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Chapter One: A Disappointed Father 
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It was a chaotic and unpredictable time when a young nation was slowly birthing itself. A time when life was cheap and lawlessness was the norm. It was during times like these, that men had to do what they had to do, to survive. Men took the law into their own hands, often with bloody results. It was during these tumultuous times that a deadly force of nature was born. A man whom some said was more demon than human. A man who might have become a legend but did not, simply because most men who were unfortunate to encounter him, he shot dead. A man whose name men would whisper with equal parts fear and dread. It was during this time that the Vigilante was born.

The vigilante was not born as he was, a violent and merciless killer, who handled guns as if they were an extension of his own body. No, such a precise and skilled killer like the Vigilante was made, not born. Terrible circumstances beyond his control shaped him to become the deadly force of nature that he now was. 

It all started quietly enough in the home of retired Texas Ranger Harvey Wideman. Ranger Wideman had recently retired as a Texas Ranger and had distinguished himself in a long and fruitful career. 

It was tough to walk in the shadow of such a prominent Texas Ranger like Harvey Wideman. This was a fact that wasn't lost upon his two sons Gilbert and John. Both were young men now, and both felt the pressure of trying to live up to their father's legacy and expectations in their own way.

A few days before the Vigilante would be born, Gilbert Wideman was outside their family property doing some target practice. This wasn't an unusual occurrence as Gilbert was very diligent when it came to his shooting practice.

Gilbert gripped his revolver with one hand and squinted with his eyes. He could see the tin can up ahead, even if his distance from it made it even smaller in his line of sight. He gripped his gun tightly, but not with an iron grip. He gripped it just right, so it wouldn't tremble in his hand. He squeezed the trigger gently, much gentler than how he held the gun. The shot rang out and echoed throughout the open air around their house. Gilbert smiled as he saw the can topple in the distance. The shot was true and hit its mark.

“That was a lot farther than my previous shot. Can't help but pat myself on the back for that one.”

“You ain't the only one who's gonna pat you on the back.”

Gilbert turned and saw his father Harvey Wideman. His father was smiling at him and beaming proudly. Even now as a young man, and a Texas Ranger himself, Gilbert still longed for his father's approval. Both he and his brother Johnny did. Perhaps this was just the case when it came to sons and fathers, or parents and children in general.  No matter how old the kids got, they would always still be the kids looking for approval, and the parents would still be the authority figures looming high above them. Of such authority figures, Harvey Wideman was likely inclined to give his seal of approval to Gilbert more often.

“Anyone ever tell ya not to sneak up on an armed man, Pa? You should know this by now, considering all the years of service you put with the rangers.”

Gilbert did have a point. He was caught by surprise by his Pa's greeting, and sharpened instincts could have prodded him to pull the trigger on his father. Gilbert however, knew better and did not.

“You almost got me to jump outta my own skin!” he said.

Harvey smiled at his son. “I knew you wouldn't do it, son. I trust you.”

“Even if I had a loaded gun and I was doing target practice? Come on Pa. That seems to be stretching it a bit. I wouldn't take that risk.” 

Harvey Wideman shook his head. Despite his thick beard, he was a little younger than he looked. For a retired Texas Ranger who had seen so much, Wideman kept himself in amazing shape mentally, and physically. His senses were still razor sharp, and he could still handle a gun pretty well. Perhaps such skills did not dull with time and age. Perhaps, because of all the dangerous scrapes Ranger Wideman had gotten himself into, such skills and instincts had been embedded in his mind. 

“Nah, I knew you wouldn't get all trigger-happy on me an' pull the trigger.”

“How could you be so sure of that, Pa?”

Wideman smiled at his son as he patted him on the shoulder. He saw that the barrel of Gilbert's gun was still smoking from the shot he took. 

“Of course I would have faith in you. I trained you myself to be a ranger, didn't I? You would still surely be able to tell the difference between the sound of my voice from the sound of a genuine threat.”

