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* * * * * 
 

Chapter II 
 

Missouri, 1846 
 
 
Kinchen Gamble paced back and forth across the small parlor, impatient with a 
furrowed brow. He wanted to take a drink to calm his nerves, but he knew his wife 
would need him to have his wits about him on this night. The rain had started an 
hour ago and thunder occasionally cracked loudly outside. He was about to go and 
find the woman but a knock on the door stopped him. Quickly rushing to answer it, 
he opened the door to find an old German woman from Ste. Genevieve, drenched 
from the rain. 
 
“You are the papa? Yes?” she asked without hesitation. 
 
“Yes. You are the midwife? Please, I don’t think there is much time. She has been in 
some pain for quite awhile,” Kinchen answered. By now, his father-in-law and 
brother-in-law had dutifully joined him at the door. 
 
“You take me too her, yes? We shall see your child born this evening. Quickly now!” 
 
Kinchen looked back at the Reverend McElderry as if he was not sure what to do. His 
father-in-law smiled and took the old woman by the hand. “It is this way. I am afraid 
our poor father has a case of the nerves. It is only his second child. The first 
obviously did not prepare him.” 
 
Kinchen collapsed in a chair by the door and put his head in his hands. “Mac, I hate 
this feeling. You’re helpless and there’s nothing you can do to help her.” 
 
His brother-in-law, Daniel McElderry put his hand on Kinchen’s shoulder. With a 
laugh, he replied, “I think you done your part already, fella. Best leave the rest to 
them that’s got to bear ‘em now. Come on, let’s go back in the parlor.” He looked 
around to find his own son. “Billy, you and Dinny get that water to boiling. His ma is 
gonna need some soon.” 
 
The two boys hurried out of the room towards the adjacent kitchen to make sure the 
wood was burning. Daniel McElderry, whom everyone called Mac, helped Kinchen 
back to the sofa in the parlor and sat him down. Kinchen did not argue. Though he 
wanted to pace more, he knew Mac was right. 
 
A scream came from the room across the hall and he quickly shot up and went to the 
bedroom door. He wished he had not after opening it and seeing his beautiful Mary 
covered in sweat and gasping with pain. The midwife had taken her accustomed seat 
at the foot of the bed and calmly waiting for something to happen. 
 
Clara McElderry left Mary’s side and walked gracefully to the door. “Kinchen, go on 
back in the parlor and let us do this work. We’ll come to get you when the baby is 
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born.” She gently pushed Kinchen back out of the room and closed the door. 
 
Mac’s son ran back in the room, excited. “Water’s boilin’ da. You want me to take it 
in?” 
 
Mac laughed at his son. “It would scare the pants off ya son. Best let your da do it 
instead, eh? You pour it in the bowl and bring it out here. Then you and Dinny go on 
out back and get to bed. It’s late and we’ve got work to do tomorrow, if this rain 
stops.” 
 
“Yes sir,” the boy replied and ran back into the kitchen. Returning quickly with his 
cousin Dinny behind him, he handed the bowl of water to his father and grabbed 
Dinny by the back of his shirt. “Come on Din, let’s go,” he said as he pulled the 
younger boy behind him. 
 
Mac glanced over to Kinchen on the sofa and seeing that he was situated and 
attended to by the Reverend, went to the bedroom. He knocked first and then 
entered the room. His wife, Clara, was dutifully helping Mary Gamble keep a strong 
cord of rope between her teeth and the midwife was calmly asking Mary to push the 
child from her body. 
 
“You push now when you feel the pain come. You remember how this is done. After 
all, you have one beautiful boy already. It was not so long ago that you did this. 
Push with me now.” Seeing that Mac had brought the water, she said, “You put that 
here next to me and go and fetch some clean blankets for when child comes.” 
 
Mac did as she said and went off to get her what she had asked for. As he passed by 
Kinchen once more, the expected father asked, “Well Mac? Is it here yet? Do I have 
another boy or a girl?” 
 
“Patience friend. Patience. It hasn’t come yet. Sit still, now. Go ahead and take you a 
shot. Might help you.” 
 
“No, I don’t want the smell of whiskey on my breath. Mary’d kill me for sure.” 
 
Mac laughed and headed out back to fetch the sheets. Hearing a loud scream from 
the bedroom, he rushed back and when he opened the door this time, there sat the 
midwife with a red-faced baby in here hands. She was cleaning it off firmly with the 
hot water and he could see the child’s sex. Mac hollered out to the other room, 
“Looks like another boy, Kinch. And a beautiful one at that.” 
 
The baby began to cry and Mac handed the midwife the sheets. She finished cleaning 
the newborn, wrapped him tightly in sheets and called for Kinchen. As he entered the 
room, he saw that his wife had closed her eyes and was finally resting after the 
ordeal. He went to her and brushing the hair way from her small face, kissing her 
gently on the forehead. Looking at his child he said, “He is beautiful Mary. We’ve got 
us another son.” 
 
She briefly opened her eyes and smiled. Tears began to flow down her cheeks and 
she answered, “Yes my love, he is. He is at that.” She allowed her head to settle 
back on the pillows as Kinchen took the child into his arms. 
 
“Now you take that baby and keep it warm. The mother is doing well. She will need 
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her rest. Allow me to clean up here and I will come to see you.” 
 
Kinchen and Mac took the child back into the parlor and Kinchen sat in a chair by the 
fire as he had been instructed. He did not want to let go of his son. The Reverend 
McElderry went to the new father and placed his hand on his shoulder. Closing his 
eyes, he prayed, “Thank you Jesus Christ, our Savior and Lord, for blessing this 
family with one more member. Watch over him and guide him throughout his life and 
accept our thanks for this wonderful gift. Amen.” 
 
“Thank you Reverend,” Kinchen said, “And we have decided to name him after you. 
James McElderry Gamble…my son.” A crack of thunder came from above and the 
baby let out a wail. The Reverend looked down at his son-in-law and said, “Bless 
you, my boy. We shall baptize him by this name in this, the year of our lord, 1846. 
But quite a long name for such a small boy. Let us simply call him Sonny.” 
 

* * * 
Missouri, 1850 

 
The young boy sat on a stump with his legs crossed. He waited for his father and 
brother to finish loading the day’s harvest into the barn. As he sat looking over the 
short stalks of the field in front of him, he could barely make out a figure slowly 
coming up the road. He bounced at every step, and young Sonny figured he must be 
on a horse. 
 
“Da…someone’s comin’,” he yelled out to his father. As he watched the figure grow 
closer in distance, his father walked up behind him. Kinchen Gamble took off his hat 
and brushed the sweat away from his forehead with his arm. Dinny Gamble quickly 
followed behind and began to jump up and down to see if he could make out whom it 
was. 
 
“Cut it,” the father said to Dinny, “What you think you are…a rabbit?” He smiled at 
his son, and put his large hand on Dinny’s head. As the three males of the Gamble 
family looked down the road, they could soon make out a middle aged man dressed 
in a bear-skin coat and wearing a wide brimmed hat that was cocked down on his 
head so you could not see his eyes. 
 
He rode a black horse, loaded with a rifle mounted on the side of his saddle and a 
rope tied to a pack mule behind, who carried the rest of the man’s gear. As the trio 
got closer, the sound of the pots and tins knocking together became clearer and 
clearer. They did not seem to be coming at a fast clip, but rather slowly making their 
way up the road seemingly without much of a care. 
 
As the rider drew within hearing distance of the Gamble’s, Kinchen hollered out, 
“Hello there.” The rider looked up and tipped his hat back. He did not answer until he 
was right up close to them. Sitting on his horse, he replied, “Hello back.” 
 
Kinchen considered what next to say, but decided upon a simple, “Where ya 
headed?”  
 
“Up St. Louis way’ll be the first stop. Then out the California Trail.” 
 
Kinchen rested his hand on his hip and swatted flies away from his face, “I figure 
you’re headed out for some gold?” 
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“You figure right, friend. Been traveling up from New Orleans. Left my wife and boy 
there. Soon as I get me that one big rock, I can send for ‘em.” 
 
“Don’t you think you’re a tick late for the rush?” Kinchen asked since the majority of 
gold-rushers passed through the previous year. 
 
“I reckon. Can’t all be found at once though. God’s a smilin’ on me anyway, I can 
feel it.” 
 
“Well, good luck to ya. Can we get your horse some water?” 
 
“Much obliged, sirs. Much obliged,” the rider said as he hoisted himself off of his 
animal. With a thud, his boots hits the ground and he let out a moan as he stretched 
his back. 
 
“Been ridin’ long?” Kinchen asked the man. 
 
“Not too bad. Couple of days straight though has left me a might sore. I figure, I got 
plenty ahead of me, best not start complainin’ now.” 
 
“You probably made a good choice at that. Here, let my boys take your horse around 
to the stable and get him a drink.” 
 
“Take the damn mule too. He’s been as ornery as ever for the past two hours and if 
the damn thing let’s out one more bray I’m tempted to shoot him.”  
 
Kinchen let out a chuckle. “You boys take care of the man’s horse. Mind you leave 
his gear alone. This man don’t want you fingering his things, you hear?” 
 
The boys did as they were told with a dutiful “yes da” as their answer. As they led 
the animals off behind the barn to the stables, Kinchen produced a bottle from his 
coat pocket. “Care for a nip?” 
 
