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Sam Turley had only been asleep for a short time in a foul-smelling hotel room. Sounds of gunfire brought him out of bed. Not fully awake yet, but his instinct had already kicked-in, he grabbed the Colt from his holster.

Slowly edging toward the hotel window, he looked down into the dusty street. Rubbing his eyes to see better, he saw two men sharing a bottle of whiskey. The taller of the two was firing his pistol in the air. 

Suddenly, the sheriff and his two deputies, with shotguns, approached the men. Ordering them to drop their weapons. The taller of the men wasn't moving fast enough for one deputy. He banged him hard across the head with his shot-gun, knocking him to the ground.

Ordering the other man to pick him up as they escorted the two men off to jail. The sheriff, a rather large man in his late forties with a handle-bar mustache had paid Sam a visit earlier that morning just after he checked-in the hotel. He came to room with his two deputies to order him out of town.

Informing Sam, “we don't need a gunfighter with your reputation in our town.” 

Sam informed the sheriff he had affairs to take care of with his lawyer. Soon as his business was done, he would gladly leave town. If that was not fast enough for him. He better talk with Sam's lawyer, also, the mayor of the town. Because he’s the one who sent it to him. After pondering the day's events, Sam returns to the bed with the lumpy mattress. A warm breeze blew into the open hotel window. Smelling the stables across the street. He was plum tuckered out from the long journey.

It was hotter than a whorehouse on a nickel night.

He lay in bed trying to get back to sleep. Finally dozing off around midnight to the quiet of the night.

Sun-light was already in the room when Sam woke-up, drenched in sweat. He staggered over to the dresser where a vase of water was. He began pouring some into a bowl to wash his face. Grabbing a towel, he wiped the water from his eyes.

Glancing into the mirror, he noticed an elderly gray-haired, wrinkled face staring back at him. Thinking ‘where has all the time gone.’ He had his fair share of misery and pain. Lived most of his life by the gun. Something he wasn't proud of, but the gun became a necessary tool in his life. The people he knew and cared about the most were all gone. This younger generation didn't care about an old man and his memories. He finished combing his gray hair. Grabbed his broad-brimmed black Stetson hat and put on his pearl-handled guns. He walked toward the door to go downstairs to the hotel cafe. When someone knocked on his door. Opening it, he encountered a very nervous young man. 

A slightly built man clutching a derby hat in his hands. Wearing a checkered suit and bow tie.

Sam told the young man he was just leaving for dinner. Whatever he was selling, he wasn't interested in buying. 

The young man introduced himself as Robert Gray, a reporter for the New York Sun. It would be his honor to buy Sam's dinner, if he would grant him a few minutes of his time. 

“Young man, I usually have a big Texas steak with all the trimming,” barked Sam. 

“That will be fine, order whatever you want,” replied Gray. 

The real truth was his dinner was often a bowl of soup, a slice of bread and a cup of coffee. He couldn't remember the last time he had a good steak. But he was not about to tell the young man that. 

Entering the dining room, Robert starts to sit down at the first empty table. 

Sam walked past him to a table in the back, where he could see everyone entering the room. 

Robert joined him at the table.

Sam said, “let’s order before we talk. Tell you the truth. I’m so hungry I could eat the whole damn cow.”

A waiter came to take their order. 

Sam told him, “I want the biggest steak you got and all the trimmings. And plenty of black coffee. Okay young feller, what did you want to talk about?” asked Sam. 

“Well, I would like to write a book about your experience as a gunfighter. I’m prepared to pay five hundred dollars in advance and five hundred dollars when the book is completed,” stated Robert. 

“Gosh, I don't know, I guess we can discuss it more after dinner. But to tell you the truth, I think you are wasting your money,” remarked Sam. 

At that moment, two men caught Sam's attention as they entered the hotel dining room. They didn't come to eat. Slowly, they start working their way toward his table. Sam's instinct told him something wasn't right. He slid his hand down and pulled out his revolver, and stuck it under his large napkin on the table, without Robert or the two men noticing it.

Robert was talking, but Sam was more focused on two men. He acted like he wasn't paying any attention to them.

Finally, they were at the table. “Hey Bart, ain't that the old washed-up gunfighter, everyone’s talking about?”

Well dammit, sure ‘nuff is, Dan. He don't look so tough to me. I heard he got his reputation by back-shooting ‘em.”

“Okay boys, you had your fun. Now go play somewhere else. Let us enjoy our meal,” demanded Sam. 

“Why don't you make us Old Man!” yelled Dan. 

“I was wondering when you boys would get up enough courage for that. You sure I can't talk y'all boys out of this?” asked Sam.

“I'm gonna kill you, old man and everybody will know my name!” screamed Dan. 

“You boys don't mind if I finish my apple pie and cup of coffee, do you?” asked Sam 

“Just hurry up old man.”

“Boy I’m full as a tick. You bovs couldn't ask for a better crowd to watch you get killed. Where the hell is my manners, boys, this is Robert, a reporter for the New York Sun. Now Boys, can't we just forget all this before someone gets hurt?” asked Sam.

“We’re gonna kill you and that is a fact old man,” stated Bart. 

“You're just ate up with stupid ain’t chya? Guess you know this ain't my first rodeo and I'm not planning it to be my last,” explained Sam. 

“Old Man, you better come out of that seat shooting or I will kill you where you set,” brayed Dan. 

“Tell you what sonny boy, a lot better men than you have tried it. Oh Robert, if I was you I would move.”

Soon as Robert began moving, they drew their shootin’ irons, expecting Sam to have stand to draw. 

Sam fired his Colt from under the table, hitting both men in forehead. He placed the pistol on the table to wait for the sheriff who he knew was coming. 

Robert was so shaken-up from experiencing the violence, he started vomiting his guts up seeing two men killed in front of him. 

The sheriff walked in with his two deputies. 

Sam raised his hands in the air to show everyone he wasn't resisting arrest. 

“Alright Turley, you’re going to jail.”

“Wait a minute Sheriff, he did everything he could do to keep from killing them. They were going to kill him no matter what he did,” explained Robert.

“And who are you. Trying to tell me my business.”

“Sheriff. I'm just telling you, I witnessed the whole thing. Just like everyone else in this room. My name is Robert Gray with the New York Sun. I'm sending this story back to main office for print. I would like to write a favorable story about how you handled the situation,” responded Robert.
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