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I knelt beside the stream and gazed into the water at the reflection of the man looking back at me. Dark hair and eyes and a week’s worth of beard. Tough-hollow cheeks. 

Taking a drink and then splashing some of the cold water onto my face and neck — I used my kerchief to dry my face as I stood up. I walked back toward my campfire.

My horse was tied to a picket line. She stomped her right hoof as I approached. I gently rubbed her neck. “Good morning.” My bedroll was laid out on the ground. Venison jerky hung close by the fire.

The bump on the back of my head was small, but it was sore to the touch. I couldn’t recall how it got there. There were a lot of things that I could not recall. Including my name. The scars down both of my arms were apparent burns. I had been burned badly, at one time, and not that long ago. 

I had awakened in my bedroll on the ground next to my campfire the morning before. No memory of anything else. I knew that I had built that fire, but I had no memory of doing it. I knew direction, such as east and west, but from which direction I had rode in from, I had no idea. 

The thought of not knowing my own name wasn’t as terrifying as one might think. I felt at peace, even. As if I had left something bad behind. I tried thinking hard to figure things out, but nothing was coming. At least not for the time being.

I packed up my bedroll, as I was sure I had always done, but it felt good doing it again for the first time. I slung my two-gun holster around my hips and tied the two guns down. I walked over to my horse and tied the bedroll behind her saddle. “You ready to ride?” I realized then that my horse needed a name. “I’m going to call you, Girl, for now.” I took notice of the rifle that hung in its scabbard. An 1863 Spencer lever action.

I climbed up into the saddle and headed west. It seemed to be as good a direction to go as any.

For countless days, I traveled across the high plains. Made camp where I happened to be when the sun began to sink low in the sky. Figured I would keep riding west until I came across a reason not to. 

A Mountain Range eventually came into view. They were a welcomed addition to the landscape. They seemed to beckon me from the distance. I sat my horse and stared at them. I almost had a memory. I had seen these mountains from close to where I now sat on my horse. Of that I was sure.

I had a picture in my head of a lovely woman standing on the porch of a cabin. No memory of events, just a picture. I was sure that she had just asked me something. I wanted to know what she had said more than anything. I only hoped that I had answered her. The sound of the saddle leather creaking brought me back to a conscious state of mind.

Topping a low-lying hill, I pulled up on my reins and sat my horse, staring at the buildings in the distance to the north. No sign of anyone that I could see. Horses were tied to hitching rails. A couple of cabins on the outskirts of town.

A lush green valley with lots of trees. A small river circled around and parted it down the middle. This was an oasis in an otherwise dry . . . brown wilderness.

I had a strange feeling. The longer I sat my horse, the stronger it became, destiny waited for me here. It owned me. More than I owned the horse that I sat. She started me down the path and into the valley.

Coming to a stop, I climbed down from my horse. I slapped the reins around the hitching rail and walked up onto the boardwalk. I pushed open the swinging doors and stood there for a moment. Three men sitting at the bar in an otherwise empty saloon turned their heads in my direction.

Stepping inside, I walked over to the bar and placed a silver dollar down on the counter. “Whiskey, please.”

The bartender stared at me for a moment before making his move. He got busy pouring the clear liquid into the glass. His hands began to tremble. Reaching over to retrieve a towel, he dried up the spilled drops of liquor. With a quiver in his voice, he questioned me, “Will that be all?”

“I’ll take the bottle,” I answered.

I had no doubt that this man knew exactly who I was. I didn’t know what friends or enemies I had in this saloon or this town. I didn’t exactly know how to go about finding out.  I downed the liquid in the glass.  I finally decided that they would reveal themselves soon enough.
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