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​SYNOPSIS
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Quickly crawled to the window and slowly raised their heads until they were looking out at the street.

They saw about sixteen horsemen stopped in front.

Their revolvers gleamed in the moonlight. Those men who fired on a house without warning could only belong to the gang of the Gordon Corday. But anyway, he asked:

“Who are you and what do you want...

Time for revenge is a story belonging to the Far West collection, a collection of novels developed in the American Wild West.

TIME FOR REVENGE
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CHAPTER I


[image: ]




John Winterfell, twenty-three years old, five foot seven, dark-haired with harsh facial features, frowned as he saw Dr. Ready emerge from his father's bedroom, looking worried.

““How is he, doctor?” he asked.

The doctor stared at the young man and then shook his head from side to side.

“Bad,” he replied. And I think this time we have to take it seriously.

"What is it about?"

"The heart, kid. Jeff Winterfell's old heart has grown tired of beating. It's something medicine can't change. There are circulatory disorders complicated by a lung condition."

"Don't you think that if I take him to the East...?"

“It would be cruel of me to give you hope, Johnny.

"So...

“It’s best to leave it in God’s hands.” Ready put the stethoscope in the briefcase on the table.

“When will you return, doctor?”

“I gave him a sedative. I’ll come back first thing tomorrow. But if he gets worse, let me know right away.”

"OK.

John accompanied the doctor outside the house.

A warm sun caressed the meadow, still bathed in the dew that had fallen during the early morning.

The doctor got into the car, took the reins of the horse and pulled it along, setting off at a short trot with the sound of bells.

Johnny entered the house and went to his father's bedroom.

Jeff Winterfell was nearing fifty-five, but he looked like he was seventy. White hair, wrinkled skin, dull eyes.

“What did the doctor tell you, Johnny?” he asked, seeing his son at the bedside.

The young man smiled.

"It's just a minor bump. There are several cases like yours in the region. It's all because of this long winter."

Jeff sighed.

“You’re a bad liar, boy. I know better than the doctor what my condition is...”

“That’s what you believe, Father.”

“It’s complete certainty. I’ve reached the end of the road, Johnny. And that’s why I want to talk to you about something very important...”

"You can tell me about it another time. Now you need to get some sleep. You haven't slept a wink for two days..."

“Yes, you’re right. Two days without being able to rest. It’s the remorse that won’t leave me.”

John raised his eyebrows.

“Remorse, Father?” he smiled slightly. “That’s absurd. You are the most honest person I have ever known. You could never have done anything wrong that would make you feel remorseful.”

Jeff looked at his son, and pleading with him:

“Sit down, Johnny.

The young man sat on the edge of the bed and the sick man continued:

“I’m going to leave you very little time. This land is bad.”

“It's always been quite enough for you. It will be for me too.”

“ Let’s not kid ourselves. For twenty years we’ve barely made enough to live on. Perhaps you’ve wondered at some point why we didn’t just leave this country...”

“I love this land, father.

“Because you know no other. If your eyes had beheld a fertile land, where the grass grows so tall it hides a man and his horse, where thousands of cattle graze...”

“I’ve heard about it countless times, but I’ve never envied anyone who might possess that fortune.

“However.” Jeff Winterfell paused, and for a moment his eyes unexpectedly held a strange glint. “What if such fortune were yours?”

“I don’t understand you, father...”

"Suppose that somewhere the land and cattle I've mentioned existed, and that they were yours. Would you leave here?"

“Yes, in that case I would go and take possession of what was mine.” Johnny thought his father was delirious and went to get up, but the sick man’s hand grabbed his wrist.

“It exists, Johnny. All of that is real.

“But what do you mean?”

“It would be better if I told you from the beginning. Don’t look at me like that. I feel better now because I’m going to unburden my conscience. It’s like a knot that I’ve felt squeezing my chest for many years.”

Johnny began to believe that his father was speaking to him calmly and prepared to listen to him with the utmost attention.

“Many years ago,” he began to recount, “your mother and I arrived in this country. We came from very far away: from Texas.”

“When I was finally able to figure things out, you told me that we came from Virginia.

