
"Gone in a Moment"  

It was a dry, hot summer day as John and his son Jack rode into town. The wagon was 

full of corn that was to be taken to the market to be ground up for use as cornmeal. As they 

neared the mill, John hopped off the old, wooden wagon and went to get some help unloading 

the corn from the back. When John returned, he saw his son Jack rubbing the manes of Dixie and 

Winchester, two of the finest horses John had ever owned. They were American Standard-Bred. 

Upon hearing his name called, Jack was brought back to reality, now realizing that he had 

slipped off into a daze. After much strenuous work, the men got the corn unloaded and prepped 

to be put into the mill. The sun had now begun to set, and it painted the most beautiful picture in 

the sky. It was of a bright orange and light red color that was a true sight to see. 

 John and Jack knew it was getting late, so they readied the horses and made the journey 

home. The sun had now completely set and the only light was the bright moon that shone above 

the two. Jack broke the silence by asking John about his childhood. John had always been very 

vague when talking about his childhood to Jack. However, John now felt that Jack had come of 

age and was ready to hear the full story. 

 It all started when John was thirteen years old. Both of his parents died within four 

months of each other because of a bad illness that had spread across the Appalachians. It seemed 

like his whole world had fallen apart because the only two people he loved had died. After these 

events, John was never the same, and his life spiraled out of control. He ran away from the 

people watching over him. It was not long before he joined the “Billiard Gang” and began 

robbing banks and stealing everything he could get his hands on. They lived in the woods which 

was not a fit place for a boy his age. Years passed and John rose in the ranks of the gang. It was 



not  long until a job went south, and John was ultimately in the hands of the law. While in prison, 

he was given an offer that he could not refuse. If he would give up the locations of the gang 

hideouts and help the marshal catch them, John would be fully pardoned for his crimes. Deep 

down the marshal knew that John was not a bad guy, just someone who was hurting and needed 

help. John agreed immediately and the search began. Within six months, nearly everyone in the 

Billiard Gang was captured, except for the leader Tex. 

 Jack was bewildered at what his father had just told him. They had now reached the 

house and after hitching the horse up in the barn, John and Jack made their way toward the 

house. Upon entering the house, the sweet aroma of freshly baked cornbread only intensified 

their hunger. As they sat down at the table, John’s wife Elizabeth greeted them and gave them a 

portion of venison and cornbread, and the two of them began to eat like wild hogs because they 

had not eaten all day. 

 Once their stomachs were full, Jack kissed his mom goodnight and went off to bed. John 

was tired and every bone ached in his body from the grueling work he had put on himself. He 

wanted to speak with Elizabeth, but every ounce of his strength was gone. As John laid down, he 

drifted off into a deep sleep. 

 John was awakened by the sound of a rooster’s crow. As he turned to kiss his wife and 

tell her good morning, he came to a surprised sight. She was not in bed, which was very unusual, 

as Elizabeth was not really a morning person. John got up and put on his slacks and went to wake 

up his son Jack. However, Jack was nowhere to be found. John then decided to step outside and 

look for them. He opened the front door and found a note hanging on the doorpost. As John read 

the note, his heart dropped. The note said that his wife and son had been killed. At the bottom of 

the letter was a familiar signature, one that John would never forget. It had been signed by Tex, 



the man which John had never caught and had now come back to seek revenge. The note 

continued to read that he would find their bodies in the barn. John did not want to believe it, but 

he had to see for his own eyes. He ran to the barn and swung the doors wide open. On the floor 

was his wife and son mutilated, almost to the point of being unrecognizable. John sank to his 

knees as the only things left he cared about lay dead in front of him. Moments later a distinct 

voice came from behind him. It was Tex, the ruthless killer that did not deserve to live any 

longer. John was broken, he had nothing left and as the sound of a gun cocked, he felt the metal 

barrel against the back of his head. Before John could utter a word, the lights went dim as John 

slipped into a sleep that he would never return from. 

 