“Well, that is mighty kind of you sir. Don’t mind if I do, don’t mind if I do at all.” The 
rider knocked back a hardy swallow and handed the bottle back to Kinchen. “The 
names Pierce, Harry Pierce. Pleased to make your acquaintance,” he said as he held 
out his big palm.  
 
Kinchen reacted politely and shook it. After taking a swig himself, he put the bottle 
back in his coat and looked up at the sky. “Look’s like a bit of autumn rain tonight. 
You figure to be headin’ on?” 
 
“Try to, I suppose. Got to get up to St. Louis and find me a couple of decent horses. 
I don’t think that old horse of mine can make the trip on his own. Sides, like to get 
rid of that damn mule if I can and get me somethin’ better.” 
 
“Well, you’re not too far from it…maybe a hundred miles or so. Don’t get up there 
much myself. Brother-in-law lived there till the big flood back in ’44. Then he moved 
down here. Quieter, that’s for sure. Where you from originally?” 
 
“Back east, Maine in fact. Started out working the logs and gave it up quick when I 
hear gold was bustin’ out of them streams. Figure I ought to get out there before 
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they make it a state and then the regulations start pourin’ in.” 
 
The boys came back around the barn leading Pierce’s animals as Kinchen nodded in 
agreement. Kinchen smiled at his sons and patted little Sonny on the back when he 
walked up beside them.  
 
“So what’s the news on Clay’s proposal?” Kinchen asked the man, trying to keep the 
conversation going. 
 
“More of the same, I hear. All kinds of speechifyin’ goin’ on. Them politicians do love 
to hear themselves talk, I tell ya.” 
 
“They decided which plan they gonna go for with Texas?” 
 
“I think ‘ol Clay is gonna lose that one. Hell, he retired again anyway. Mostly Douglas 
and the bunch doin’ the speakin’ now. I hear the Pearce plan is favored. But damn, if 
they ain’t gonna keep them negras.” Recognizing that he was on a southern farm, he 
looked around to make sure he hadn’t slipped his tongue. 
 
Kinchen realized what his action meant and replied, “Don’t own any myself. If that’s 
what your thinkin’. We’re just poor farmers. Don’t make much livin’ at it, but it keeps 
the mouths full.” 
 
“Well, I don’t mean to pry…and it’s not like I give a damn about the negras one way 
or tother. It’s the politics of it. With ‘ol Taylor’s death, the chance of sneakin’ in a few 
more slave states looks better and damn if that won’t muck things up.” 
 
Kinchen detested political conversations, mainly because he was not very educated 
on all that went on in Washington. He had been learning some recently since the 
Mexican War had come and gone, as it seemed to be the talk of the entire nation. He 
had spent many nights with Mac, learning who was who in the political structure and 
basically felt that it was best left to the people to decide. He was no supporter of 
slavery either, but he felt that it wasn’t his battle to fight. He tried to reply, 
 
“I hear tell Fillmore is backing the plan. He’s a decent man. I’m sure they’ll figure out 
what’s best for the country.” 
 
“Ah hell, son. Fillmore couldn’t find his ass if it sang Hallelujah! Don’t tell me you’re 
one of them Dixie boys?” 
 
“Actually no…” 
 
“In fact, there’s a bit of an accent in your voice, but I just can’t place it…God damn! 
You’re a Paddy!!” Pierce shouted out. 
 
“Irish, sir, yes. Came over in 1815,” Kinchen answered with a scowl. 
 
“Well ain’t that a what do you know? And here I thought I was talkin’ with 
respectable people! You hide that accent pretty good son, let me tell ya.” 
 
“Ain’t hidin’ nothing, friend. Grew up with it. I wadn’t but five when we crossed.” 
 
“Well, that’s a fine how do you do,” Pierce said as he snatched the reins of his horse 
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from Dinny. Quickly mounting his animal, he firmly adjusted his hat on his head and 
began to move on. 
 
“I was gonna ask if you cared to stay the night in the barn, Mister. Rains comin’ and 
it’ll be mighty rough passage when it does.” 
 
“Hell, I wouldn’t sleep in no damn barn from one of your types. Takin’ over the damn 
country! Hope the damn thing burns down,” he said, as he made his way further 
down the road. 
 
As Kinchen watched him ride off, Dinny looked up to his father with a tear in his eye. 
Kinchen saw the look of sadness and confusion in his face and looked over to Sonny. 
As always, the boy was quiet. He seemed to be more of a listener, just taking in 
everything around him. There were no tears in his eyes. Instead, he had a look of 
anger. Kinchen took Dinny by the hand and walked over to Sonny who was once 
again sitting on his stump. 
 
“Boys, there’s just some men out there that don’t like folks. Ain’t nothin’ you can do 
about it but look away and mind your own business.” As he said this, Sonny shot him 
a look. He did not say a word, but jumped up from the stump and ran up the hill to 
the house. Kinchen did not try and stop him. He was only four years old and 
probably did not understand what had happened anyway. Dinny started to call out to 
him, but Kinchen stopped him. 
 
“He’s just mad cause that man didn’t act very nice. He’ll get over it once he forgets 
about it tomorrow.” 
 
“But I don’t understand what you were talking about before…about the negras…” 
 
“Don’t say that son. A Negro is a man, just like you and I. Right now in this country, 
they are made to work as slaves; doing the kind of work we do every day. But they 
don’t get to take it into their houses and eat it. They don’t get to even own their own 
houses. Instead, they are made to give to some other man who still doesn’t treat 
them as a human being.” 
 
“Well that’s wrong, ain’t it da?” 
 
“You’re right son. And that’s what this is about. We took some land from the 
Mexicans…you remember the war a couple of years ago, right?” 
 
“Yup.” 
 
“We took some land when they stopped fighting and right now the men in 
Washington, where the government is, want to decide if they’ll allow that practice in 
this new territory.” 
 
“Well they shouldn’t,” Dinny said firmly 
 
“It’s a bit more complicated than that, son. You see, in this here country, we all have 
the right to live our lives without the government tellin’ us what to do all the time. 
And as much as it would be nice for that to mean all men, for the past hundred years 
or so, the folks down here and all over the south have been able to live and make a 
living using those slaves. I guess what I’m saying son, is that those men ought to be 
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the ones to say they don’t want to do it anymore, and not the fellas up in 
Washington.” 
 
“I don’t understand, da. So why did that man say we were taking over the country?” 
 
“Well, that’s a whole different thing. Not sure I can explain it any better. Let’s just 
say he don’t like my people.” 
 
“Well then he don’t like my people either, cause I come from you.” 
 
“I suppose, but…well, I wish I knew how to explain it son. Like I said, some folks just 
don’t like other folks, never will. Especially if they’re different.” 
 
“Well that’s just plain stupid!” 
 
“You’re right, Din…you’re right,” Kinchen replied as he looked at his boy with 
admiration. “Now come on, your ma’s got something good cookin’ I bet. We better 
get done loadin’ or we’ll be late for supper.” 
 
The two started back into the barn and suddenly Dinny stopped again. “Da?” 
 
“Yes, son?” 
 
“You gonna tell me how you and ma met someday?” 
 
With a laugh, Kinchen put his arm around his son and replied, “I’ll tell you more than 
once, I bet. Never get tired of that story. But that’s for another time. Let’s get done 
with this and then maybe I’ll tell ya tonight. How ‘bout that?” 
 
“Sounds good, da. I’m starvin’” 
 
Kinchen watched his son run back into the barn with a smile on his face. “Me too, 
son…me too.” 
 

* * * 
Missouri, 1855 

 
It was a beautiful summers day and Sonny Gamble had gone fishing with his best 
friend, Thomas Bowers. The two nine-year-old boys sat at the edge of the small 
man-made lake with their pants rolled up and their feet in the water. 
 
They had been forced to take Sonny’s cousin Margaret who was one year his junior 
and they had both shown their displeasure, but Kinchen had left them with an 
ultimatum, “Either take her along, or you can get back to work in the field.”  
 
They boys did not take long to decide. She had been a bother to them at first, but 
had since grown fascinated by a frog and had watched it hop its way down the shore 
of the lake, as she giggled every so often. 
 
Thomas craned his neck to see how far away Margaret was, decided she was far 
enough off and shoved his fishing pole into the dirt. He went shuffling through his 
satchel and Sonny looked intently to see what his friend was searching for. A smile 
came across his face as Thomas produced a corncob pipe. 
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“Care for some baccy?” he asked Sonny. It took no time for Sonny to shove his own 
rod into the dirt and nod in the affirmative. 
 
“Where’d ya get it?” Sonny asked. 
 
“Ahh, took some from my paw when he went out this mornin’. Ain’t like he’s gonna 
miss it. Do you think she’ll tell?” Thomas asked gesturing to Margaret. 
 
“Naw, not if she don’t know. Sides, I’ll tell her I’ll beat her up if she does.” 
 
The two boys smiled and after Thomas had filled the pipe with tobacco, he produced 
a strikable from his satchel and struck it against a rock. Allowing the flame to 
subside, he lit the tobacco in the pipe, took a few drags and passed it over to his 
friend as he slowly exhaled. 
 
“Ahh, I loves some good tobacco.” 
 