Gilbert's heart swelled with pride. It was clear that his father placed a lot of faith in him. He was glad to see that his father was proud of him and how far he had gone. It was this sense of pride and accomplishment that Gilbert's brother, Johnny Wideman did not have at all.

In the old ranger's eyes, Johnny was the complete opposite of Gilbert, and he was very vocal about this.

“Look at you! Sleeping the day away like some bear in the middle of winter. Only yer not as fat or dangerous!”

Harvey Wideman caught his son Johnny napping on the hammock tied out at the back of the house. He wasn't really surprised. This was one of Johnny's old habits to doze off and sleep the afternoons away.

“I'm sorry, Pa! I just... I just got so tired helping Ma with the chores around the house an' all.” 

Johnny tried to reason with his father but Harvey wouldn't have any of it. It was all Harvey could do not to hit him, as he did in Johnny's younger years. He was a young man now, after all. Even though he had his reservations about hitting him, Harvey Wideman's disdain of his son was still quite clear.

“You got tired cleaning up the house? That's not much work, Johnny! Definitely not enough for you to doze off in the middle of the day!”

“Come on, Pa. Don't be so hard on Johnny.”

It was Gilbert's reassuring voice. Johnny had some comfort knowing that his brother and mother did not share his father's disdain.

“Gilbert, I know you've made me proud becoming a ranger an' all. You're a wonderful son that I know will follow in my footsteps with ease. But that being said, you are too easy on your little brother. He's clearly a lazy lout who can't get off his ass if his life depended on it!”

Johnny heard his father raise his voice, and he instinctively jumped out of the hammock. He couldn't even control his body, and it just happened. The instincts were borne from the fear and trauma of a childhood of physical abuse from his father. Johnny's mind and body simply couldn't help but react this way. Unfortunately, this wasn't the best way to get out of the hammock and he fell flat down on the ground. 

Johnny was still picking himself up when he heard his father berating him.

“He can't even get up right! He's got to fall flat on his face like that!”

“Who wouldn't fall flat on his face if he was yelled at like that?”

Harvey Wideman and his sons turned around at the sound of the familiar voice. They all recognized their wife and mother, Ruth Wideman. When she was younger, Ruth was often submissive and allowed Harvey to do whatever he wanted in terms of raising the kids and establishing house rules. As they got older however, Ruth grew to be more assertive and often challenged her husband, as she did now. When they were younger, Harvey would not let his wife speak to him like this, but that was then, and this was now. They were both much older, and while he didn't agree with her, he was too old to pick a fight with his wife.

“Yer all soft on him! That's why he ended up the way he is now!” he grumbled. 

“You never thought that he ended up like this because you kept berating him? Ever flipped it around, Harvey?”

The old ranger did not have much to say to his wife after that. He was too tired to argue the point with her any further. It was futile, and Harvey was already too old for long, drawn out arguments. He simply had to accept the fact that his son was not up to his standards. It was one of many, unpleasant things he had learned to accept in his life.

“I'm not even going to have this discussion no more! I'll be seeing you all inside!”

Harvey went back inside the house, leaving Gilbert and Ruth with Johnny. Johnny was still cowering on the ground like a scalded dog. His brother reached out his hand to him.

“Come on now, Johnny. It's going to be fine. Don't you listen to your father. You know how silly he can get.” Ruth said.

“Ma's right, John. Don't take what Pa said too seriously. I'm sure he still loves you, in his own way.”

Johnny Wideman took his brother's hand and he was pulled back up. Gilbert had a strong grip and easily pulled up his frightened brother.

“I appreciate the concern Ma, Gilbert. But it's really easy for ya both to say that considering he ain't getting on both yer cases like he does with me.” Johnny said.

“Your brother's right. Don't let your father's crass words get to you. He does care about you. He just can't show it right an' proper.”

Johnny shrugged his shoulders. “If he does care about me, he sure got a funny way of showing it.”

Ruth smiled at her son. His mother's smile always reassured John Wideman. It was the kind of smile that came from a loving and caring mother. The kind of smile that told him that things would always work themselves out, no matter what. And even if things didn't necessarily work themselves out, she would always be there for him.
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