“I wanted to forget the past, and if you had known the true starting point you would have asked many questions, the answers to which would have been very painful for me. Your own mother died of grief two years after we arrived in the region.

"Of grief? Why?"

“You’ll understand right away. When I was your age, I met a man in Kansas City named James Burton. He and I were two of the many adventurers who saw the promised land in the West. Burton spoke to me and convinced me of the fabulous possibilities of raising cattle in Texas, which had just joined the Union. We set off there with some wagons and several dozen head of cattle, which we had acquired, investing every last penny in the process.”

“After many adventures, we acquired a piece of virgin land near the Brazos River, a little downstream from its confluence with the Navasota. There we established our ranch, which we named Five Oaks. We had chosen well. Within five years, we had become the most prosperous ranchers between Austin and Houston. Our cattle herds increased steadily, and at the same time, we expanded the ranch. It was during those flourishing times that I met your mother and married her. Burton did not approve of our marriage. Until then, we had been like one mind.”

"Whatever either of us did, the other was fine with. But from the day your mother came onto the ranch as Mrs. Winterfell, Burton began to change. I hoped that, after some time, he would understand how unjustified his attitude was, but I was wrong. Altercations, fights, arguments over the slightest thing... Burton had decided to make my life a living hell."

"Was he in love with Mom and what he felt was jealousy?"

“It took me a while to realize it. It was Doris who suggested it to me. I gave myself some time to consider it, and when I was certain, with your mother’s consent, I resolved to sell Burton my share of the ranch. Burton accepted the proposal. We inventoried all our belongings, and Burton, not having the cash to complete the purchase, asked for a few days to secure a loan from the Livestock Bank of Houston. After a week, Burton informed me that he had the money.”

“What was the purchase price?”

“One hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars. I already had half of the checking account we had at the Houston Livestock Bank in my possession; about thirty thousand dollars. When I met with Burton, he counted the one hundred and twenty-five thousand, put them in a large wallet, and handed it to me. We shook hands, wishing each other luck. The next day, your mother and I left Five Oaks, heading north, with the intention of buying another ranch near Dallas.”

"After a few weeks of traveling, we found one we liked, and they were asking 150,000 for it. It wasn't very big, but it was enough for us. We would build it little by little. I made the payment with part of what I had withdrawn from the bank."

“Doris and I took possession of our new home. The happiness we felt lasted only a few hours. The next day, the seller showed up at the ranch, accompanied by the local sheriff and a man who turned out to be the county attorney. They had an arrest warrant for me. I was accused of paying with counterfeit money, as well as being a swindler and a forger. My explanations were useless. They took me to jail, and Doris was forced to leave the property.”

"They confiscated the money I was carrying and only left me with one hundred dollars, which I gave to your mother so she could stay in a Dallas hotel. I requested that the purchase Burton had made from me be verified . It took them two months to give me an answer. My former partner had denied the existence of such a purchase, claiming that I had only been his foreman and that I had abused his trust by fleeing with thirty thousand dollars that I had withdrawn from the Bank of Houston."

"The sheriff showed me Burton's statement, endorsed with the signatures of Stanley Colbert and Bruce Kindell, two cowboys from Five Oaks who had never felt any sympathy for me.

"Everything was rigged and I couldn't do anything because the prison walls prevented me. Your mother became seriously ill during those days and had to be hospitalized in Dallas."

"My trial was held, and I was sentenced to no more than ten years and no less than two. I was released after three years for good behavior. Doris was waiting for me in Dallas. During my time in prison, she had had to earn a living working as a laundress. I told her I was returning to the Brazos region to settle accounts with Burton. She tried to dissuade me, but when she couldn't, she decided to come with me."

Jeff Winterfell paused again, moistening his lips with his tongue. His son's face looked like it had been sculpted from granite.

“I left your mother in Hempstead,” the sick man continued, “about ten miles from the Five Oaks, and went alone to see Burton. Doris begged me with tears in her eyes not to bring any weapons to the meeting, and I had to give her my belt. My old partner received me at his house, which was still also my own. When I saw him, I had to restrain my first impulse to rush at him.”