Sonny nodded his head in agreement as he took a few puffs of the pipe himself. He 
snuck a quick glance down the lakeshore to make sure his cousin was still occupied 
and lay back in the grass, handing the pipe back to Thomas. “So, how’s your sister?” 
he asked, with a wry smile on his face. 
 
“What you wanna know for?” 
 
“Jest askin’, that’s all. She’s purty.” 
 
“Hey, don’t talk about Kitty like that!” Thomas said, irritated. 
 
“Alright, keep your pants on. I’s jest sayin’ it.” 
 
“Yeah, well don’t!” Thomas tamped down the tobacco with his finger and took a few 
more puffs. 
 
All of the sudden, they both heard a scream somewhere fairly close. Thinking it was 
his cousin; Sonny shot up and looked over to where Margaret was. She was still 
standing where she had been when she was poking at the frog, but she had heard it 
also and ran back to the boys. 
 
“You boys are smokin’. I’m gonna tell on you!” she said, forgetting that they had 
heard someone calling out. 
 
“Never mind that Margie, run on back and get yer brother. Quick,” Sonny told her. 
“And if you say anything about this here smokin’ I’m gonna wup ya good!” he 
hollered after her. 
 
Both boys ran up the hill to where they thought they had heard the screaming, and 
when they reached the top, they could see in a nearby clearing, two figures seemed 
to be leaning up against a tree and standing very close to each other. They ran 
towards the clearing, and as they got closer, both of them could tell that one of the 
two people was Thomas’s sister, Kitty. 
 
Her hair was disheveled and she had tears in her eyes, and the young man with her 
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had her pinned against the tree with her arms behind her back. “Come on, Kitty, 
don’t you wanna kiss…just a little?” he was saying to her. 
 
Sonny picked up a stick and threw it at the young man. 
 
“Ow,” the young man cried out as the stick hit him in the back. He turned around, 
and Sonny could clearly see that before him stood his own brother. 
 
“Dinny, what you doin’ to that girl?” Sonny yelled at him. 
 
“Get on back home, this ain’t none of yer business,” Dinny yelled back. 
 
“Well it’s mine seein’ as how that’s my sister,” Thomas said as he walked in front of 
Sonny and into Dinny’s face.  
 
Dinny pushed him to the ground without much effort. “Little stump, what in hell are 
you gonna do?” 
 
Sonny rushed at Dinny and with all his strength pushed him to the ground and 
jumped on top of him. His fists began to fly, hitting his brother wherever they 
landed. Soon Thomas joined him and it seemed that the two nine-year-olds were a 
match for Dinny Gamble. 
 
Dinny finally took one in the eye, and that was enough. He pushed Thomas off of 
him and grabbed Sonny by the arms. “Get the hell of me you stupid jackass. Don’t 
you know I can hurt you if I wanted to.” 
 
“Well then do it then,” Sonny cried out as he tried to wriggle out of Dinny’s grasp. 
Dinny threw Sonny away from him and stood up, holding his eye. With his other eye, 
he saw Sonny coming at him again and he braced himself, but before his brother 
could move, another hand reached out and grabbed the collar of Sonny’s shirt. 
 
“What’s goin’ on here?” Will McElderry asked. He looked around and saw Katherine 
Bowers holding her little brother, who was crying. He went over to see if she was all 
right, and she pulled away from him when he tried to touch her. He turned again and 
looked at Dinny, still holding Sonny to keep him away from his brother. 
 
“Will, this ain’t cause for you to get involved,” Dinny shouted at his cousin. 
 
“Appears like maybe it is,” Will calmly replied. “All I know is my sister comes runnin’ 
and tells me someone’s been hurt. I come up to see what it is and I see the two of 
you scufflin’ on the ground and these two a cryin’. What in hell am I supposed to 
think?” 
 
“Nothin’. Just leave it between us,” Dinny answered. 
 
“Ain’t gonna do it, or you’re da would have my hide.” 
 
“Just cause you’re a year older don’t give you no right to tell me what to do.” 
 
“It do too if’n it means a wuppin’ for me. Now, you two all right?” Will asked the 
Bowers’. 
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Kitty Bowers stood up and drew her arm across her face to wipe away tears, “We’ll 
be fine, William McElderry. But that one there won’t,” she said as she pointed 
towards Dinny. “If you think I’ll ever kiss you Dinny Gamble, you’ve got another 
think coming mister.”  
 
She walked over to Will and Sonny. “But this one here, he’s a real hero. Him I’ll 
kiss.” She bent down and kissed Sonny Gamble square on his lips. Sonny swooned, 
but soon recovered himself and the desire to fight his brother wasted away. 
 
Kitty walked back over to Thomas and helped him stand up. She brushed him off, 
and giving an evil eye towards Dinny, started walking with her brother down the 
hillside. After a few feet, they all heard her ask Thomas, “Have you been smoking?” 
 
Dinny was incensed, but Sonny didn’t care anymore. He gave a big broad smile 
towards his brother and started walking back towards the lake slowly. Dinny started 
after, but Will grabbed him, “Uh-uh, Din. He done got his today, and it looks like you 
got yourn to.” He helped Dinny brush the grass and dirt off and they started back 
towards the farm. 
 
“You let Sonny be. He done the right thing today. You didn’t,” Will said to him as 
they walked. 
 
“Aw hell, Will...just tryin’ to get a little peck, that’s all.” 
 
“Well, there are better ways of goin’ at it, Din. And forcin’ ain’t it.” 
 
“I know that, but she was flirtin’ with me and looked like she wanted me to. Then, 
when I go in for the kiss, she pulls away like that ain’t what she wants after all. 
Damn girls! Don’t make no sense.” 
 
“You got that right. But we’ll figure it out sooner or later. I been tryin’ to court that 
Becky Newton up to Farmington. Think her poppa might let me. Just give it time. 
Been sweet on her for two years now. Kitty probably likes you, but just don’t want to 
show it yet. They like that…like to make you chase ‘em a bit for they let you do 
nothin’.” 
 
“Don’t think she’ll let me do much of anything now.” 
 
“Hell, Din…she’ll get over it. Sides, you got a reminder there on that eye to keep you 
from tryin' this again,” Will said with a laugh. 
 
“Don’t you laugh at me, boy. I’ll give you one too if you don’t watch it.” 
 
“Fine, fine…just leave ‘ol Sonny alone about it, hear?” 
 
“Well, he gonna get somethin’. But I promise I won’t hurt him.” 
 
The two young men walked in silence down the rest of the hill towards the farm and 
when they reached the barn, Will gave Dinny a wave and walked the rest of the way 
to his house. Dinny wiped his mouth to make sure there wasn’t any blood, and felt 
his eye again. It was sore and he was sure it was going to be a shiner, but he knew 
Will was right. He deserved it. 
 



 11

He walked up the main path towards the house and saw Sonny sitting out on the 
front porch. He was tempted to go at him again, and once Sonny saw him, he stood 
like he was ready to bolt in the house, but Dinny stopped himself. 
 
“Ain’t gonna do nothin’ pipsqueak. You done right today and I done wrong. Happy?” 
 
Sonny’s smile came back, “Yup.” 
 
“Well, let’s go on in and see what’s for supper. Ma’s gonna give us both a scoldin’ if 
she finds out we been fightin’.” Dinny walked up onto the porch and went into the 
house, and Sonny followed. 
 
When they got inside, their Uncle Mac was sitting on the sofa in the parlor with their 
mother and Aunt Clara. He seemed upset about something and Dinny thought it 
might be a good chance to sneak past without having to explain his eye. But before 
he could pass by the parlor door, his mother called out to him, “Dinny Gamble? What 
have you been up to?!” 
 
Thinking he was in trouble, he started to think of a good excuse, but before he could 
say anything, she called out again, “You go on and get cleaned up. I don’t know 
what you did to that eye, but your da will talk to you about it when he gets back. 
Your Uncle Mac had some trouble in the town today and your da’s gone to see about 
it. Supper’s on the table when you and Sonny are ready to eat.” 
 
Dinny wanted to know what the problem was, but since he didn’t seem to be in any 
trouble, he started back towards their room, “Come on Sonny. Let’s do what she 
says.” Sonny passed by the parlor door noticing that his aunt and uncle were upset 
and his mother was holding Aunt Clara’s hand.  
 
He followed his brother back to their room and cleaned himself off. Afterwards, they 
both went into the dining room and ate by themselves, trying to listen to what the 
adults were saying in the other room. Not long after, they heard their father return 
and voices gained volume in the parlor. 
 
“Old man Tanney said his boy was drinkin’ today and was ready to fight anybody,” 
they heard their father say. Sonny rose from the table and walked over to the door 
that entered into the parlor. He opened it slightly just enough to see what was 
happening, ignoring Dinny trying to tell him not to. 
 
Uncle Mac was answering Kinchen, “…don’t know what got him set off, but just the 
mention of Kansas seemed to put him into a rage.” 
 
“Well, what did you say anything about that for?” Kinchen asked. 
 
“Didn’t. I just minded my own business and one of them Dalton boys started getting’ 
at him. They from slavers, you know and Bill ain’t. Ever since last year, seems the 
whole state’s up in arms. I was just walkin’ up to the counter when he saw me. Since 
we had that spat this past spring about the back field…I don’t know, he just went red 
in the face.” 
 
“Well, you don’t look hurt in any way, Mac,” Sonny’s mother said. 
 
