya.” 
 
Again Bert nodded, but this time with a flash of a smile, “I spect that’s about right.”  He stood from his seat 
and downed the last drop in the glass before turning to leave.  But before he left, he leaned over and quietly 
suggested in Sonny’s ear, “I ain’t sayin’ ya can’t see Corinna, understand?  But I am sayin’ I’m watchin’ ya 
like a hawk.  I hear one thing sayin’ she ain’t happy with how ya treat her and you and me’s gonna have 
some trouble.  You have a nice night, Sonny.  I’ll be seein’ ya out to the spread real soon.” 
 
And he walked away.  Sonny watched him leave and breathed a slight sigh of relief.  He knew there would 
never be an occasion for Bert to come after him because he would never treat Corinna with anything but the 
complete respect she deserved.  He took another quick sip of his drink in front of him as almost celebration. 
 
“What did he want?” Red asked as he moved out of a crowd of men to Sonny’s left. 
 
Sonny turned to see him sit and pushed the bottle towards him, “Jest a stern warnin’ is all.” 
 
“Bout the sister, ain’t it.  I knew you’d come to trouble with that one.”  Red used two shaky hands to pour a 
drink as he saw Lester give him the crook eye. 
 
“Aw hell, Red…ain’t nothin’ wrong with her…” Sonny started to say but Red stopped him. 
 
“Ain’t her I mean.  I don’t know ya too well, friend, but I figure ya got some kind of mighty weight in yer 
past.  Call it the way ya stand…or look…I don’t rightly know.  But I can see it all the same.  Seen plenty 
like it in my time.  A good woman like ‘at can make a man do some right crazy things...things he ain’t 
never thought of before and maybe ain’t prepared to do.  Ya best make sure ya got yer mind right about 
things ‘fore ya go off and do somethin’ dumb.” 
 
“Well ain’t you a fountain of wisdom tonight, Red Strother?”  Sonny laughed it off as he thought of the 
words and realized their truth. 
 
“Just tellin’ ya what I learnt in all these years.  I may be a drunk, Sonny Gamble, but that don’t mean I ain’t 
got some learnin’.” 
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It was about that time Jack Lester walked back down to their end of the bar and looked Red up and down.  
“Red…ya been in here once already today and I ain’t gonna let ya get so drunk ya pass out on my floor 
again, ya hear?” 
 
“Let him stay for another one, Jack.”  Sonny placed some coin on the counter.  “I’ll see he gets back in one 
piece.” 
 
Lester eyed Sonny now but gave up after a moment.  “Alright.  But ya see to it, got me?” 
 
“Sure…I hears ya.”  Sonny poured them both a drink and started to pull the glass to his lips.  Before he 
could taste the contents, however; he heard something from down at the other end of the bar that made the 
hairs on the back of his neck stand up straight... 
 
“Why Bill Tanney…ya no good sumbitch!  When did you get in town?” 
 
Sonny did not want to look.  In fact, he hoped for a split second that it was only a dream and that he might 
wake up at any moment.  Red saw a look of utter dread come across his friend’s face and asked him, “Ya 
alright Sonny?” 
 
He was not. 
 
It had been months…years…since the desire to do something about that man had entered Sonny’s mind.  
He’d let it go with so many other bad memories.  But the moment he heard the name spoken out loud, it 
brought back everything.  His loss of childhood, his parents gruesome murder, the destruction of his home 
and his life for so many years, the separation from his cousin and then his brother…that wrong path that 
took so long to correct.  He’d done the work, he paid the price…he’d done everything he knew to pull 
himself off the scrap heap and make something of himself.  But at that moment, it all seemed to disappear 
in an instant.  He could not ask for God’s forgiveness, nor pray that he would be helped through this.  
Because he did not want to.  All his thoughts were only on two things…his dead parents and the man that 
had killed them. 
 
He slowly moved his head to look in Tanney’s direction.  At first, he could not see anyone that could be 
him.  But as one of the men moved just to the side, it became clear.  There he was, fatter and older, but still 
the same wicked man that had taken Sonny’s life from him.  His long hair was still jet-black for the most 
part, but age had started to show hints of grey.  And his face was wrinkled and gruff, but he still carried that 
same evil sneer.  Or at least that was how he appeared to Sonny. 
 
“What is it, Sonny?” Red asked again. 
 
“It’s him…” Sonny started to say before drifting off. 
 
“Who?”  Red asked, confused and a little worried by Sonny’s seeming shift in mood. 
 
“Him…Bill Tanney…he...he killed my Da…and everything else I ever loved.”  Sonny did not realize it, but 
he had stood up and was starting to move in that direction. 
 
Red tried to stop him, “What ya mean, Sonny?  I don’t know what yer talkin’ about.” 
 
Sonny pushed Red’s arm away as the old drunk tried to keep him from walking over there and confronting 
Tanney.  But then he stopped and look Red in the eye, “Ain’t no way I can explain it, old-timer.  But he’s 
had it comin’ for twenty years, and I aim to finally do what needs to be done.” 
 
Red stood and placed himself between Sonny and the men at the other end of the bar, none of which had 
seen Sonny.  “Ya jest think about this here, Sonny Gamble…here we were jest talkin’ ‘bout what ya had 
and what ya wanted to do…jest think about that…think about Corinna, Sonny…” 
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“Out of my way, Red.  There ain’t nothin’ you can do about this.”  Sonny shoved Red aside and started that 
slow walk to where Tanney stood laughing and carrying on.  His mind was moving in twenty different 
directions at once and whether he knew it or not, Red’s words had carried some strength.  It made him stop 
briefly before he’d reached the other end. 
 
Could he disrupt what he’d built these past months in Big Bend?  Did he wish to allow his life to be 
governed by revenge once more?  He realized he did not want to destroy that.  But then he saw his father 
swinging from a tree and the beautiful woman lying on the ground, gun in hand and a bullet hole in her 
head…his Ma.  He’d not been there to help before.  But he was here now and he could finally do something 
about it. 
 
“I be havin’ words with ya, Tanney!” Sonny suddenly shouted as he stood his ground. 
 
The room grew quiet all of the sudden and every eye turned to see what was happening.  Bill Tanney 
pushed his way in between two friends and faced Sonny. 
 
“Who the hell are ya?”  Sonny’s face did not register to him, and why should it?  Tanney had not seen 
Sonny since he was a child, if he ever truly saw him then. 
 
But Sonny recognized Tanney as the face had been imprinted on his mind for all of his adult life, “The time 
has come, Bill Tanney…the time for a reckonin’!” 
 
Tanney was perplexed, but more than that, he was angry.  Who the hell was this to come in here and say 
such things to him?  “You got to be stupid, son.  I’ll kill ya right now if’n I have to.” 
 
“Ya go on and try.”  Sonny remained calm in the face of extreme pressure and had his hands exactly where 
they needed to be in the event he had to use them. 
 
But Jack Lester stopped the show, “The both of ya…there ain’t gonna be no fighten in this here saloon.”  
He’d pulled a shotgun from beneath the bar and held it up for all to see. 
 
“I ain’t aimin’ to disrupt yer place, Jack,” Sonny held up a hand towards the bartender, “But this man and 
me got some business to tend to.” 
 
Tanney looked from Sonny to Lester and back to Sonny again.  He’d remained calm himself but now he 
snapped, reaching to his side and pulling his gun.  But Lester was right on him, “Ya shoot that piece mister 
and you’re gonna be dead inside a second.  And I ain’t lyin.” 
 
Sonny had not flinched when Tanney pulled the gun, but had his hand resting skillfully on the handle of his 
own weapon.  He began to back away from the bar and towards the door of the saloon. 
 