"He cynically asked me what I had come for. I replied that I had come for what was mine. Then he burst out laughing and told me that I would have to take it by force and that he was prepared to do anything to prevent it. I left there furious."

" That man, once a friend, whom I had treated like a brother, was the cause of my ruin, of my misfortune. He had deceived me. Because of him I had spent three years in prison paying for a crime I had not committed; because of him my wife had been forced to work like a slave to earn a living."

"I entered the hotel room in Hempstead, where Doris was waiting for me. She didn't ask me about the outcome of the interview; she could see the best answer in my face. I grabbed my belt with the weapons and prepared to leave. Then she hugged me, crying and pleading with me."

"I was blind, I didn't want to listen to her. I wanted to see Burton dead as soon as possible; and it had to be one of my bullets that ended his ignominious life. But then she said something to me..."

Jeff Winterfell paused again. He was breathing heavily. To the exhaustion of his illness was now added the painful sensations that revived his tragedy.

“She told me we were going to have a child,” he declared hoarsely, his eyes clouding with tears. “That I should do it for him. That I should abandon everything, because if I killed Burton, they would hang me, making the child I was carrying the name of a murderer.”

"She told me we could start a new life somewhere else, since we were young. Anyway, she made me promise that we would leave the region without me drawing my revolver on Burton."

A groan escaped the sick man's throat.

“Father!” said John. “I understand everything. You don’t have to worry.”

“There was more, Johnny. I gave in to your mother’s wishes and we left the hotel to leave the city. Burton was waiting for us in the street with a dozen of his men. He stood in front of us, blocking the road, and told me that we would settle our matter with gunfire, in a duel. That was what I wanted most at that moment. To make him pay for his villainy, but... Doris stepped between us and gave me such a pleading look that I was left speechless in the face of Burton’s challenge.”

"I took your mother by the arm, we walked past my enemy, and amid laughter and shouts, we headed toward the stagecoach. Burton dared to yell at me that I was a coward and that I was hiding behind a woman's skirts. That's how we left the village: both of us humiliated. I was consumed by regret. I was sorry I had let myself be led astray by Doris. I was a coward."

“You weren’t, father,” his son interrupted.

“Do you think so, Johnny?”

“Any decent man in your place would have acted the same way you did. Although I confess that when Burton challenged you, you had to summon great strength to avoid breaking your promise.”

“That’s how we got here, we started a new life. You were born a few months later. Doris and I tacitly agreed never to speak of the past again. But sometimes, when the harvest was poor and we were struggling, I couldn’t help but remember the Five Oaks, half of which belonged to me. Then the desire to return there would be reborn in me, and I had to make a real effort to overcome it.”

"Your mother was aware of the silent struggle I was waging with myself, and she suffered too. She died when you were five; she couldn't survive our tragedy for long. But Doris considered our sacrifice worthwhile, since when her time came, I was left to care for you. Then, as she was about to close her eyes forever, she made me repeat the promise: I wouldn't look for Burton, I wouldn't tell you anything until I, too, was about to begin my final journey. How could I not promise her that at that moment?"

“However, many times, over the years, as you grew into a man, I told myself that you had a right to know what had happened, that you should know this mystery of our lives so that you could decide what to do about it. That is why I spoke to you, at the beginning, of remorse. I saw you working this ungrateful land, when there was a better one elsewhere that should have been yours after I died...”

“You don’t have to regret anything, father,” Johnny said, hugging him.

“What are you going to do, Johnny?”

“We will both go to visit Burton.

“I’ve already told you I know my condition. It’s useless trying to deceive me. You’ll have to go... well, alone. I want to give you a warning, Johnny...”

"What are you talking about?

“Do you realize how difficult it will be to recover what my partner stole from me? You won’t get it back peacefully. You could talk to Burton, but I don’t think time has softened his heart. And if you resort to force, by killing him, you won’t have a chance of having your rights recognized because they’ll hang you. There’s no legal title you can rely on, Johnny. Things are done differently these days, with deeds and lawyers involved. But back then, good faith was possible between men.”
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