“We didn’t come to blows, but he laid on the talkin’ pretty thick. Said he’d kill any 
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one of my horses he saw cross over and anyone of my family too. I told him that 
weren’t the problem and it was his horses crossin’ over. Took them Dalton’s to hold 
him back. He didn’t like that too much and it probably would have gone somewhere 
if’n Sheriff Bennet didn’t come in the store right then. Bill seemed to calm down real 
quick after that.” 
 
Kinchen walked over to the side table and poured himself and Mac a drink. “Go on 
and drink this. You got supper to feed to them little one’s and your da and Margie 
are back at the house with little Nellie.” Looking up at the dining room door, he 
asked, “I suppose Will’s back to the house by now too?” 
 
Sonny sheepishly opened it and stood with his head held low answering, “Dunno, 
da.” 
 
“Well, how ‘bout you, in there? You seen your cousin?” 
 
Dinny Gamble walked into the parlor and nodded yes to his father. Kinchen stepped 
over to him and looked hard at his eye. After whistling first he said, “That’ll be real 
nice when it comes in. Hope you learnt your lesson, eh?” 
 
“Yes, da.” was Dinny’s only reply. Kinchen looked down at Sonny and put his hand 
under his chin to raise his head up to face him. He didn’t say a word, but just 
winked. 
 
Mac and Clara went on home after that, and the Gambles finally sat down to supper 
together. The talk was slim while they ate, with only a few mentions of the work that 
needed done the next day in the field. Kinchen never mentioned another word to 
either of his sons about what happened that day regarding the fight, and both boys 
never knew how he seemed to know. But the events in the town between Daniel 
McElderry and Bill Tanney were just beginning. Of that, they would hear much more. 
 

* * * 
Missouri, 1858 

 
The Gamble Family sat around the table eating supper. Talk was over the normal 
everyday chores each had to do and occasionally over Dinny’s desire to move out 
West on his own. Kinchen had explained many times that he was needed on the 
farm, but as Dinny grew older, it became more and more difficult to keep him from 
going his own way. He was after all, nineteen years of age now, and it is always 
difficult to force someone that old to do anything. 
 
As Mary Gamble was serving her husband some more stew, a knock came upon the 
front door. Before any of them had a chance to answer it, Mac McElderry rushed into 
the dining room, his face as white as a ghost. 
 
“Kinch…something’s happened.” 
 
“What? What is it Mac,” Kinchen asked him as he stood up, knowing it could be many 
different calamities. 
 
“There’s three horses down…on the back acres. They been shot, Kinch…shot dead.” 
 
Both men stood there for a moment, unable to come up with something to say. 
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Kinchen was not sure he heard his brother-in-law correctly. 
 
“What you mean shot? You mean to say someone kilt 'em…just like that? Who would 
do such a thing…” He stopped himself because he immediately knew who the culprit 
must surely be. 
 
“That’s right. It’s that damn Tanney. Scuse me Mary,” he said realizing that he had 
cursed in front of his own sister. “I’m just upset. Thought things had cooled down 
after that bit last year. We don’t bother him no more and he hadn’t bothered us. But 
I’m afraid his blood’s rushin’ a bit quick since he took up with them abolitionists. 
They been runnin’ raids into Kansas territory goin’ on a full two years now.” 
 
“But he knows we don’t own no slaves and we sure as heck ain’t ruffians! Ain’t had 
nothin’ to say to him since he busted that fence last year and Old Man Tanney paid 
for it. You think he’s aimin’ to mix us in with that bunch?” 
 
“Kinch…all I know is I ain’t about to wait and find out. I’m goin’ up to that house 
tonight, either with ya or without ya. But I ain’t lettin’ that man walk over me. 
Whatever made him do this, it ain’t gonna stop until we show we ain’t afeared. I 
know them boys up North are mighty angry ‘bout that business over to Marais de 
Cygnes, and I would be too, but that don’t have nothin’ to do with us and if’n he 
thinks he can group us with that lot, he’s got another think comin’. That and my 
gun.” 
 
Mary stood and looked at her husband. “What has Clara to say about this?” 
 
“Sister, she understands that a man’s got to do what a man’s got to do. Now Kinch? 
Are you with me here or not?” 
 
Kinchen looked back at his wife and could see the tears begin to form in her eyes. He 
walked over to her and took her into his arms. “Dearheart, we ain’t gonna do nothin’ 
but talk to the man. Sides, his old man has always been far more agreeable than he 
has.” 
 
“Kinchen, you look at those two boys there,” Mary said pointing at Sonny and Dinny. 
“They need their father and if you go and get yourself killed, who’s going to do that 
for them?” 
 
“Mary, we’re just gonna talk to him, that’s all. Now you boys go on and get to bed. 
We got lot’s to do in the mornin’. Don’t you give your mother a hard time and I’ll 
come check with ya when I get home.” 
 
In unison, the two boys answered, “Yes, da.” After they had left the room, Kinchen 
went to the sideboard and opened a drawer to the left. He pulled out his revolver 
and hip belt and put it on. He saw that Mac had already thought of weapons and had 
taken his musket off the wall. Handing it to Kinchen, Mac seemed to have a slight 
smile on his face. 
 
“What you grinnin’ about,” Kinchen asked. Mac started to answer, but saw that Mary 
found nothing funny about the situation and then simply turned and left. Kinchen 
looked back at his wife, gave her a kiss on her cheek and followed after. 
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* * * 
 
Dinny Gamble woke to see his younger brother standing over him. 
 
“You awake Din?” 
 
“I am now, Sonny. What you doin’?” 
 
“We got to go see about da.” 
 
“See about him? What you talkin’ about?” 
 
“I’m scared Din. Somethin’ might happen to him.” 
 
Even in the darkness, Dinny could tell the fear that his brother had in his voice. 
Sitting up in bed and rubbing his eyes, he gave out a sigh and decided the only way 
to make his brother feel better was to show him. 
 
“Ok, Sonny. We can take the back way through the fields. We’re just gonna go and 
make sure he’s OK and then come back. If da finds out we been out, he’ll whip us for 
sure.” 
 
Sonny was already putting his coat on, having dressed himself before even waking 
his brother. Dinny laughed for a second, realizing Sonny was planning on doing this 
with or without him. 
 
“Well, come on Din. Da’s been gone for close to an hour already.” 
 
“I’m comin’, I’m comin’. Gonna take us a while to get there anyway. For all we know, 
they’re on their way back already. Da’ll get home and find us out of bed and we’ll get 
the whip. But if this is what you wanna do, I’ll do it with ya.” 
 
Dinny pulled his boots on and they both quietly left their room through the window. 
The night was fairly dark, save for a slight bit of moon in the sky. It was not cloudy, 
however, so that light made it easier to travel. 
 
They moved down the hill and crossed over to the McElderry side of the property, 
passing the barn as they went. The animals were sleeping, or at least not making 
any sound. They headed towards the cornfields and then out through the pasture 
where the horses were kept. The horses stood still in the night air, some looking up 
to see who was passing by and paying no further attention, went back to grazing or 
resting. 
 
The pasture took up several acres behind the fields, and eventually butted up to the 
Tanney property. As they approached the back fence, they saw the three horses that 
Mac had told Kinchen about. The birds had already been picking on them, and flies 
were buzzing around. Sonny tried to take a closer look, but Dinny grabbed his coat. 
“You stay away from them, hear? Sides, we’re almost there.” 
 
Dinny climbed over the back fence made of split logs, and waited for Sonny. It was a 
relatively new structure since the old one had been torn down by Bill Tanney the 
previous year. As Sonny was climbing over himself, he suddenly stopped and looked 
down at his hand. 
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“What is it?” Dinny asked. 
 
“Damn splinter!” Sonny answered. 
 
“Aah, that ain’t nothin’ you baby. Come on.” 
 
Sonny swung his leg over and jumped down to the other side. The two boys then 
carefully made their way through the woods separating their property with the 
Tanney home. The woods were full of over-growth and tall Oak trees, and every now 
and then, an owl would let out a hoot, startling Sonny. Dinny would keep on moving, 
however, and Sonny was not about to be left behind. 
 
As they approached the Tanney house, they could make out a faint light ahead. 
Dinny turned to Sonny and put his finger to his lips to make sure he kept quiet. 
When they were close enough to see the people standing in front of the house, Dinny 
got down on his belly and motioned for Sonny to do the same. 
 
The Tanney house was much larger than the Gamble’s or McElderry’s. Old Man 
Tanney had made a good living early in his life with cattle and had since taken to 
living a more quiet life with his sons. He had build a nice two story Greek revival 
home that might have been the envy to many back east. It was clear he was from 
money. 
 
Bill Tanney was his oldest child, and he had two other sons, one of whom died not 
two years prior in the John Brown raid at Osawatomie. The other son was a bit slow, 
but followed Bill’s lead at pretty much everything. There were also two daughters, 
but they had since married and moved away with their husbands. 
 
As Dinny and Sonny looked on, they could see Bill Tanney on the front porch holding 
something in his hand, and his brother was holding a torch to see who had come to 
see them. Sonny looked over to Dinny and asked, “What’s that he’s holding?” 
 
“Probably his revolver…now hush.” 
 