“I’ll be back this away come tomorrow evenin’, Tanney.  Ya better be here or I’ll come lookin’ fer ya.” 
 
“I ain’t scared of no dumb sumbitch…we can deal with it right now if’n ya want.”  He kept his gun leveled 
at Sonny but by now both men knew he would not use it.  Not tonight. 
 
“Sunset…tomorrow, Tanney.  I’ll be out front waitin’.”  Sonny spoke the words with confidence as he 
backed out of the saloon and out into the street.  Right or wrong, he’d set things in motion that would either 
see him dead the following day or would finally see resolution to this demon in his mind. 
 
And now his thoughts turned to Corinna.  He’d need to say goodbye. 
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* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, September 1881 
 
The man moved his horse slowly down the main street of the town.  He kept his gaze squarely ahead until 
he came to the saloon.  With quiet confidence, he came to a slow stop and then dismounted.  He moved up 
the steps and pushed forward on the saloon doors, listening as they swung shut behind him.  He made slow 
movement towards the counter, his spurs leaving that familiar ring as they touched the wood floor.  He 
placed both hands on the counter and waited for the saloonkeeper to come to him. 
 
“What can I do for you, mister?  Drink?” 
 
“I be lookin’ for Sonny Gamble, friend.  Any idea where I can find him?” 
 
Jack Lester looked the man up and down.  He did not recognize him.  “Who wants to know?” 
 
The man squinted as he judged the bartender before answering, “Name’s McElderry.” 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, April 1881 
 
“Corinna…” 
 
From the early morning darkness, a voice spoke.  Sonny’s features slowly came into full view.  He, 
wanting to look into her face and she wishing to do the same but frightened.  But Sonny did not look at her 
fully even though she tried to see his hidden visage.   
 
“Sonny?  It’s…very early…” Corinna finally remarked as she pulled the wrap around her shoulders. 
 
Sonny could only stand there next to the porch, shuffling dirt with his foot and doing his best to look up.  
“I…I jest had to see ya…” 
 
He stepped back from the porch, almost as if he were going to leave and Corinna stopped him, 
“What…what is it you wanted to say?”  She stood slowly and shifted to the porch railing.  “I mean…you’re 
here…” 
 
“Yeah…” Sonny pulled himself to step around to the front of the porch.  “I jest wanted to…see ya…like I 
say…” 
 
“I’m very happy to see you too,” Corinna brushed a bit of her mussed hair behind her left ear. 
 
Sonny did not say a word.  He just stood there looking at Corinna.  Was there a way out of this? Was there 
a way he could change what had been said?  He could not think of one, and certainly not while he looked 
on such a beautiful thing. 
 
“Would…you like some breakfast?” Corinna finally broke the silence. 
 
“Yeah…yeah I would…” Sonny was rather quick to answer.  “That’d be nice.” 
 
He took the few steps to stand on the porch and waited for a brief moment before he followed her in.  She 
had no idea, but this might be the last time she saw him.  And worse, it might be the last time he saw her.  
He pushed to hold the door open for her and then watched yet again as she entered the house.  He wanted to 
take in every single possible sight of her that he could. 
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“How about pancakes?” she asked as perfectly as she possibly could.  “That would be a fine way to start 
the day.”  And Sonny was glad of it. 
 
“Sure,” he mentioned softly as he followed her every movement into the kitchen.  “Pancakes’d be good.” 
 
He watched her pull the skillet from the cabinet beginning preparation for the breakfast and was amazed, 
yet again, at her fluidity.  He found every part of his being tugging at him to tell her now and tell her 
everything. 
 
But he could not.  Not today. 
 
Today he had destiny at his fingertips.  Today he had the one man that had destroyed his entire life right in 
front of him.  He could not let that go.  Not now.  Not today. 
 
“So why do you come out so early, Sonny?”  Corinna asked innocently as she went about her cooking. 
 
“Like I say,” Sonny looked up and down the length of her body, “I jest wanted to see ya.  I told ya I was 
comin’ out…” 
 
“That was last evening, Sonny.”  Corinna turned and flashed a brilliant smile.  “I just didn’t know you 
meant so soon.” 
 
“I couldn’t wait,” he took no time to answer. 
 
“Apparently,” she smiled even wider. 
 
Sonny stood and went to her, pulling Corinna into a fast embrace, “I jest needed to see your face.” 
 
They kissed, mostly from Sonny’s desire but also from a very warm place in Corinna’s heart.  She loved 
him.  And Sonny knew it.  He did not know why, or how such had happened.  But he felt it all the same and 
much more than many.  But she started to pull away.  And suddenly Sonny’s perfect picture was broken. 
 
“What was that, Sonny?”  Corinna took a step back and bumped into the stove.  She recoiled at the heat and 
darted to the side to escape it. 
 
Sonny stayed where he was and saw that he had been impetuous, and even though for good reason, he 
could never tell her why.  “I’m sorry.” 
 
“Don’t apologize for caring for me, Sonny.  But why all the sudden?”  Corinna took a step towards Sonny 
and placed a hand on his face.  “Why so all the sudden?  Don’t you know I’d let you kiss me anytime?  You 
don’t need to frighten me.” 
 
“I jest wanted to feel ya, Corinna…that’s all.”  Sonny softened and smiled and Corinna followed with her 
own wide grin.  She pulled her other hand up to Sonny’s cheek and drew him close. 
 
“I told you it was just fine.  Just don’t scare me.”  She kissed him this time and this one lasted.  Drawing 
apart slowly, she gave him just a slight wink and went back to her cooking.   
 
“Corinna…” Sonny finally started to say as he backed up to find a chair to steady himself.  “I jest want ya 
to know how happy I am.” 
 
“I know you are, Sonny.  And so am I.  I understand Bert came to see you last night.  I hope it wasn’t too 
awful.”  And she meant it sincerely. 
 
“Naw…it weren’t too bad.  He knew best, and I trust him surely.  I know he jest lookin’ out for ya and I 
wouldn’t want it any other way.”  He could not stop smiling. 
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“I am so glad he spoke with you, Sonny.  That means we can see each other…free and open.  It means,” 
she stopped and took a step or two towards Sonny, “It means everything is turning out just like we wanted.” 
 
Sonny laughed at that.  Not largely, but simply a snicker.  He knew the truth of it and pushed back every 
urge to break through his silence and tell her everything that had happened.  But he couldn’t.  Again.  Not 
now. 
 
“I don’t think I can stay for breakfast,” he said suddenly and a look of sadness moved across Corinna’s 
face. 
 
“Why not?” 
 
“I want to…” he began to struggle, “I jest…I got some things to do in town.  I…” 
 
“What, Sonny?” she asked after some silence. 
 
“I need to see to something…that’s all.” 
 
Corinna walked over to Sonny with a certain presence, “Sonny Gamble…don’t you think you can just walk 
in here and kiss me like that and then walk away with no explanation.” 
 
He was surely frozen. 
 
“What has gotten into you?” 
 
“It’s…it’s nothin’…” 
 
“Nothing, my behind.”  She stood silent and waited for an explanation that did not come.  Sonny did 
everything he could to think of something to say.  All that came out was,  
 
“Corinna…I love you.” 
 
She was taken aback, to be sure.  Stepping just behind her, Sonny pulled her into an embrace and said it 
more emphatically, “I love you!” 
 
“I…I love you, Sonny Gamble.  But what is this?” 
 
“I jest wanted you to know,” he said as he stepped away. 
 
Corinna looked at him long and hard, trying her best to figure what had come over Sonny this morning.  
She wanted to trust him, as she always did.  But his was not the first time she had been confronted with an 
overture of love. 
 
“Sonny Gamble!  Is there another woman?” 
 
