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Thanks to Hollywood, the things we believe or not believe are set by the things we witness in the movies. The way a bullet enters a man’s body for instance. 

One instance that comes to mind is the movie Shane staring Alan Ladd and of course Jack Palance as the bad guy. The scene in the saloon when Jack Palance’s character shoots Elisha Cook Jr’s character, the poor sodbuster was pushed out into the middle of the street from the impact of the bullet. There are many other examples I could quote about the same thing happening. Then there is the other side of the coin, so to speak, where the man gets shot with six slugs from the same type gun that Jack Palance used and the man stumbles, grabs his chest and collapses. This is, in my humble opinion, what is called fiction. Keep this in mind as you read this story.  

It is fiction.   
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The Year – 1875 – Dakota Territory 
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Melvin Reasoner was born a healthy 8 lbs. 6 oz. baby boy into a family of Religious Fundamentalist. What happened to Melvin to cause him to turn to a life of crime and become one of the most vicious killers in the Dakota Territories? He had a normal upbringing, if you could call living under the strict rules of a group of Fundamentalist normal. Early on in his life he began rebelling against all the rules. He spent many hours sitting alone, supposedly to repent. He was lucky in one respect. The Fundamentalist didn't believe in corporal punishment. He was never sparked or paddled.  

Sometimes he wished his parents had used the rod on him. In his way of thinking, it would have been a lot easier than having to sit alone for hours, supposedly to think about your transgressions, was the term his parents put on it.  

When he turned seventeen, he saddled the one old plow horse they used to cultivate the fields and rode away from his childhood home. He never once looked back. He had no money, or provisions, the only things he had were the clothes he was wearing. He had no idea where he was going. He only knew he had to get away.  

He traveled through the night until right before dawn, when he came to a small farm house. It was still dark, so there was no one up yet. He stopped his mount and climbed down. He hesitated, looking around, then walked to the door, turned the knob and entered the house. He had just closed the door behind him when he heard a metallic clicking sound. Someone struck a match and lit a lamp sitting on the table in the middle of the room.  

“Whatcha doing in my house?” A man with a double barrel shotgun asked gruffly.  

“I was just looking for something to eat,” Melvin said with his hands in the air.  

“Ain't you never heard of knocking on a man's door?” The old man lowered the shotgun. “You can get yourself dead, just walking in on a man. If you're just after something to eat, then set yourself down and I'll get you a little something to tide you over.” He set the shotgun aside and turned away toward the stove. 

Melvin reached and picked up the weapon that the man had propped against the wall. He held it level with his waist, cocked one of the hammers and pulled one of the triggers shooting the man in the back. The slug entered the man's body almost in the center of his back cutting it almost in half. The power from the projectile pushed the man forward causing him to land on top of the stove, spilling a pot of beans simmering there, before sliding to the side onto the dirt floor. The blood started seeping into the dirt floor immediately.  

Melvin turned quickly to a sound on his left side. A woman in a nightgown stepped through the door, took one look at the dead man and proceeded to scream.  

“Shut up, woman,” yelled Melvin. “I don't like that screaming.”  

She either didn't hear him or else she was in so much shock she couldn't stop.  

Melvin turned slightly, the shotgun in the same position, pulled back the other hammer and squeezed the trigger. The impact of the bullet slammed the woman's body back through the doorway from where she had just come.  

“I told you to stop your screaming,” he said calmly. “You should have listened.” 

He laid the shotgun on the table beside the lamp, then turned in a circle surveying the room. He spotted what he was looking for in a small cupboard across the room. 

He had almost reached his destination when out of the corner of his eye, he thought he saw some movement. He stopped immediately and turned toward the sound just in time to see a door was slightly open, then closed quietly.  

He went back to the table and picked up the shotgun, looking around the room for shells. He opened the few drawers by the stove and dry sink, but didn’t find any. 

He decided to take the chance that whoever was in there wouldn’t know the gun was empty. 

“Alright,” he said loudly. “Whoever is in that room better come on out or I’m gonna unload both barrels of this shotgun through the door.” 

He waited. Nothing happened. Nobody was coming out. Now what am I going to do? If I go through that door unarmed, they could have a pistol just waiting to see me and blow a hole plumb through me. 
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