Out in the front yard of the house, Kinchen and Mac were sitting on their horses, and 
along with them were three other men, none of which Sonny recognized. He started 
to ask Dinny who they were, but Dinny put his hand over Sonny’s mouth. It seemed 
that the men had just arrived not long before the boys did and they were in the 
midst of talking. 
 
“…knowed it was you who come up to my place and kilt them horses. Now what you 
gonna do about it?” Mac was saying. 
 
Tanney just squinted out trying to make sure he knew who he was talking to. “Now 
listen here Daniel McElderry. I ain’t done nothin’ to nobody’s horses scept my own. 
My brother here can back me up,” he said as he nodded to the slow-witted one. 
 
“Then why do I have three down in my back pasture? Suppose they just died of 
natural causes?” 
 
“Might be,” Tanney replied. 
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“Hell, you know that ain’t true. They been shot and I know by who!” 
 
Tanney scratched the whiskers on his face and remained silent for a moment. 
“Suppose you brought these fellas out here to do a number on me then, is that it?” 
 
Kinchen spoke out, “Nothin’ of the sort Bill. We just want payment for what’s rightly 
ours. We settled our differences ‘bout the fence and we’ll settle this too if’n you keep 
it peaceful. And these here boys aim to do just that.” 
 
“Don’t look to peaceful to me. You boys ride up with your guns drawn and start 
shouting accusations at me. What in hell am I supposed to think? Looks like to me 
you’re a trespassin’.” 
 
“Just like you done when you kilt them horses!” Mac yelled out as his horse started 
towards the front porch of the house. 
 
“Now you just stay right where you are, fella. I don’t want to have to get the sheriff 
out here to clean up some dead man in my front yard,” Tanney cautioned as he 
brought his weapon up and pointed it square into Mac’s direction. 
 
Before another word was said, a figure appeared behind the two Tanney boys. It 
seemed shorter and appeared to move much slower than a man. Suddenly a voice 
called out. “What in blazes is going on out here?” 
 
“Ain’t nothin’ paw. Just some old ruffians,” Tanney replied. 
 
Dinny turned to Sonny and whispered, “It’s Old Man Tanney.” 
 
Sonny looked back and the old man had moved in front of his son, between the 
revolver and Mac McElderry. “It’s nothing of the sort, son. These boys are the 
farmers what live up that road apiece. What bad blood has been spilt now?” 
 
“Don’t know, paw. They’s just tryin’ for some trouble tonight.” 
 
“Ain’t true Mr. Tanney,” Kinchen interrupted. “We found three dead horses in our 
back field, and we sure didn’t kill ‘em.” 
 
Old Man Tanney turned and looked at Kinchen Gamble. He was an old man, in his 
early eighties in fact, but his mind was till sharp and he could tell when a man was 
lying. He could tell that Kinchen Gamble spoke the truth and he had a good mind 
over who killed the horses. 
 
“Son, did you shoot these men’s horses?” he asked his Bill. 
 
“They was tryin to bust down the fence again, paw. If they keep comin’ over to our 
side, they gonna get on our pasture and eat everything in sight.” 
 
“Not what I asked. Did you shoot ‘em?” the old man repeated. 
 
Bill Tanney turned and looked at his younger brother, and then back at his father. 
“Weren’t me, but Charlie here done it. I caught him just as it was happenin’," he 
said. "I stopped him from shootin’ any more of ‘em.” 
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Kinchen and Mac were taken aback by this outright lie, but before they could object, 
Old Man Tanney answered his son, “Then first thing tomorrow, you take four horses 
over to these men as payment, you hear? I’ll not have feuds destroying my house. Is 
that clear?” 
 
“But paw!” Tanney started to argue. 
 
“But paw, nothing. You do as I say or I’ll make sure you get nothing when I go to 
meet my maker. These are good men, William and I want no more of this. Do I make 
myself clear?” 
 
Bill Tanney shot the men on his front lawn an evil look, knowing he was beat by a 
frail old man, though really his loss came at expense of his greed. He holstered his 
revolver and spit on the ground. “Four horses, tomorrow. Yes, sir.” He turned and 
stormed back in the house, yelling "Damn Paddys" as he went. 
 
Old Man Tanney went to his other son and simply put his hand on his neck. He 
looked him hard in the eye and knew that Bill had lied to him. He turned to Kinchen, 
Mac and the others and said, “I hope that is satisfactory gentlemen. I’m afraid that is 
the best offer I have to make amends for this. My son is wild and given to 
distemperment. I do apologize and hope that we can keep this between ourselves.” 
 
“I would be fine with that, sir. But only if you can keep your son under control,” 
Kinchen answered him back. 
 
“Believe me gentlemen, I know what keeps my son in line and rest assured you have 
my word.” 
 
This seemed to be enough for the crew, and Mac motioned for the other three to get 
a move on. He looked over at Kinchen who had trotted his horse close to the porch. 
He reached up and shook the old man’s hand to seal the deal. After, he snapped the 
reins of his horse and joined Mac as they moved down the road and back towards 
home. 
 
Sonny and Dinny quietly crept back away from the scene and slowly made their way 
back through the woods. It was slightly harder as they had been looking into a 
lighted area and now with it gone, the blackness seemed to take over. A few times, 
Sonny tripped, but eventually both regained their night vision and made it back to 
the house. 
 
Their father had not yet retuned when they climbed back into their bedroom window. 
As they undressed out of their boots and clothes, Sonny asked his brother, “Do you 
think that old man can really keep his son from hurting da and Uncle Mac?” 
 
“Dunno, Sonny…dunno. Hope so. Guess I just need to stick around a bit longer and 
find out.” 
 
“That’d be good Din. That’d be real good. Da would like that. I would too." 
 
“Go on and get some sleep before da gets back.” he told Sonny. He rested his head 
on his pillow and after the two had been quiet for a few moments, he said, “Me too, 
Sonny. Me too.” 
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* * * 
Missouri, February 1861 

 
 
The Gambles and McElderrys had gathered for their usual family gathering on 
Sunday, and were waiting for Will McElderry to return from town. Mary and Clara 
were out in the kitchen with Margaret and little Nellie, and the men sat in the parlor 
discussing recent events. The Reverend McElderry, now eighty-one years of age had 
taken to a nap. 
 
“It don’t look good, Mac,” Kinchen said as he tried to relight his pipe. “How long do 
you think it will be ‘fore them other states break away?” 
 
Mac scratched his head and sighed before answering, allowing Dinny Gamble to 
interrupt. 
 
“I hope not too long, da. How can a President that don’t get one vote in the South 
claim to lead the South?” 
 
“Now just a minute, son. I didn’t vote for him, but he is the President. We got to 
keep this Union together for the sake of the future,” Kinchen tried to reason with his 
son. 
 
“Kinch…I don’t know about all that. You know I voted for Douglas and he took the 
state, but that’s the only one. Lincoln and his bunch will do everything they can to 
outlaw slavery down here and I just don’t think that’s right. Your boy has a point,” 
Mac explained. 
 
“I recognize that, and you know I’m just as much a state’s righter as you are, but 
not for the sake of ruining this country. This thing can’t end peacefully. Especially 
now that South Carolina’s gone and seceded.” 
 
Dinny stood and looked at his father, “How can you say that, da? It’s the damn 
Republicans tryin’ to ruin the country! You talk like South Carolina’s started this.” 
 
“Language son, your ma’s not that far off. And I know you feel passionately about it. 
Everyone does, but it ain’t cause for fighten’s all. I just hate to see it,” Kinchen tried 
to explain. 
 
At that moment, Will busted in the front door and into the parlor, out of breath and 
excited. “Six more states have gone with South Carolina! Just got the news in town.” 
 
Kinchen bowed his head and tried to make sense of it all as Mac went to his son. 
“Which one’s Will?” 
 
“Mississippi, Texas, Louisiana, Alabama, Florida and Georgia. And I hear the Missouri 
lawmakers are meetin’ in convention right now up to the capital,” he answered. 
 
“That’s it for sure,” Dinny said excitedly. “’Ol Claiborne Jackson is sure to get us on 
the right side of this!” 
 
“He ain’t called up the militia yet, but I hear tell the federals have already 
surrounded the arsenal in St. Louis. We got to get together on this before they act,” 
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Will suggested. He went over to the sideboard and poured a drink. “Anybody else 
need one? I know I do.” 
 
Everyone nodded, except young Sonny of course. He sat and listed as he always did, 
but his emotions were torn. He understood enough of what the adults were saying 
but he could not decide which one was right. Kinchen saw him looking somewhat 
confused and went to him. 
 
“Son, I know some of this may be strange to you. You ain’t had much book learnin’ 
but we’ve all tried to teach what we knew, especially your dear ma. But lemme see if 
I can put it this way, for your sake and your brother’s.” Kinchen looked at Dinny as 
he said this last part. “When I came over to this country, I only had my own ma with 
me. Me da had died not long after I was born. She took sick on the trip over and 
when the boat landed in New York, she was dead. I had nothin’ but the bag I came 
over with and no family to speak of. Now I got that and this country has provided me 
and everyone else in this room with the means to live our lives far better than 
anyone of us would have been able to back in the old country.” 
 