Sonny was shocked.  Of course not!   
 
“Of course not!” 
 
“Then why all this today?  Why are you coming in here and acting this way all of the sudden?” 
 
“I told ya…I jest…” 
 
“I just!  I just!  You done said that four times now!  Either you’re apologizing or you are scared of me 
going somewhere!  Well let me tell you something…” she began to tear up slightly, “I don’t have much out 
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here amongst all these hard men…they’re nice and all…but they don’t have near the heart that you do.  
And if I find you have been out with some other woman…” 
 
Sonny went to her immediately, “There ain’t no other woman, Corinna.  I promise you that!  No one else.  
Jest you…jest you.”  He pulled her in close and she kept up her weeping. 
 
“I don’t have much out here, Sonny…never have…I know I could move…could find something in some 
city…but it’s not me.”  She pulled away softly and turned to face Sonny, “what I do have is myself…and 
what it is I truly desire.” 
 
“What is that?” Sonny softly asked. 
 
“This land.  The sky…that blue, blue sky.  The grass outside and two men that mean the most to me in the 
world.  And Bert says it’s OK.” 
 
Sonny could only smile. 
 
“I’m not getting any younger, Sonny Gamble.  And the chances of me finding another man good as you are 
dwindling fast,” she followed with her own. 
 
They kept up their fawning grins and embraced deeply before pulling into a passionate kiss yet again.  
Sonny felt her start to pull away just slightly and he pulled her closer.  She followed easily.  They kept it up 
for some time before he finally lifted her face to look into his, “I don’t mean to hurt ya, Corinna.  I truly 
don’t.” 
 
“You are not, my love.  I don’t think you ever could.” 
 
He wanted to pull his heart from his chest and beat it mercilessly across the floor.  But he still could not tell 
her.  Especially not today.  Especially not now. 
 
“I love you, Corinna,” he answered slowly and surely.  And then he started to back away.  And she let him 
go.  She trusted him. 
 
“Sorry you can’t stay for breakfast.”  Corinna flashed her brilliant smile once again, but mixed with a hint 
of sadness and Sonny watched the golden sun flake around her curls and wished to hold on to that picture 
for dear life. 
 
“Me too, darlin’…me too.”  He brushed past her gently and gave her a brief kiss but one to last him a 
lifetime.  Then he was gone.  Gone to hopefully do what needed to be done so he could return safely once 
more to this beautiful woman.  He knew it was a dream.  But he kept it alongside him for as long as he 
could. 
 

* * * 
 
Sonny had spent all day riding the range trying desperately to gather his thoughts and choose wisely.  But 
the only thing that truly made sense was doing what needed to be done with Tanney.  He’d done all he 
could towards bettering himself as a man, but he feared greatly that doing nothing at this moment would 
stay with him for the rest of his life and he might never be done with that final demon.  Tanney had to be 
dealt with or the fear and anger would forever be imprinted on his mind. 
 
But what of Corinna?  He felt very strongly that she was perfect for him and knew fairly well that she 
thought the same about him.  He still did not understand why, but she did.  Maybe this was the best thing 
for everyone.  He did not deserve her.  Sonny knew that.  And there were surely other men out there that 
might give her a better life.  Men Bert might be more proud to call a brother. 
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He was utterly confused.  So much time spent moving away from a life that followed him wherever he 
went.  He’d never escape it.  And maybe killing Bill Tanney would matter none, but at least it was worth it 
to avenge his dead parents.  At least he could have that final satisfaction.  At least… 
 
He had not noticed it, but he had slowly drifted back into town and towards the livery yard.  He heard a 
slight whistle come from the barn and watched Red Strother limp out in his usual way. 
 
“Well I’ll be…” Red swatted a fly away from his face.  “Ya got the guts, fella.  But I don’t know too much 
‘bout the thinkin’ ability.  That man’ll shoot ya dead.” 
 
“I know what needs to be done, Red.”  Sonny moved down from the horse and tied her off, looking into 
town as he did so. 
 
“Seems like maybe that mighta been the drink talkin’ last night.”  Red eyed his friend. 
 
“You’d know ‘bout that, wouldn’t ya?”  It was mean spirited and Sonny knew it instantly.  “Sorry ‘bout 
that, Red.  I didn’t mean…” 
 
“I know’d what ya meant.  And yer right.  I spect that’s what I woulda done.” 
 
“I’m just a jumble right now.  Can’t tell which a way is which.”  Sonny slapped the fence with a glove and 
kicked some dirt with his foot. 
 
Red saw the anger and did know how to respond.  But he tried, “Ya wanna tell me about it?” 
 
“Nope,” came a quick reply. 
 
“Well, how’s about ya tell what ya figure to happen.” 
 
Sonny turned to face Red and the look of sadness was unmistakable.  Yet Sonny continued to try and play it 
as anger, “He’s gonna die, Red.  That’s all there is to it.  I done told ya last night what he done.  And he 
ain’t paid for it with one red cent for all these years.  Tonight he does.” 
 
Red kept his eyes on his friend and took a step closer to him, “How you know he ain’t paid?  How you 
know he ain’t jest a miserable old piece a shit?” 
 
“He is!” Sonny quickly nodded. 
 
“Yeah…so…ain’t that enough to make a man pay for his sins? Livin’ life with no one to love ya?” 
 
Sonny took a step back as the thought hit him.  But he shook his head no. “Not enough, Red.  You ain’t 
seen what he done.  I did.  I’ll never forget it.  Leavin’ that farm with them buried was the hardest thing I 
ever done…” 
 
Sonny felt tears begin to burrow up from some unknown place and he did everything he could to stuff them 
back down.  Red saw it too and stayed silent to allow Sonny some room.  After some time, Red finally 
spoke, “Ya had a hard life, I spect.” 
 
Sonny did not say a word. 
 
“Seen some hard men die for that pain too, I spect.” 
 
Sonny shot Red a steel gaze, “They all had it comin’!” 
 
“I spect they did…I spect they did.”  Red started back in the barn and said over his shoulder, “And now 
another’n gets what’s comin’, right?” 
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Sonny started after him, “Yeah...that’s right!” 
 
“Ain’t got nothin’ to do with what’s eatin’ at ya though, does it?”  Red had turned and played steel on steel. 
 
“What ya mean?!”  Sonny felt like taking a swing at Red. 
 
“It’s jest that…well, a man don’t ever forgive himself his own mistakes.  Some try and think they done it.  
But they don’t.  And then there’s them that think they made a mistake when they was jest doin’ what had to 
be done.  Them’s the hardest, friend.  Them’s the hardest.  They feel like mistakes…but they ain’t kid.” 
 
“Aww, what the hell do you know?”  Sonny turned and walked back to his horse. 
 
“Nothin’.  Jest a drunk, Sonny.  But I seen a lot in my years.  I seen a whole hell of a lot.”  Red looked up at 
the sky and saw the sun begin its slow descent over the horizon.  “Look’s like it’s jest about that time.” 
 
Sonny too looked up and then back to Red, “I spect it is.”  The anger at Red had subsided.  He did not yet 
realize it, but the words the man had said had begun to sink in.  He could only hope to live long enough for 
them to mean anything.  But there was anger left.  And it was focused entirely upon one Bill Tanney.  The 
time was now.  Right now. 
 

* * * 
 
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 twenty 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 Corinna 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. 
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But then he thought about Corinna again.  She would be waiting for him out at the 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 swinging doors to the saloon opened and Bill Tanney walked out 
confidently and stood there grinning, eyeing his opponent. 
 
“Well…you ready?” he crowed.   
 
Sonny stood there without saying a word, his fingers tickling the handle to his gun. 
 
“Well, ain’t you gonna answer me, ya sumbitch?” Tanney asked again. 
 
