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Introduction:

It was the twelfth day of July of 1985. Summer had finally come to New York City. The day had started like all the rest had for the last seven years. He was up by seven thirty, showered, and a quick breakfast, so as to be at the office by nine. It was the second Friday of the month and that meant payday, a good weekend usually followed. Tonight, he had no real plans, but tomorrow was his birthday. His thirtieth birthday. Supposed to be a big time in a man’s life according to some and the boys from work had a party planned for him after they’d went to dinner. 

At five-thirty-five, he walked out the front door of the office building. The ad agency he worked for was of a good size, but hadn’t gotten those big accounts yet. Therefore, they weren’t in the high rent section of town. He hailed a cab, then caught the 214 subway which stopped a half a block from his apartment which also wasn’t in the high rent area just yet. His life to some may be considered boring, but to him, it was good-bye to his figuring. He had a good job, good friends, a nice place to live and was making decent money. There was no special girl in his life just now. Dating this one and that one, but nothing serious. He had been thinking that maybe it was time to find that right one though. 
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A girl to settle down with and who knew, maybe even start a family. At some point in time so he’d been told, his own family had been wealthy. 

Very wealthy. Sad to say that point had passed some time before he had come along. Dirk grew up middle-class at best. He went to public school and got into college only by working his butt off to make good grades and get a scholarship. He also did odd jobs his last two years of school. 

Delivering groceries, pizza and running errands for several different companies during the summers to pay for what the scholarship would not. Four years later, he had a degree in art and design. Now he was living the dream, as the saying goes. He got home, prepared his dinner and sipped a glass of wine as he got it ready. Then he poured another glass and kicked back on the sofa to eat and watch TV. 

A typical evening for a single man. Between the wine and the work-day he’d had, at ten o’clock, he went to bed. Saturday was normal. He dropped two suits off at the cleaner and picked up three. Stopped at the deli and picked up a couple of things. then went back to his apartment. After a quick once over cleaning of the apartment, he decided to take a little nap and get ready for a late night out with the boys. Brother, it turned out to be one too. It was after two A.M. Sunday morning before he finally fell into bed. Having drank way more than his share. 
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“Wake up damn you,” said the gruff voice of someone he didn’t know or recognize, especially half asleep and still a little drunk. 

“Just shoot him in the head and let’s be done with it,” said another voice from somewhere in the dark room. 

Then he felt the cold steel of a gun barrel pressed against his temple. You want to talk about sobering up in a hurry. This was it he thought. That day that most all New Yorkers worry about and live in fear of. 

Robbery, home invasion or even worse, but for some reason they kept right on living there. A flash of last night’s party went through his mind. 

Maybe because they had talked about just this very thing over dinner and continued the topic at the bar. 

‘Crazy,’ he thought, ‘my last birthday wish had been, to have lived a hundred years ago when times were safer and simpler. Not all the robbery and murder like it was now. When you could lay down and sleep in your own bed at night without worrying if your door was even locked.’ 

That voice snapped him out of his thoughts. “Mister, you got just one second to open your eyes or you ain’t ever going to open them again.” He opened them, but slowly, not really wanting to see what was going on. 

The apartment was completely dark. They had turned on no lights. 

“Look guys, I had way too much to drink earlier tonight,” he told the burglars. “If you see something you want, just take it. No need to do me any harm. I haven’t seen your faces or anything like that” 
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“Oh we gonna take what we want alright,” said the gruff voice. “That’d be the five thousand dollars reward that’s on your head. Dead or Alive. All we gotta do now is haul your ass back to Sacramento. That is if we don’t decide to shoot you before then. There’s a noose waiting to stretch your neck when we get you back there.” 

With that, he sat bolt upright in the bed. The gunman took a step back, but kept that pistol aimed right at Dirk’s chest the whole time. 

“What do you mean, stretch my neck?” he asked. He rubbed his eyes and looked around the room. Now it wasn’t like he lived in no penthouse or anything, but this certainly wasn’t his apartment. The walls and floors were nothing more than bare wooden planks as best he could see. “What’s going on here?” he asked the robbers. 

“You get kicked in the head by a mule or something?” asked the gunman. “I done told you twice what’s going on boy. Now get your duds on unless you plan to go to Sacramento in nothing but them long handles.” 

He glanced down and sure enough he was wearing a pair of those one-piece red underwear. Something he was sure he didn’t even own. He looked around the bare living room. “Well it looks like you boys have started helping yourself to my things before I told you to,” he said. “Where’s my television and my stereo??” he asked. “In fact, where are all of my things.”

“Mister, I don’t even know what it is you’re mumbling about, but I’m getting real tired of you. Now put on whatever it is you plan to wear on the train back to California.”

“Back to California,” he said. “I’ve never been to California in the first place. Besides, you have no right to take me anywhere,” he told the gunman.
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“This here wanted poster says I got a right,” he said holding it up in front of Dirk’s face. “And this forty-five says I aim to do just that.” 

Whoever had drawn that poster was no De Vinci or Van Gough, but even in the dark room he had to say it did hold a strong resemblance to him. The main thing that caught his eye though was that Dead or Alive in bold letters, right across the top of the poster. The second man now threw some clothes on the bed and said, “here. I don’t feel like riding from here slam to California with no half naked hombre.” 

He reached for the clothes and even in the dark realized they weren’t his. A black broadcloth suit, made of some coarse material of some kind, black half boots and a derby hat. Glancing again at that wanted poster, he saw the name Dent Hardy below the image. “Whoa, wait a minute boys?” he said. “That was my great grandpa’s name.” 

Suddenly, everything went even darker for him. He woke up later with a lump on the back of his head in the seat of a train. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


5

[image: ]




This wasn’t no subway train either. In fact, this thing looked like something out of an old black and white western. He looked around at the man seated beside him and the other one across the aisle. They too looked like they were from that same old western movie. The one seated beside him was a big man, He’d say probably six inches taller than his five foot eleven and he’d guess maybe sixty pounds heavier. Shoulder length brown hair and a week’s stubble on his face. Across the aisle, the other one was a skinny dirty looking little man. He had oily brown hair, bad teeth, and beady black eyes. 

“Did you hit me?” he asked the big man pointing at his hand. 

“Nope,” he said, “I used this,” and pulled a very old model, but nearly new looking pistol from his waistband. 

“Look I’m telling you men for the last time; you’re making a mistake here. Dent Hardy was my great grandpa,” he said. “My name is Dirk Hardy.”

“Right and you just happen to be the same age as your great grandpa,” said the big man very sarcastically. “The man we’re here for is your age, not some old geezer,” he said. “I think he has been kicked in the head by a mule Sam,” said the little one. 

“Shut up Mouse,” the big man told him.” Look pal, you had a good run of it for quite a while there. This poster here is seven years old, but the sheriff told us, it’s still open and active. All that way from California to New York, but now it’s over and it’s time to go back and pay the piper. You are Dent Hardy and you’re going to Sacramento to hang for the theft of a hundred and sixty thousand dollars in gold and the murder of three men. Then me and Mouse here are gonna be rich for a while ourselves. Now shut your yap so I can get some sleep,” he told Dirk.” 
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He leaned back in his seat and pulled a well-worn brown hat down over his eyes. His partner did the same across the aisle. Dirk’s left wrist was near the aisle and chained to the seat arm by a pair of very antique looking shackles. He sat back and tried to make some sense of all this. His mind went again to the party of last night. They’d talked about many things, the last of them had been about the rise of violence in the city of late. How much safer and better off people had been years ago. 
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