Mac nodded at this, even though he had been born and raised in the United States. 
No one was aware, but the Reverend had opened his eyes and heard Kinchen speak. 
Rising slowly, he added, “Your da is right boys. I have always had common cause 
with this great country, as we have both feared the British. The act of forming this 
country was an historic act and though it was done through an act of secession, it 
rebelled against tyranny. But that was the British frame of mind, always taking up 
arms instead of discussing. Here in America, men talk about their problems, rather 
than fighting against one another with guns and knives, though we’ve seen too much 
of that lately. But if we act out of hastiness, we are sure to see bloodshed and this is 
something that I and your father would hate to see.” 
 
Mac went to his father and helped him sit as he could tell he was getting too excited. 
“Da, you talk sense, but I don’t see how we can avoid it now.” 
 
“There ain’t no way to avoid it, and as soon as they call us to arms, I’m joinin’ up,” 
Dinny exclaimed. 
 
“Me too, da. I ain’t gonna stand by and see them Northerners come in and take all 
that we have,” Will added. “We worked too hard for it!” 
 
“But boys, why do you want to fight for an institution that we all know is wrong?” 
Kinchen asked. 
 
“Da…it ain’t slavery we’re fighten’ for. It’s like you told me when I was young. It ain’t 
right, but it ain’t their place to tell us that. If we can’t make those decisions on our 
own, we’re no better off than the colonists what first moved here, takin’ orders from 
some King. We ought to be able to choose our own future and not have it forced on 
us like them boys in Washington want to do.” Dinny was proud of his reasoning, and 
Kinchen could see there was no talking him out of it. He hated to see his wife’s 
reaction to her son’s decision, but he was also proud of Dinny for taking a stand. 
 
“I can’t stop you from doing what you have to do, son. You are a man now and you 
got to live your life by your rules. But I fear I’ll lose you. And your ma has already 
lost two children in childbirth. We felt safe once you became a young man. All we got 
are you and Sonny here, and it would be too much for us if you were killed in this 
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unfortunate mess.” 
 
“Uncle Kinch, you both done taught us how to shoot…how to ride. We know this 
territory like the back of our hands. Sides, once them boys up North see how 
strongly we feel, they’ll back down. They don’t want no war anymore than we do,” 
Will said trying to assuage his uncle and father’s sure worry. 
 
“I hope you’re right, son…but I just don’t know,” Mac said as he sat in a chair by the 
front window and looked out at the farm he and his family had built up from scratch. 
“I fear that if we move to war, this land will be burnt to the ground. Ruination will be 
upon us. We’ll have to start all over again. And, God forgive me for saying it, without 
you boys there with us. War changes a man, even if he ain’t kilt.” Looking back at his 
son, he continued, “You boys’ll never be the same if it comes to that.” 
 
Dinny started to speak up, but he was interrupted by his mother calling out from the 
dining room announcing that supper was on the table. 
 
“Boy’s, don’t you mention this here talk to them women yet. Mac and me’ll break it 
gently when the time is right. And I hope maybe you’ll change you’re mind before 
then,” Kinchen pleaded with Will and Dinny. 
 
Sonny had started into the dining room and heard his brother say as they were 
following, “I doubt it, da…I doubt it.” 
 

* * * 
Missouri, August 1861 

 
Sonny Gamble sat at the edge of the lake and wrote in a new journal his mother had 
recently given him. 

August 30, 1861 
This is the first page of this log that my dear mother has given to me. I do not know 
what to write other than what has been happening in my life. I hear there is to be 
war after all. My father is against it, but my brother has gone to fight so we all are 

very worried about him.  
 

It has been four months since federal troops fired on the fort in South Carolina and 
the other southern states have left the Union along with them. Missouri has not. My 

father told me that federal troops have entered the state in the north and are 
pushing south towards us. He says they could pass through any day. My uncle says 

that the Governor of the state has been replaced by federals and that he is now 
fighting with the state militia. My brother and cousin are both fighting with him. I 

hope he is going to be safe and not get killed 
 

My grandfather has not been feeling well the last couple of days. He says his head 
hurts him all the time. This worrys me to. He is my mothers father and it worrys her 
also. I have been by myself lately. I help my father in the fields, but he is not like 

himself. He seems like he is somewhere else. Maybe he is thinking about Dinny too. 
 

I just wish this war gets over soon and Dinny and Will can come home… 
 
 
Before Sonny could finish the last sentence, he was startled by the sound of a horse 
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coming closer. He looked around and finally saw a rider approaching him from the 
north. Scared at first, he quickly realized that the rider was his best friend Thomas 
Bowers. Standing to greet him, he soon noticed that Thomas did not appear to be 
coming for play. 
 
Thomas Bowers stopped and jumped down from his horse. “Hey ya Sonny. Thought 
I’d come by and say goodbye before I left.” 
 
Sonny looked at Thomas’ horse and realized that he had strapped bedding and other 
travel supplies to his saddle. “Where ya off to?” Sonny asked him. 
 
“Well…um...” Thomas started to answer but seemed reticent to come to the point. 
“I…uh…well Sonny…I’m gonna join up.” 
 
“Join up? What you mean? We ain’t old enough to fight.” Sonny said, still confused. 
 
“Well, I ain’t gonna fight, I don’t figure…but maybe they’ll let me be a runner or 
some such…maybe an aide to an officer.” 
 
“Why you wanna do something like that? You could get killed Thomas…don’t you 
know that? My da says men are already dyin’. Shoot, the Confederates already lost a 
ton a men over to Virginia and Union troops have already started taking ground in 
Manassas.” 
 
“I know Sonny. And I want to help them?” 
 
“Ain’t much you can do to help them. They’re on the run, dummy. Sides, you may be 
a decent shot, but you’ll go runnin’ scared when them bullets come flyin’ at you.” 
 
“You don’t understand Sonny. Ain’t the Confederates I’m helpin’. I’m headin’ up to 
St. Louis to join up with Colonel Blair and the feds.” 
 
Sonny was shocked. How could this be? His very best friend was going to join the 
Union Army and fight against his own brother. “How could you?” he asked in 
disbelief. 
 
“Ain’t personal, Sonny. I just gotta do it. You know we talked about the slaves before 
and I think we can do something good if we can get ‘em their freedom.” 
 
“But that ain’t it, Thomas…how could you fight against us?” 
 
“Us? You decided you’re rebel?” Thomas asked flatly. 
 
“Rebel? The Confederates didn’t start the damned thing. The President…our President 
called up troops to invade our lands. And you’re gonna help ‘em!” Sonny said as he 
was quickly becoming incensed at Thomas. 
 
“Look…don’t wanna fight with ya, Sonny. Just wanted to say I’m leavin’ and fare thee 
well. Don’t know if I’ll get to see you again and I wanted you to know there ain’t no 
hard feelin’s. I didn’t realize you had decided to go with the rebels, but seein’ as how 
your brother an cousin are fightin’ with ‘em, I guess it makes sense.” 
 
Sonny just stood there, not knowing what else to say. His first instinct was to hit 
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Thomas, but he knew that was not the answer. He wanted to keep questioning his 
friend and convince him not to go. But he realized that this too would be a fruitless 
endeavor. He looked up at the sky and remembered many days by this lake with 
Thomas, sunny and peaceful just like this one, and he feared they would never have 
another day like that again. 
 
“Sonny…I got to go. It’s a long ride up to St. Louis. I’m sorry…you know you’re my 
best friend…but it’s what I gotta do.” 
 
Sonny extended his hand and Thomas took it. They started to shake but quickly 
Thomas pulled him forward and gave him a hug. Sonny could feel the fear in Thomas 
and realized that Thomas knew he might not live through the war if he joined up. 
Thomas adjusted his coat and got back onto his horse. With a smile, he turned it 
around and took off at a gallop.  
 
Sonny looked after his friend and though he was angry with him, also felt a feeling of 
pride that he would be willing to make such a sacrifice. Just like his brother and Will. 
He still did not know which side was right in this conflict, but he saw bravery and 
admired it. 
 
He picked up the journal from the ground and started walking back towards the 
farm, thinking all the way. He made it down past the barn and was about to head up 
the road towards his house when he heard another horse. Thinking maybe it was 
Thomas again, he quickly reeled around. Instead of his friend, he saw his cousin Will 
riding up with his arm in a sling. 
 
Running quickly to meet him, he hollered out, “Will! Boy, are you a good sight. What 
are you doin’ back here?” 
 
Will slowly came to a halt and got down off his horse, tying the reins to a post. “Long 
story, and I’ll tell you all about it when we get up to the house. But the General gave 
me some leave on account of a shot-up arm.” 
 
Sonny became worried. “What about Dinny?” 
 
“Aah, he's alright. Come on, let’s go back to the house and I’ll tell you what’s 
happenin’.” 
 
They walked up the road and entered into the Gamble house. Everyone was 
surprised and overjoyed at seeing Will, gathering around and hugging him endlessly. 
Sonny was told to run and get his Uncle Mac and Aunt Clara. He did so and soon the 
family was sitting around the parlor as Will told them all what had transpired with 
the war in Missouri since he and Dinny had left. 
 
“It’s been pretty hairy, that’s for sure. Me and Dinny got signed up and stationed 
with General Price, one of the Governor’s men. We were a pretty small force by 
ourselves, but soon an Arkansas brigade and some boys up from Louisiana joined us. 
Them boys are tough, let me tell ya. The Federals have crossed over the Missouri 
and took Jefferson City ‘bout a month ago.” 
 