“Ain’t no need for an answer.  Ya 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 Corinna flashed in his mind again.  Her hair, translucent in the golden 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 gun 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. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, September 1881 
 
Sonny nearly stood straight up in his chair but his injuries kept him from doing so.  He winced at the 
sudden pain and sat back with an anguish that he had yet to allow himself.  From some far off place, he had 
finally found the ability to cry…to allow himself that emotion that he had for so long denied himself. 
 
He wept. 
 
He wept long and he wept hard.  He could barely contain himself as he thought back on all the dreams and 
thoughts that he had found once again during these months of convalescence.  He became aware that 
Corinna was inside and he suddenly did not want her to see him in such a weak state.  Not because he did 
not want her to see his true self, but because she had been through so much while he recovered and this last 
act had been a bridge too far. 
 
He pulled his hand to his face and began to try and wipe the tears away but it was of no use. Standing in the 
hopes that it would right his ship, he walked to the porch railing and grasped hold of it for dear life trying 
desperately to stem the tide.  And when he looked out over the yard, trying to focus on 
something…anything…to take the pain away, he spied something that made it all come back. 
 
There, in the late daylight shade stood his cousin Will.  Quiet, with his hands down by his side, his cousin 
did not say a word but rather watched and waited…waited for Sonny to say something.  After all these 
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years and the slight circumstance that had brought them together back in Texas, Will had no idea what to 
say and Sonny…well, neither did Sonny. 
 
Every instance that had come back to Sonny during his recovery came back once again, and he too recalled 
the last time he had met with his cousin.  Texas…an escape…and what an escape it was.  In so many ways.  
But here he was now and somehow able to think back on such an occasion.  He was more grateful that he 
had been in his entire life. 
 
“Is that you?” Sonny allowed the words to escape from his lips. 
 
Will did not say anything, but took the first few steps towards the house. 
 
“How?  How did you find me?” 
 
“Kitty,” Will finally said as he took that first step onto the porch.  “She gave me yer last letter.” 
 
“Ya seen her?”  Sonny was instantly curious. 
 
“Yeah, Sonny.  I seen her.”  Will took those last few steps and soon was standing right in front of Sonny.  
He hesitated as he tried to find the right words.  Finally he asked, “How ya been?” 
 
Sonny looked down at himself and back at his cousin, fighting the same urge of silence.  He too knew not 
what to say.  “Better than I could think, cousin.”  And it was true. 
 
“What…what’s happened to ya?” 
 
Sonny turned away for a moment, not sure of the best way to broach the subject.  He turned back instantly 
and said with a wince, “Tanney.” 
 
“You seen him?” Will was quick to ask. 
 
“Yeah, Will…I seen him.  It weren’t purty.”  Sonny dumped back into his chair with the weight of the 
world on his shoulders and Will saw it clearly. 
 
Sonny kept his head bowed as he thought back on that night.  “I shot him, Will.”  He remained silent for a 
time and Will did not interrupt.  “But he ain’t dead.” 
 
Will still did not know what to say to his cousin, though many thoughts were coursing through his brain.  
Sonny saved him yet again, “It sure is good to see ya, Will.  What ya been up to?”  He was trying bravely 
to make a face for himself. 
 
“Sonny…how did it happen?  He shot you too, yeah?” 
 
Seeing that his change of subject would not work he answered, “Yeah.  He got me good, Will.” 
 
“But yer alive, Sonny.  Still.”  Will stood looking over his long lost cousin and wanted desperately to go to 
him and cradle him in a loving hug.  But he did not know how Sonny might react.  Instead, Sonny suddenly 
stood and went to him instead. 
 
Embracing Will deeply, he said with anguish, “I missed ya so much, Will!  All these years…and the last 
time…how did it end up like this?!” 
 
Will returned the embrace and tried to quiet his cousin.  He slowly returned him to his chair and pulled 
another close by so they could talk.  “That don’t matter, Sonny.  Fact is, we’re here, right?  I come to see 
how ya are.  And not too good, but at least alive.” 
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Sonny laughed quietly. 
 
“I come to rekindle whatever relationship we got, cousin.  Ain’t got no family to speak of…and, well…yer 
it.” 
 
Sonny smiled. “Me too, Will.  Me too.” 
 
Will stood and walked to the railing, looking out over the land as he thought silently.  And he suddenly 
changed.  He did not mean to, but he could not help himself.  “Well if that’s so…how come ya been 
runnin’ all these years?”  He hated that he asked the question but he could not stop.  He turned and looked 
hard into Sonny’s eyes to see something real…something honest.  “How come ya done what ya done?”   
 
“I…I wish I knew, Will.” 
 
“That’s bullshit, Sonny.  I come all this way to see to ya.  The least you can do is give me some kind of 
explanation!”  Will did not mean to announce his anger, but it came too naturally. 
 
Sonny steeled himself and took a brief look towards the window of the house.  “I jest…I ain’t no good.  
That’s all, Will.  I guess that’s how it was supposed to be.” 
 
Will would not accept that and sat back down in the chair with speed, “That ain’t true, Sonny.  That ain’t 
how Uncle Kinchen raised ya!” 
 
That comment hurt the most.  Sonny looked hard into Will’s eyes but knew the truth of it.  Will tried as 
best he could but he could not soften.  “Ain’t how Aunt Mary raised ya.”  He said this softer but with no 
less impact. 
 
“I know…” Sonny finally said, “I know, Will.  Ya tried to ask me this way back…and I couldn’t explain it 
then.  Ain’t no explanation but to say I ain’t human…I ain’t worth it to care about.”  He put his head in his 
hands and Will reached over to grab at Sonny’s shoulder. 
 
“That ain’t true, kid.  You know that.  But…why?” 
 
After all these years, Sonny still did not have an answer.  He wanted one so very badly as it would certainly 
help his needed recovery.  But he did not know why he had taken such a path.  Sonny looked to Will, “Why 
you so good, Will?  How come you ain’t fallen into the same trap?” 
 
“Cause it ain’t no trap, Sonny.  It’s yer life…however ya want to run it.  Hardly no right answer any more 
than there’s a wrong one.  But ya make choices…ya choose which a way ya want to go.” 
 
Sonny kept his eyes looking straight into Will’s.  “I chose wrong, Will.  I always chose wrong.” 
 
“What ya mean?”  Will asked with real sympathy. 
 
“I always took the easy way…I left…” 
 
“What?” Will saw the deep hurt in Sonny’s eyes. 
 
“I left them jest when they needed me the most.  Da told me it’d kill Ma…and it did.”  Sonny started to 
break again but felt the dam stand stiff. 
 
Will attempted to give some comfort.  “That ain’t it at all, kid.  Don’t ya think that way.  Stop right now.  
There weren’t nothin’ ya could’ve done to stop that.” 
 
Sonny looked deeply at Will once more.  “But maybe if I was there.” 
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“You’d be dead too, Sonny.  And you know it.” 
 
“And I had a chance to make up for it…” Sonny started to say. 
 
“And what happened?”  Will answered quickly. 
 
Sonny tried to speak but nothing came.  Will patted his cousin’s shoulder and looked out over the yard 
before turning back, “It’s done, Sonny.  As far as you can take it…it’s done.” 
 
“My life…” Sonny began to say but Will stopped him. 
 
“No…the guilt.  End it here, Sonny.  Stop it now and save yerself.  You ain’t got to treat yerself this a 
way…not carin’.” 
 
Sonny attempted a half-hearted laugh.  “But I do care, Will.  I got me somethin’ here…somethin’ worth it.” 
 
“And what happened?” 
 
“I almost abandoned it too.” Sonny replied without an answer for himself. 
 