“Yes, we heard that news,” Kinchen said with a grim face. “What of Dinny?” 
 
“He’s a right hero, Uncle Kinch. We already seen some pretty tough action. Not much 
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after we were drilled and trained, which weren’t but about two weeks, we were sent 
to try and hold Springfield. Ended up meeting some of them Yankee boys up by 
Wilson’s Creek. This was about three weeks ago. We was camped close by and were 
told that federals were approaching and to form a line. Me and Dinny were part of 
the center line and as we marched forward, we were met in a cornfield with them not 
fifteen yards away from us.” 
 
Will’s mother pulled out her handkerchief to blot her eyes as she began to cry and 
Mac tried to comfort her as Will continued, 
 
“When we first come upon ‘em, they hollered out and asked if we was volunteers and 
we yelled out that we sure were. They seemed to scoff at that and that only made us 
more determined. Them boys had rifle-muskets and most of us only had them old 
smoothbores, but we gave ‘em a pretty darn good fight. See, we was hidden in some 
old brushwood and the federals couldn’t see us rightly and they was out in the open, 
so we had a pretty good advantage over ‘em. But that didn’t last long since the 
smoke from the guns killed any chance we had of seeing who we were shootin’ at. 
They tried to move off our flank, but we countered ‘em pretty good and we just kept 
going back and forth with fire. We got ‘em pretty licked, cause when the smoke 
started clearing, we saw more of ‘em on the ground than was standing. And we had 
them ‘ol buck and ball shots so it whipped ‘em up pretty good. We was so confident 
at our stand, we yelled out ‘How about volunteers now!’ and that just made 'em even 
more mad. They started yellin’ for us to come out in the open and one of our officers 
yelled out to charge, so we went out runnin’ with someone hollerin’ ‘Give ‘em steel 
boys!’ We charged right at ‘em with bayonets and their line was broke. We got into 
the thick of it pretty good and Dinny just kept takin’ one after the other like he was 
blessed or something. Nobody could touch him. It was a sight, lemme tell ya.” 
 
Now it was Mary’s turn to cry, but Sonny was fascinated. He had never heard a story 
about real battle and it sounded exciting to him. He imagined what Dinny must have 
looked like in the middle of the charge and fighting like he couldn’t lose. He asked 
Will, “So where is he now?” 
 
“Well, after the battle, them federals pulled back and General Price says we got 
pretty good control of the southeast at least, so we are all pretty safe right now. 
After we all got back into camp, Price went through the volunteers and asked if any 
of ‘em wanted to transfer into the Army of Tennessee under General Jackson since 
they was meetin’ with pretty stiff resistance from the Kentucky border and they was 
afraid that if the federals took Tennessee, we wouldn’t be able to hold out here. 
Dinny was one of the first to jump at the chance. I might have too, but I got hit 
pretty bad in the arm after we came out rushin’ and they wouldn’t take me.” 
 
“Does it hurt, son,” Mac asked. 
 
“Naw, not too much. Sides, they give me a couple of weeks leave and it let me come 
see you folks. Sure glad too ‘cause I missed you all somethin’ awful.” 
 
“Well, we’re glad to have you home for a little while at least,” Mary said as she rose 
and started out towards the kitchen. “Now let’s get you something to eat. Clara, this 
boy needs some nourishment.”  
 
Clara stood and went to Will. She hugged him hard and he winced when she pressed 
against his arm, but it felt good to have his mother’s arms around him. Clara kissed 
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him on the check and then followed after Mary as she started to cry again. 
 
After they had left the room, Will looked up at his father and Uncle Kinchen with a 
more worried look on his face. “Heard somethin’ else too, da. And it ain’t good.” 
 
“What is it, son?” 
 
“Well, some of the boys said they heard that Old Man Tanney had passed. That 
true?” 
 
“We have not heard that news, Will, but we haven’t gone up to town much lately 
since we didn’t know if the federals had taken it or not. How long ago?” Kinchen 
asked. 
 
“’Bout a month ago maybe…and the boys also said that they heard ‘ol Bill was 
working with a band of irregulars. Don’t know where, but you better watch yourself 
‘cause they might be workin’ this area. Them irregulars ain’t regular army and they 
don’t follow rules like ‘em either. I can help ya while I’m still here, but I gotta get 
back to the regiment in two weeks. Just keep an eye out.” 
 
“We will, son. Don’t you worry about us. You just try and keep safe, you hear?” Mac 
reassured him. 
 
Kinchen followed, “Your da is right, Will. We’ll be just fine.” 
 
After some time and more conversation, the women returned and said that food was 
on the table. The family ate together and talked of earlier times when life was not so 
complicated. It felt strange that Dinny was not there with them, but they were glad 
to have Will back, at least for a short while. 
 

* * * 
Missouri, September 1861 

 
The last days of summer had come, and the Gamble and McElderry families were 
soon to say goodbye, once again, to Will. His leave was up and his arm had healed 
sufficiently from his wound. Even if it bothered him still, he was not about to let 
something so trivial keep him from fighting against the Northern invaders. Missouri 
was in the thick of this war, with Northern troops occupying all but the southeastern 
tip of the state, and the only thing keeping that secure was Will’s small regiment that 
had won the day at Wilson’s Creek. But this victory could not last forever, and he 
knew that there would be more than this small battle. 
 
Sonny Gamble rushed around his room, packing as many warm clothes and other 
items into a bag as quickly as he could. Will was saying goodbye to the family in the 
parlor, and Sonny had a notion that he was going to go with him. He found his heavy 
coat and stuffed it in the top of the pack. He searched the corner of his room and 
found his bedding roll that he and Dinny had used on so many nights by the lake, 
and tied it to the back. He looked around the room to see if there was anything he 
had missed, and satisfied that he had enough, he proudly walked into the parlor just 
as Will was in the midst of a long hug from his mother. 
 
Kinchen looked over to his youngest son and immediately understood what was in 
Sonny’s mind. “And just what do you think you are doin’, young man?” Kinchen 
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asked with a scowl. Mary turned to see Sonny with his gear and rushed towards him, 
trying to pull the pack away. 
 
Sonny would not let her have it. He hated to defy his parents, but he was 
determined. “Goin’ with Will. I want to fight just like him and Dinny!” 
 
“I forbid it! You will not go, you hear?” his father said strongly. 
 
Will tried to step in, “Sonny, this thing ain’t for young boys like you. You got way too 
much life ahead of ya.” 
 
“Thomas went and signed up! He ain’t but six months older than I am. I’m goin’ to 
fight,” Sonny said defiantly. 
 
His mother started to cry and began pleading with Kinchen to talk some sense into 
him. Kinchen grabbed him by his ear and pulled him into the dining room, saying as 
he went, “Will, I hope you keep safe, son. I got to take care of this one, but we’ll be 
seein’ ya when you get your next leave. You tell Dinny to send us word if you see 
him.” 
 
The McElderry’s said their last goodbyes to Will as Kinchen closed the dining room 
door behind him and pulled Sonny’s pack away. He threw it on the floor and looked 
into Sonny’s eyes with great anger. “How dare you make a scene like that with your 
mother standin’ there? How can you act so selfish when we’s about to see Will off? 
What’s got into you, boy?” 
 
Sonny said nothing. He looked down at the floor and tried to think of the best way to 
explain it to his father. 
 
“Answer me, boy!” Kinchen said loudly. 
 
“Da…I gotta sign up. I just gotta. Ain’t no use around here, and they need fighten’ 
men! You gotta let me go!” 
 
“I need you here! Your mother needs you, specially without Dinny not around.” 
 
“Well I ain’t stayin’, you hear? Ain’t gonna do it. And you can’t make me,” Sonny 
shouted as he pulled away from his father and went for his pack.  
 
Kinchen grabbed his arm again and whirled him around. Sonny tried to wriggle away 
and his father popped him across the face. Sonny pulled away again. This time, 
Kinchen let him. Sonny ran out the back of the dining room and out into the back 
yard. He rubbed tears away from his eyes and started to think of what to do now. 
 
He ran around the front of the house and could see Will riding off way down the 
road. He had to try and catch him. He decided to take the old trail road that was no 
longer used. Perhaps he could cut through there and meet up with Will farther down. 
He took off running with nothing but the boots on his feet and shirt on his back. He 
didn’t need his pack. If he could just catch up with Will, his cousin would take him 
along to fight. 
 
He was running fast and the house disappeared behind him. Thoughts raced through 
his mind. His father’s angry look, his mother’s tears. He thought of Dinny and how 
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brave he had been, and then he thought of Thomas and what he might be doing 
right now. The trees passed him by in a blur and the only sound he could hear was 
his own heart. 
 
But suddenly, another noise began to come into his ear. It sounded like low, 
rumbling thunder at first. Sonny stopped running. His heart was beating fast and he 
tried to quietly catch his breath so he could make out what it was. As the sound grew 
louder and louder, Sonny realized that it must be a group of horses. It was the sound 
of hooves pounding on the ground, and they were getting closer. 
 
He grew frightened that it might be Union forces, come to take the area. He jumped 
into the ditch on the side of the road and up the bank into the tree line. Hiding 
behind a large Oak tree, he crouched down and waited. 
 