Will grabbed his face on both sides and said vehemently, “Then don’t do it, Sonny!  Don’t ya dare do it 
again!” 
 
“But I…” 
 
“Ain’t no buts, kid.  That’s the choice…the chance to make such a choice…do it now or don’t ever do it.  
But don’t ever say you ain’t had the chance.  It’s there if ya want it.” 
 
“I wish I thought that way,” Sonny quickly answered knowing the conflict strong in his mind. 
 
“Look, Sonny…I don’t blame ya for tryin’ to get yer revenge on the man.  I wish ever day of my life to do 
the same.  And if I were in yer position, I’d a probably done the same this time.  But not what ya done 
before.  That was…” 
 
“Wrong…I know.”  Sonny finished for him.  “ That’s done with.  But I am so afraid, Will.  So afraid.” 
 
“Look here, Sonny…I come to see ya for a reason.  And I done told ya.  Yer family.  Only one I got.  And 
I’ll do anything I can to help ya.  We all make choices…right or wrong.  And we can beat ourselves up for 
it forever.  But when it’s all said and done, we got to look back on something.  And the fact is, from what I 
can tell, ya done tried a change.  So ya slipped.  Well, ya slipped for a pert darn good reason, ya ask me.  
Ain’t easy seein’ a man like that and doin’ nothin’.  I know that.” 
 
“But I almost left again, Will.  I almost gave up that one thing I can say I done right.”  Sonny was as 
sincere as he had been to anyone other than Corinna. 
 
“Yer here, ain’t ya?  You ain’t dead.  And you still have a shot.  And ain’t I glad of it!”  Will pulled Sonny 
into a deep embrace thinking back on so many years of separation.  He himself thought of all the many 
ways he had hurt over that time and all the many thoughts he’d had himself of revenge.  “Yer here.  And 
that’s what counts, Sonny.  That’s what counts.  I love ya, Sonny.  Always have.  You got a good 
heart…and a spirit…conflicted, sure…but one to care for.  I’ve missed ya so much!”  Will pulled his 
cousin even closer. 
 
Sonny looked up to his cousin and asked, “That why ya come here, Will?” 
 
“Yeah, kid.  That’s why I’m here.  I wouldn’t turn ya in in Texas.  And I ain’t gonna judge ya now.  I jest 
want ya safe and…and at peace, Sonny.” 
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After another embrace, Sonny pulled away gently, “Funny thing is, Will…I am…I am at peace.  Couldn’t 
be more.”  He smiled.  And Will saw it. 
 
“I hope so, Sonny.  I hope so.” 
 
Sonny pulled his hand to his face and wiped away tears that had yet again begun to form.  He looked at 
Will sitting next to him and part of his mind could not believe that this scene was happening.  After all 
these years and everything that had happened, how did he deserve such a thing as this? 
 
“I missed ya, Sonny.  Missed ya somethin’ awful.” 
 
“I missed you too, Will.  So much!”  One more deep embrace followed and Sonny allowed a lifetime of 
sorrow and guilt pour out.  He felt so comfortable in his cousin’s arms and part of him never wanted to 
leave such a feeling.  He hugged deeper and deeper until Will finally had to say, “Alright now…you gonna 
choke me here.” 
 
Sonny pulled away not wanting to do such a thing and wiped away his tears yet again.  Will even helped. 
 
“I ain’t gonna leave ya no more.” Sonny tried to say.  But Will stopped him, 
 
“I ain’t gonna leave you neither.  I’m real sorry I wasn’t there all these years, Sonny.  But I’m here now.  
We’ll figure this out together.” 
 
A great sigh of relief escaped Sonny’s mouth and for the first time in his life, he knew why.  He 
understood.  He felt safe.  And he was finally home. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, March 1882 
 
Sonny stood waiting in the side room of the church, nervous and feeling the sweat on his palms.  He looked 
over to Will and his cousin returned with a smile. 
 
“It ain’t as bad as ya think, Sonny.  It won’t take long.  Just a few minutes and then it’s over.” 
 
“What if…” 
 
“Now stop that, kid.  I saw this comin’ for months now.  And it’s the best thing.  What are ya afraid of?” 
 
“That she’ll back out,” Sonny dropped his head to look at the floor. 
 
“She ain’t gonna back out.”  Will stepped forward and adjusted Sonny’s tie and straightened the collar of 
his blue morning coat.  “Ya look right nice.” 
 
Sonny looked down at himself and brought his hands up to his neatly trimmed hair, now much shorter than 
it had been since he was a child.  “I spect.  This here coat cost a might penny.” 
 
“It’s worth it, I spect.  Ain’t every day a man gets married.” 
 
The door from outside opened and Bert Harney walked in, looking over Sonny and his cousin.  “Well don’t 
the two of you look quite the pair? I swear…I ain’t never noticed how much of a resemblance there is until 
now.  Must be the neat and tidy look ya got, Sonny.” 
 
Will and Bert laughed but Sonny rubbed his hands together to try and dry them as best he could. 
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“Nervous, eh?”  Bert smiled as he walked over and threw an arm around Sonny’s shoulder.  “Well let me 
tell ya, friend.  Ain’t no reason to be.  You love her and she loves you.  That’s all ya need.  I swear, this 
might be the happiest day of my life to see my sister get hitched.  And if it’s my happiest day, it damn sure 
ought to be yorn.” 
 
Sonny nodded without reluctance but turned to listen to the crowd gathering in the church sanctuary. 
 
“They’s growin’ restless, Sonny.  Best we get this show on the road.”  Bert reached out a hand and Sonny 
took it.  They shook and Bert leaned in close as he pulled his other hand to grab at Sonny’s shoulder, “I’m 
right proud of ya Sonny.  And proud to welcome you into the family.  Now you take care of Corinna, 
hear?” 
 
“You bet,” Sonny smiled.  “I appreciate it, Bert.” 
 
“Alright then,” Bert pulled away and walked to the door that opened out into the church itself.  “I got me a 
sister to give away.” 
 
He let out a small laugh and walked through the door allowing the noise to crescendo and then wane as he 
closed the door behind him. 
 
“Sounds like a pert darn big crowd, Sonny.  I guess I didn’t realize how many people this town had liven’ 
here.” 
 
“They’s good people, too.  I jest can’t believe they all come to see the day.”  Sonny wiped his hands on his 
neatly pressed trousers. 
 
“Now don’t ya go messin’ yerself up.”  Will smiled again as he started to lead Sonny out into the church. 
 
Sonny suddenly stopped and turned to Will with a worried look on his face, “Ya got the rings?” 
 
Will patted his breast pocket, “Don’t ya worry about that.  Safe and sound right here.” 
 
Sonny looked at his cousin with a smile, “I’m glad you decided to stay, Will.  It means a lot to me that 
you’re with me today.” 
 
“I wouldn’t miss it for the world, kid.  Told ya I was here for ya.  Now let’s get ya married.” 
 
Will opened the door and gave Sonny a gentle push out into the church.  Soft music was played on a piano 
and Sonny looked over to see a smiling Doc Foster tickling the ivories ever so gently.  The Doctor returned 
the look and gave a slight wink.  They moved to the center of the raised steps at the front of the church and 
Pastor Michelson stood silent and pleased.  As the stepped into position, the Pastor leaned over and 
whispered, “Are you ready, my son?” 
 
Sonny nodded and the Pastor smiled.  “Good.  Then let us begin.” 
 
The congregation remained standing as they waited for the ceremony to begin and all turned when they 
heard the noise of the church doors open.  Instantly, Doc Foster changed his soft music to the traditional 
Bridal Chorus from Lohengrin, Wagner’s wedding march most knew as Here Comes the Bride.  Not only 
did the crowd step on toes and look past and through each other to catch a glimpse of the bride, but so too 
did Sonny arch his neck and try to see his beloved Corinna. 
 
And she looked beautiful.  She wore a flowing white gown with delicate stitching on the sleeves and hem 
with a soft white veil that flowed over her face.  But even with that, Sonny could see that she smiled.  She 
was happy this day.  And so was Sonny.  Instantly, all his worries disappeared.  The sweat in his palms 
dried up and his slight shivering was replaced by a warm glow in his stomach and heart. 
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Bert gently walked her down the aisle, her arm delicately draped over his own, and she turned every so 
often to smile and nod at the kind people that had come to see her wedding day.  They reached the front of 
the church just below the slight steps and Doc Foster finished his music.  Pastor Michelson stepped forward 
and gestured for the congregation to be seated.  He gave a quick smile towards Sonny and then down to 
Corinna before he began. 
 
“We are gathered here today in the sight of God, and the presence of friends and loved ones, to celebrate 
one of life’s greatest moments, to give recognition to the worth of beauty and love, and to add our best 
wishes and blessings to the words which shall unite Corinna Alice Harney and James McElderry Gamble in 
holy matrimony. 
 
“Marriage is a most honorable estate, created and Instituted by God, signifying unto us the mystical union, 
which also exists between Christ and the Church; so too may this marriage be adorned by true and abiding 
love.  Should there be anyone who has cause why this couple should not be united in marriage, they must 
speak now or forever hold their peace.” 
 
The Pastor waited for a few seconds and Sonny could not help himself.  He turned and looked out over the 
crowd almost expecting someone to say something.  No one did. 
 
Pastor Michelson smiled and continued, “Who is it that brings this woman to this man?” 
 
Bert stepped forward with Corinna and they took the slight steps towards the Pastor and Sonny.  “I do,” he 
stated proudly as he placed Corinna’s hand in Sonny’s and stepped back to sit in the front pew. 
 
“Corinna Alice Harney and James McElderry Gamble…life is given to each of us as individuals, and yet 
we must learn to live together.  Love is given to us by our family and friends.  We learn to love by being 
loved.  Learning to love and living together is one of life’s greatest challenges and is the shared goal of 
married life.” 
 
Sonny felt the words role around in his head and though he had thought on such aspects of life many times, 
never did they mean us much to him as they did this very moment. 
 
“But a husband and wife should not confuse love of worldly measures for even if worldly success is found, 
only love will maintain a marriage.  Mankind did not create love; love is created by God.  The measure of 
true love is a love both freely given and freely accepted, just as God’s love of us is unconditional and free. 
 
“Today truly is a glorious day the Lord hath made – as today both of you are blessed with God’s greatest of 
all gifts – the gift of abiding love and devotion between a man and a woman.  All present here today – and 
those here in heart – wish both of you all the joy, happiness and success that the world has to offer. 
 
“As you travel through life together, I caution you to remember that the true measure of success, the true 
avenue to joy and peace, is to be found within the love you hold in your hearts.  I would ask that you hold 
the key to your heart very tightly.  Within the Bible, nothing is of more importance than love.  We are told 
the crystalline and beautiful truth: ‘God is love’.  We are assured that ‘Love conquers all ’.  It is love, which 
brings you here today, the union of two hearts and two spirits.  As your lives continue to interweave as one 
pattern, remember that it was love that brought you here today, it is love that will make this a glorious 
union, and it is love that will cause this union to endure.” 
 
Sonny turned his head slightly to look past the veil into Corinna’s eyes and caught her doing the same to 
him.  They both smiled wide and Sonny could see slight tears beginning to form.  Truth be told, he felt 
those same tears of joy to begin forming in his own eyes.  And he was glad of it. 
 
“Would you please face each other and join hands,” the Pastor kindly asked with both voice and gesture. 
 
“James McElderry Gamble, do you take Corinna Alice Harney to be your wife?  Do you promise to love, 
honor, cherish and protect her, forsaking all others and holding only to her till death do you part?” 
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Without a second’s beat, Sonny answered, “I do.” 
 
“Corinna Alice Harney, do you take James McElderry Gamble to be your husband?  Do you promise to 
love, honor, cherish and protect him, forsaking all others and holding only to him till death do you part?” 
 
Softly, she spoke through her veil with tears beginning to stream down her face, “I do.” 
 
Pastor Michelson smiled and turned to Will, “May we have the rings?” 
 
Will produced them from his breast pocket perhaps too slowly as it caused Sonny to turn in fear.  He sighed 
in relief as he watched his cousin hand them over to the Pastor. 
 
“Wedding rings are an outward and visible sign of an inward spiritual grace, signifying to all the uniting of 
this man and this woman in marriage.”  He handed Sonny the ring for Corinna. 
 
“With this ring,” Sonny began as he gently slipped the slight gold band on Corinna’s finger, “I thee wed.  
In the name of the Father, and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit.  Amen.” 
 
The Pastor then handed Corinna the ring meant for Sonny and she too moved to slide it onto Sonny’s rough 
finger, “With this ring, I thee wed.  In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.  
Amen.” 
 
The entire congregation followed with their own “Amen” and Pastor Michelson spoke once more giving 
the couple their charge, “James and Corinna…as the two of you come into this marriage uniting you as 
husband and wife, and as you this day affirm your faith and love for one another, I would ask that you 
always remember to cherish each other as special and unique individuals, that you respect the thoughts, 
ideas and suggestions of one another.  Be able to forgive, do not hold grudges, and live each day that you 
may share it together – as from this day forward you shall be each other’s home, comfort and refuge, your 
marriage strengthened by your love and respect.” 
 
Pastor Michelson lifted his face from the couple and spoke to the congregation, “Now let us pray.  Dear 
heavenly Father, our hearts are filled with great happiness on Corinna and James’s wedding day, as they 
come before You pledging their hearts and lives to one another.  Grant that they may be ever true and 
loving, living together in such a way as to never bring shame or heartbreak into their marriage.  Temper 
their hearts with kindness and understanding, rid them of all pretense of jealousy.  Help them to remember 
to be each other’s sweetheart, helpmate, friend and guide, so that together they may meet the cares and 
problems of life more bravely.  And with the passage of time, may the home they are creating today truly 
be a place of love and harmony where your spirit is ever present.  Bless this union we pray, and walk beside 
Corinna and James throughout all their lives together.  We ask these things in Jesus name.  Amen.” 
 
Once again, the congregation followed with a rousing “Amen” of their own and the Pastor turned to the 
couple once more.  “James and Corinna, in so much as the two of you have agreed to live together in 
Matrimony, have promised your love for each other by these vows, the giving of these rings and the joining 
of your hands, I now declare you to be man and wife.  May the Lord bless and keep you.  May the Lord 
make his face shine upon you, and be gracious unto you.  May the Lord lift up his countenance unto you 
and give you peace.  Congratulations,” he turned to Sonny, “You may now kiss your bride.” 
 
Sonny moved his no longer trembling fingers to lift the veil that covered Corinna’s face and he revealed the 
most beautiful smile he had ever seen.  He returned it and leaned in close to give her a soft but touching 
kiss.  She returned the favor with much love escaping from the slight touch of her lips to his and the 
congregation as a whole gave out a collective sigh of peace.  This was a good union. 
 
The Pastor then gestured for both to turn and face the congregation as he stated, “Ladies and gentleman, I 
now present to you Mr. And Mrs. James McElderry Gamble.” 
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The two began the walk back down the aisle to much cheering and smiles as many of the members reached 
out to give Sonny a slap on the back or to call out best wishes to Corinna.  Doc Foster moved into a rousing 
rendition of Mendelssohn’s Wedding March and the two burst out the front doors of the church into the 
bright morning sunlight. 
 