Before long, the horses were upon him. He could clearly see twelve men riding past. 
At their lead was none other than Bill Tanney. His long, black hair flowed behind him 
in the wind, and his horse snorted hard as he rode past. He wore a Union officer’s 
uniform, as did the rest of his men, and they were heavily armed it seemed to 
Sonny. Where were they going, and for what purpose? It did not take him long to 
answer that question. He knew they were headed towards the farm. 
 
Once they were past him, Sonny quickly rose from his hiding place and took off 
running even faster than before. Now he had to catch up with Will so they could go 
back and help his family. He did not stop running until the old trail met up with the 
road, and he looked both ways as he stopped. Had Will already passed? He tried to 
catch his breath, but it was hard. He bent down and rested his hands on his knees, 
breathing hard, in and out. 
 
Soon, he heard the sound of another horse, but this time, just one riding at a trot. 
He looked up and saw Will riding towards him. Rushing over, he started calling out, 
“Will…Will…we got to go back…we got to get back to the farm!!” 
 
Will stopped his horse and quickly jumped down, grabbing Sonny by his shirt. “What 
the hell are you doin’ Sonny? What you talkin’ about?” 
 
Sonny kept saying it over and over, “We got to go back!” 
 
Will shook him hard. “Sonny, calm down…just calm down! Tell me what’s happenin’.” 
 
Sonny started to breathe slower and then told Will what he had seen. It took Will no 
less time than it did Sonny to figure out what it meant. In an instant, he pulled 
himself back up into the saddle and pulled Sonny up behind him. He pulled the reins 
of the horse and turned it around. With a quick nudge from his spur, the horse was 
off at a gallop. 
 
They rode hard back towards the farm, and as the got closer, they could make out 
smoke billowing up into the skyline. Will spurred his horse on faster. As they turned 
the last corner before reaching the barn, they both saw a Union soldier throwing a 
torch into the hayloft of the barn. Will quickly unsheathed his saber and rode his 
horse towards the man. The soldier barely had time to register what happened 
before the saber slashed across his chest leaving a large gash. As the soldier fell, Will 
quickly dismounted his horse and ran the saber through his back, making sure he 
was dead. He pulled his revolver from his holster and looked around to see if any 
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more soldiers appeared. None did. 
 
“Sonny, you stay here! I’m gonna go check up at the house.” 
 
Sonny wrapped the reins of the horse around a post and ran into the barn. The blaze 
had yet to take hold and he was able to stamp out the fire in the loft before it did. He 
looked around and the place had been ransacked. He jumped back down out of the 
loft and ran back into the yard. He immediately heard Will screaming. Sonny took off 
running up the road towards the Gamble home. 
 
Cresting the hill, the first thing he saw was the house on fire. Then he looked to the 
front porch and saw two bodies lying on the ground. Will was kneeling in front of one 
and the other lay to his side. Approaching, Sonny could see that the figure in Will’s 
arms was Clara McElderry. To his side, lay his father, Mac. Clara had been shot 
through the chest and Mac stabbed what looked like several times, but it was difficult 
to tell as blood had soaked through his shirt. 
 
Sonny was frozen for a moment and then realized what had happened. He rushed up 
onto the porch and busted through the front door. Fire was beginning to engulf the 
back of the house, but had not yet taken hold in the parlor, but what he saw instead 
remained imprinted upon his mind for the rest of his life. 
 
Lying on the floor were his nieces. Margaret and Nellie had both been shot and killed 
and had fallen to the floor in an embrace. His eye quickly raced to the door by the 
dining room and there was his mother, Mary Gamble. She had a hole in her head 
from a gunshot and blood had poured down her face. Her hand still held the revolver 
she must have tried to use to protect her family. But where was his father? 
 
Sonny knelt down beside his mother, and as he did, he noticed a pair of legs 
protruding from the door to the dining room. His grandfather lay dead, having been 
run through with a saber with blood pouring out over the floor around him. Sonny 
screamed, “You bastards!!” and began to cry. 
 
He quickly rose and grabbed his mother by her arms and began to drag her out of 
the house. He pulled her onto the front porch and down into the yard as the flames 
began to take in the front of the house as well. He noticed that Will was gone and 
looked around to find him. As his eyes scanned the yard, he spied the chicken coop 
and saw that they had been slaughtered, and behind it, he could see a rope 
stretched from a tree limb. He could not make out what was attached to the other 
end, so he quickly ran towards the back of the coop. Reaching the tree, he looked up 
to see Kinchen Gamble dangling from the tree limb. Will was kneeling on the ground 
just looking up at it with a blank look upon his face. 
 
“What have they done??? What the hell have they done???” Sonny screamed. He ran 
towards Will and picked up the saber lying next to him. He jumped up on a table 
behind the coop and cut the rope allowing his father to fall to the ground. Sonny 
quickly jumped down and rolled his father over. It was then that he noticed that they 
had stabbed him in the side before they hung him. He cried out, “WHY??….WHY???”  
 
Sonny lifted himself from the ground and tried to gain Will’s attention. Finally, his 
cousin snapped out of his trance and without saying a word, ran back towards the 
house. Sonny followed and stopped him before Will was about to run inside again. 
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“Don’t Will,” Sonny said through tears. “You seen it already, I spect. Ain’t nothin’ we 
can do for ‘em now. They’s dead. All of ‘em.” 
 
Will started towards the house again, and then stopped. Then he started towards the 
barn, but stopped again. He was frozen in indecision, and Sonny grabbed his arm. 
“What we gonna do, Will?” 
 
“I…I don’t know…” Will tried to say, but his mind was too full of conflicting thoughts 
to say much of anything. Instead, he went back to his mother and pulled her further 
away from the house. Sonny felt the heat from the fire too, and did the same with 
Mary. Both then went back and pulled Mac towards the other bodies. 
 
“We got to bury ‘em,” Will said. “We got to give ‘em a good Christian burial, just like 
Grampa McElderry would have wanted.” 
 
“What about Tanney, Will? What we gonna do about him?” 
 
“Ain’t nothin’ we can do right now. I ain’t gonna worry about it yet. His time’ll come 
soon enough.” 
 
“You figure they’re still around here?” 
 
“No. They’re gone. They come to do their business and they did it. Then they left. 
Damn cowards!” Will said, himself ready to break down. Sonny gave him a hug and 
the two stood in an embrace for a moment before they went to work. 
 
Will and Sonny went about the business of burying their family, allowing the house 
to burn. The thought of the rest of them inside pained them both, but there was 
nothing they could do. They made the graves down by the barn, and marked them 
each with small wooden crosses. By the time they were through, the sun was setting 
and both were tired beyond belief, more from their grief than their work. 
 
They bedded down for the night in the barn, and in the morning, Will told Sonny that 
he would have to come with him. 
 
“I cain’t leave ya here by yerself. You wanted to come, so I guess you can now.” 
 
Sonny started to cry again. He thought of the last words he had with his father and 
guilt consumed him. Will realized what he had said and hugged him closely. “I’m 
sorry, Sonny. I’m sorry I said it. This ain’t your fault. It ain’t.” 
 
Through deep, heavy sobs, Sonny tried to say that it was, but Will just hugged him 
tighter, “No it ain’t, kid. No it ain’t.” 
 
After some time, they both packed up whatever gear they had left and mounted 
Will’s horse. They rode out to the pasture behind the house, expecting to find the 
horses dead, but were surprised when they were not. 
 
“I spect ‘ol Tanney figured he could just steal ‘em after he done this,” Will said. They 
chose two of the better ones and rode back down to the barn. Sonny looked behind 
him through the woods that led to the Tanney home. His mind quickly turned 
towards revenge. He didn’t know when, or where, but he swore to himself right then 
at that moment that someday Bill Tanney would pay for what he did. Someday. 
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They saddled up one of the horses for Sonny to ride and packed the other with some 
gear and tied it to the back of Will’s saddle. With one final look back towards the now 
smoldering home of Kinchen Gamble, they rode off back down the road and towards 
Will’s regiment. Sonny was now a soldier, and more than anything else, he wanted to 
kill Bill Tanney. Be it in battle, or somewhere else…Sonny Gamble would have his 
day. 
 

* * * 
Wyoming Territory, 1881 

 
“MA!!!” Sonny screamed out, waking Corrina and Doc Foster. The Doc, quickly rose 
and looked down into Sonny’s face. It was covered in sweat and Doc Foster could tell 
that the fever was taking strong hold of him. 
 
“You go and get some fresh water to cool him down, hear?” the Doc said to Corrina. 
She went out and came back quickly with a fresh basin of water and began wiping 
his forehead of the sweat. 
 
“Will he be all right, Doctor?” Corrina asked. 
 
“Hard to tell at this point. Hard to tell. This fever could subside, but then again, it 
might not. He’s been in and out for most of the night. I had just fallen asleep when 
he called out.” 
 
“Is he sleeping, or…” she wondered. 
 
“Yes, he’s sleeping. Sort of. He’s having delusions I think. Who knows of what?” the 
Doc answered. 
 
Corrina continued to wash Sonny’s face with the cold rag and leaned down and 
kissed him on his cheek. “You’ll be fine, my sweet. I know you will.” 
 
Sonny did not hear her. His mind was still in the past. The face of his mother had 
appeared in his mind, going from young and beautiful to white, with a hole in her 
head and blood streaming down. And every now and then, the face of Tanney would 
appear to him. In many ways, it was this vision that was keeping Sonny Gamble 
alive. 
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