On the front steps of the church, Sonny pulled Corinna tightly in his arms, picked her up off the ground and 
gave her yet another kiss.  As he gently placed her back on her feet he looked deep in her eyes, “I love you, 
Mrs. Gamble.” 
 
With a wink and a smile she returned the gesture, “And I love you, Mr. Gamble.  Very, very much!” 
 
They walked down the steps and towards the reception hall set up by Jack Lester as they could not be so 
scandalous as to have such in the saloon.  The couple was happy, at peace with each other and the world 
and was ready to begin a new life together as husband and wife…as lovers and friends…as family.  After 
many years of searching, Sonny was now truly and finally home. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, June 1882 
 
The man walked with fiery determination.  He was angry and he was driven with a purpose - a purpose to 
finally get his revenge on the man that had shot him.  The scowl on his face would have been visible to any 
who saw him, but he made sure they did not as he skirted behind the houses at the edge of town.  Big Bend 
had grown larger, but he knew where he was supposed to go.  He’d had men searching and giving him the 
very information he needed to finally get to this point.  He would stop at nothing until this man he wanted 
to find was finally dead.  Bill Tanney had come to kill Sonny Gamble. 
 
His limp had grown better in the year since he had been shot, but his leg had become infected early on and 
he feared losing it.  It eventually healed, slowly but enough for him to use it once more, but it still bothered 
him.  And the ordeal had grayed his hair though it still poured down his back and presently blew behind 
him from the early evening breeze.  He had thinned too, only finding his appetite again around the New 
Year.  But for all intents and purposes, Bill Tanney was back to the man he had always been.  And more 
ready than ever to dole out the punishment this man deserved. 
 
How dare he come up to him in a saloon and start talking about some happenstance twenty years ago?  
Who did the young sumbitch think he was, anyway?  Didn’t he know what Tanney would do to him when 
it was all said and done?  The bastard should’ve killed him if he wanted to live himself.  But that he didn’t, 
he’d left the door open for Tanney to walk through.  And Tanney barreled through this door. 
 
Moving down an ally way between a taller building and the next row of houses, Tanney kept in the 
darkness that the early evening allowed him.  Not many had lit their lamps yet and so the gloaming 
provided the perfect cover as long as Tanney could keep quiet.  And he’d removed his spurs for just such a 
purpose.  No one would hear him as he approached.  He’d planned this down to the final moment when he 
could smile and see the bastard fall and die.   
 
His biggest worry was that he hardly recalled what the man looked like.  He still didn’t rightly know who 
the man was.  Only that he had some axe to grind.  But didn’t everyone?  Tanney knew he’d lived his life in 
such a way that men came out of the woodwork all the time.  He figured this one must have been extra 
vengeful.  He certainly was skilled.  Tanney had not counted on that when he went to greet the cocksucker 
in the street that night.  He was damned lucky he’d only been shot in the leg.  And he was most pleased that 
he’d hurt the other guy even worse. 
 
But then he heard the news.  The man had lived.  Tanney would have to finish it and do it right this time.  
No bravado.  No big show.  Simply move in and kill.  It was a practice he was skilled at.  He would 
succeed.  And he’d do so very, very soon. 
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Tanney found the house he was looking for and kept back to watch and wait.  He knew there was a wife.  
And other family members, but it wasn’t clear if they lived with this man.  Certainly not as he knew one of 
the men to be Bert Harney, a rancher that kept his house out of town.  But he waited to see who came and 
went.  It wasn’t quite time yet anyway.  Still too much light in the sky.  He wanted darkness to fall and then 
he would pull that darkness over this man that had tried to kill him. 
 
He leaned against another house and dipped his head for a moment as he waited.  Eventually, he heard 
sounds.  He looked up to see a woman with curly hair and ample bosom walk down the front steps and out 
into the street towards a neighbor’s house as she pulled a wrap around herself.  Should he wait for her to 
return?  No need.  Creep up and get the job done and get out of there.  The light was just right now. 
 
Bill Tanney crept across the street under the cover of darkness and just as small clusters of oil lamps were 
being lit.  He found the back of the house and the kitchen door.  Softly walking up the steps, he tested each 
to make sure he did not give himself away by an untimely creak.  As he stood on the slight porch, he peered 
in through the window and saw a light emanating from a front parlor.  That would be his man.  He was 
certain of it. 
 
Testing the doorknob, he was pleased to find it turn easily.  With quiet stealth, he opened the door very 
slowly and released the knob when he had enough room to enter.  His boots would make sounds if he 
walked to heavily so he walked on his toes towards a carpeted hall and then planted himself and listened for 
sounds.  He heard someone hammering something.  Not long, but just a few whacks as if hanging a picture 
or some such.  Perhaps he could get him when his back was turned. 
 
Tanney took soft footsteps towards the doorway to the parlor and poked his head around the corner as if 
peeking out of a foxhole.  And there he was.  His hair was shorter, but then he understood the man had been 
recently married.  And he was slightly taller than he remembered, but it had been over a year since last he 
saw this bastard.  Who could tell how correct the memory was?  This in front of him was as real as could be 
and the feeling of excitement and pleasure surged through Bill Tanney’s body.  He had to force himself to 
squelch a shout , he was so pleased with how it had worked out.  He wanted to jump in and start blasting 
with a shriek of terror.  But the gunshot would be loud enough.  No reason to court more potential 
witnesses. 
 
Tanney watched the man bend down, his back still towards the door.  The man lifted something in front of 
him and as he brought it to his waist, Tanney could see the man was hanging a mirror.  Now was the time.  
As the man brought the mirror further up and worked the wire in back around the nail he’d placed in the 
wall, Tanney moved solidly in the room and pulled his weapon with quiet ease.  Tanney pointed it towards 
the man just as the mirror moved into place and just for a split second, the man looked through it and 
directly at his assailant - that was all the time he had… 
 

- BLAM - 
 
The shot hit the man squarely in the back and it threw him against the mantle under the recently hung 
mirror.  The man groaned with pain and Tanney decided to finish the job.  He fired again.  This one hit 
squarely in the head and it snapped forward and then back as it struck against the stone of the hearth.  The 
body slumped to the ground with a few shakes before finally the bastard lay still. 
 
Tanney took the moment to walk towards him and reached down to grab at the bloody mat of hair.  He 
pulled the mangled face close to see if there were any signs of life.  There were not.  Tossing it back to the 
ground, Bill Tanney smiled a disgusting smile.  He’d done it.  No longer would this cocksucker bother him.  
One more enemy dealt with.  And more freedom for himself.  But only if he moved quickly.  The sound of 
a gun would bring the neighbors calling.   
 
Tanney backed out of the room and down the hall with speed, no longer bothering to quiet his steps.  He 
walked through the kitchen and out the back door leaving it open behind him.  He was out into the night 
and on his way back to his horse before anyone had even entered the house to see what had happened. 
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Bill Tanney would drink this night and drink well.  He still had no idea who this Sonny Gamble was that he 
had just killed, but from the way it sounded, Tanney had already killed the rest of this man’s family. Why 
not do him a favor and help Gamble join them.  Tanney smiled.  It had been so simple.  If only he’d done 
this a year ago he could have saved himself so much grief.  It was always better to take out your enemies 
before they had a chance to do it to you.  And now…there was one less to worry about.  Yes, Bill Tanney 
would drink well tonight.  Very well.  In fact, he could already taste the whisky on his lips.  And it tasted 
good. 
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Epilogue 
 

* * * 
 

Casper, Wyoming, September 1882 
 
Bill Tanney sat at the bar and poured another shot of fiery liquid into his gullet.  The noise behind him was 
drowned out by the warm feeling of security the drink gave him and the knowledge that he was still master 
of his little world.  Even tonight, he had beaten a man badly who had dared insult his card playing ability.  
He might have simply shot him had he been of the mind. But not tonight.  He didn’t care for the 
entanglements, as he only wanted to enjoy some good whisky and maybe find a whore to bed. 
 
He was rather lucky in that second desire as it was not long after he poured another shot that he was 
surprised to feel a gentle hand run across his back and a beautiful woman sit beside him. 
 
“Buy a lady a drink?” 
 
In his most uncouth manner, Tanney responded, “If you can find one.” 
 
The woman flashed a smile and giggled at his insult.  “Then how about one for me.” 
 
Tanney pulled another shot glass from the bar and filled it before sliding it her way.  She nodded ever so 
slightly, winked and took it down in one go.  Her face flushed with the warmth of the beverage and she 
pulled a delicate hand across her lips with a suggestive slowness. 
 
“That was mighty good.  Maybe another…or is there somethin’ else you had in mind, cowboy?”  She 
winked at him again and he took a few moments to look up and down her well-proportioned body. 
 
She was no longer young, but she had a figure to die for – large bosom, full hips and a waist built to show 
off the two.  Her dark hair was beautifully coiffed and her dress was such that knowing her profession was 
inescapable.  This was a woman who could give Bill Tanney a good time tonight. 
 
Tanney stalled just to be disagreeable, “Maybe later, honey.  I still got a drink left.” 
 
She sat up straight and placed her hand on Tanney’s knee, running it gently up his thigh to rest on his groin.  
She gave a slight squeeze and then allowed it to drift ever so coolly back to a resting position on the knee 
once more.  “You sure about that?” 
 
When she reached over to take his drink and swallow it herself, he slammed a hand down over her arm.  
“That there belongs to me.” 
 
He reached out with his other hand and picked up the shot glass, looking at her entirely as he pulled it to his 
lips, took it down and turned it over to place back on the bar. 
 
“And with the right money, darlin’ so can I.”  She watched him drink before saying it but winked with 
confidence and allowed him to play his game. 
 
Tanney smiled and looked around the saloon.  “You got a place here or somewheres else?” 
 
“It’s just upstairs, friend.  Why don’t we go up and get comfortable.  We can figure on the price later.” 
 
She stood and placed her hands on Tanney’s back as he too lifted from his stool.  She grabbed at his beefy 
hand and led him to and up the stairs towards a long hallway that ran the length of the building.  Coming to 
a stop before a door near the end of the hall, she turned and pulled herself as far up to Tanney’s height as 
she could.  She pulled Tanney’s stubbled face into her own and gave him a long and heavy kiss.  Tanney 
allowed it with ease and was fast becoming jelly in this woman’s hands. 
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“This is it,” she cooed as she turned the knob on the door and pushed it open.  Pulling him into the dark 
room, she quickly went to light a small candle.  It did little to alleviate the blackness, but it allowed just 
enough light for the two to see each other in slight profile. 
 
“Why don’t I help you out of those dirty clothes?” the whore giggled a bit as she reached down and 
unbuckled his gun belt, gently pulling it from around his waist and hanging it on the hook of the closed 
door.  She returned to him as he stood beside the bed and moved her hands back to the buttons of his pants.  
Undoing them with skill, she lowered her body down to the floor and rested on her knees as she pulled the 
pants down around Bill Tanney’s ankles.  He was responding as any hot-blooded man might and she saw it 
and smiled.  She ran a hand over his member to show she appreciated the compliment and then pushed him 
back on the bed as she backed away and began undressing herself. 
 
“Now you get to watch,” she winked again as she unbuttoned the front of her dress and began to move it 
down over her shoulders.  Tanney started to sit up and move towards her but she held out a hand, “Take it 
all in first, big boy. Then you can take me.” 
 
Tanney smiled a huge smile and lay back on the bed once more and allowed his eyes to take in her entire 
body.  He was set to burst soon but he was enjoying every moment of this.  At least until he heard another 
voice from somewhere in the darkness of the room… 
 
“And I looked, and behold a pale horse…” 
 
Tanney quickly turned his head to see into the dark corner and watched a shape appear before him.  And it 
continued to speak… 
 
“And his name that sat on him was death…” 
 
Quickly Tanney tried to sit back up but was greeted by the sight of his whore now brandishing a knife 
pointed directly at him.  He turned back to the shape and heard the final words… 
 
“And Hell followed with him.”  - click - 
 
Tanney saw the pistol pointed directly in his face and followed up the arm to stare into a dead man’s eyes. 
 
“How in the hell?  But…yer dead!” 
 
“I ain’t dead, Bill Tanney.  Rest assured a that.” 
 
“But…I shot ya!  I killed ya!”  Tanney was looking around to find anything to use as a weapon. 
 
“Ya shot somebody, Tanney.  And jest like before, it was my family.” 
 
“What?  Who…” 
 
“Someone I loved.  And ya done it for the last time.”  The shape pressed the barrel of the gun deeply into 
Tanney’s brow and made every effort not to pull the trigger just yet.  He wanted to repeat himself… 
 
Tanney began to yell, “Jest like a coward to kill an unarmed man!  We’ll take this out into the street, ya 
cocksucker and I’ll shoot ya one more time!” 
 
The shape paid him no mind as he looked over to the whore.  She nodded with a near blank look on her 
face and so he began speaking again, “And I looked, and behold a pale horse.  And his name that sat on him 
was death, and Hell followed with him!” 
 

- BLAM - 
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Bill Tanney’s body shot back in the bed from the force of the blast and his head was blown near open from 
the close range.  Blood splattered the room and both of the other inhabitants but neither moved to clean it.  
The whore looked to the shape and he returned the gaze with eyes showing no remorse.  They both stood 
there for a few moments and then he finally spoke, “It’s done Kitty.  Let’s go.” 
 
She smiled an empty smile and left a tear alone to drift silently down her cheek, “OK Sonny.” 
 
They both moved towards the window and opened it, she crawling out first followed by him.  Sonny 
Gamble took one last look towards the dead body of Bill Tanney and said not a word as he lifted his other 
foot off the ground and both – the whore and the shape – drifted off into the night.  It was finished. 
 

* * * 
 

Big Bend, Wyoming, March 1883 
 
A bird flying over the growing town of Big Bend, Wyoming might have seen many things.  Commerce 
overflowing, a gaggle of various types from cowboy to grocer, fine lady and whore alike.  Mostly, it might 
see families…many of them and all building lives together on the harsh frontier.  But the frontier was 
closing and thus a certain amount of plain living was fast overtaking this once dangerous town. 
 
A look to the rows of houses that lined the outskirts of the main center would have shown men and women 
and children, playing in the yard, visiting with neighbors and simply reveling in the clean, fresh air of the 
nearby mountains and the green of the rolling hills that surrounded them. 
 
That bird might also look closer, into one house in particular and see a mother nursing her newborn child.  
The bird would perhaps notice her curled hair and pale skin, and see the child cradled gently in her arms 
eagerly feeding.  It would see the woman smile as she cared for her child and look on him with pride and 
joy.  And if the bird waited long enough, it might very well see the door to the room open and a man enter.  
The man would place his hand on the woman’s shoulder and squeeze gently, showing the love the two 
obviously shared.  And it would see the man gaze down at the child with wonderment and perhaps even a 
little amount of sadness. 
 
And if perchance the bird could her the sound of human voice, it might have even heard the man speak and 
say, “There’s my little William.  Mommy’s taking good care of you, isn’t she?  Know this, little 
sonny…Da loves you.” 
 

THE END 
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