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Introduction
 

 

“Everyone whom the Father gives me will come to me; I will certainly not
reject anyone who comes to me, because I have come from Heaven, not to do

my own will, but to do the will of him who sent.” John 6: 37

 

In the Old West, during a time when the terrain was hostile, lived a man
named Jed. His father alone raised him ‘till he was a young teen. Jed escapes
the brutal acts of an abusive parent and befriends the devil himself. From
there his escapades carry them across the countryside, wreaking havoc on
every unsuspecting victim that crosses their paths. Then one day, the evil
tactics of his friend, Diablo, cause his blurred vision to clear, leaving a
scared man alone in the desert wondering where to find answers to the
questions he seeks to learn.
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Chapter One:
Appearing Desolate

 

 

 

 

The days appear to be desolate now, with only the vacant sight of cacti and
sand. Time lost its meaning, it seemed to span forever without any
acknowledgment of my existence. I spent days wandering through the desert
looking for a way out of the wilderness, only the end never came.

I am going to start this story from the end, where maybe the answer to my fate
will become clear at the beginning. Not too long ago, I buried the one being
in my life I ever loved. Our spirits met when I was just a young boy who had
the world at my fingertips.

Raised as a rancher’s son looking after cattle and horses, I learned the
value of a hard day’s work. My father was a hardened man who did not know
the meaning of love. I took the beatings as they came and went, like the wind
that blows through the trees. Eventually, they just became a part of everyday
life.

One day a miracle happened: we had an old mare that pulled my
father’s buckboard for many years until she got too old, and then he kept her
for breeding. She gave birth to a colt in the field one night and because of her
age, the birth of such a large foal got the best of her and she perished during



the birth, which meant the colt was an orphan; my father in all his wisdom
wanted to shoot the foal. But I begged him to let me raise the colt.

I milked the cows and fed him for many months until he was old enough to
graze on his own. We became inseparable; for the first time in my life, I
found out what it meant to love something.

I worked on the farm during the days ‘til my fingers bled, and tended to my
colt in the evenings, which is when I learned to escape the reality of my life.
It was the only time I ever felt free from the clutches of my father’s anger.

One night while watching the colt, I had not been able to come up with a
name and knew I had to choose one soon. While I cleaned the straw out of the
barn, he stood staring at me, and I noticed the blaze on his face. It looked like
an hourglass, and fit him perfectly.

The name was the only thing in my life that became a symbol of truth, and the
one happy presence that could stand my company. I turned into the one thing I
hated the most: my father. The years passed and time stood for nothing; there
was no end to the path I walked, evil and wickedness poured from every
fiber of my being.

I woke up one morning and found myself in this wasteland of despair. The
only thing I could see for miles was the body of my horse lying dead in the
sand. I had no memory of the previous events that lead to this catastrophe. I
was faced with the daunting task of walking in a desert. I started to gather my
meager belongings from the saddlebags when I noticed something lying on
the sand next to the body of my horse. As I reached down to grab the shiny
object glistening in the sunlight, the rays blocked my vision, until I shadowed
the item close to my chest. The sweltering heat, however, heated the metal
and it burned the palm of my hand. As it fell a memory flooded my mind. It
was something I placed in my saddlebags year ago and forgotten about until



now. The item brought images of sitting in the chair next to my mother’s bed,
watching the life drain from her body, hating God.

In her last minutes of breath, she handed me two things I never wanted to see
again: a cross and Bible. How could a loving God snatch a boy’s mother and
leave him in the clutches of the horrid man he called father?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Look, the day of God is coming, when the spoils taken from you will be
shared among you.” Zechariah 14

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Two:
Moments in Time

 

 

 

 

The morning after Mom died went like any other with my father. He just got
up, went to the stove, poured what little coffee was left in the pot, sat down
at the table, and stared at the wall while he sipped from the cup. Not a word
was uttered from his mouth for more than three days. So naturally, I did my
best to stay out of his way.

After dinner the next evening my father slipped on his coat and walked out
the door, leaving me alone. I waited up ‘till early morning, but my eyes grew
heavy. I wondered if he’d ever return. The innocence of youth spared me the
knowledge of his escapades for a short time.

I laid in my bed waiting to hear the rooster’s crow, but then I heard sounds
that brought me to my feet, noises that could only come from a woman's
voice. I ran into the kitchen, just knowing it was Mom. She had come back!
But my enthusiastic pace halted at the sight of an unfamiliar scene.

A woman was standing in the kitchen, I had never seen before, cooking at the
stove that was my Mother’s.



In a rage, I hollered, “Who are you? And what are you doing at Mom’s
stove?”

My outburst was promptly met by the backside of my father’s hand. He
demanded I show respect to my new mother.

“New mother?” I said. “She is not my mother and never will be.”

“Boy!” he demanded. “You will show manners, or else.”

Obliging his request, I calmly proceeded to the door and made my way
to the barn— the one place I found peace. Hourglass became a great
sounding board; he listened and did not hit or judge me.

The time flew by each day, as one merged into another, before long I
could not tell the difference. My father would bring home a new woman
every night, and she’ be standing at the stove, cooking some meal for us, I
learned to sit and eat without saying a word. Some of the women would
occasionally ask my name or if I needed anything.

Then as fate would have it, the night came that destroyed any youth I
may have had left. An urge from nature called for a trip to the outhouse, but
as I entered the kitchen my father was standing behind a woman bent over the
table.

Since neither one noticed my presence, I ended up watching the
happenings for a bit. The images that I witnessed that night remained in my
mind and gradually developed into a hatred for women. As a young man,
completely ignorant and wanting answers, I made my way to town the next
morning.

The behavior I witnessed changed my personality overnight; I became
determined to re-create my father’s activities no matter the cost to my well-



being. An unrelenting rage came over my soul that grew with the light of each
day; it was almost as if I carried another presence in my body.

Since I grew up in this small town, my father’s escapades were the
talk of the town. So, my reason for wanting to leave home was understood.
The only option at my age was the local livery stable. As a friend of my
family the owner gave me a job in the evenings after my home chores. It
opened the door to endless possibilities. It gave me the financial means to
initiate the encounters I sought. A young man with money and drive could get
whatever they wanted.

One evening while I was left alone to attend to the livery stable, a man of
unknown origin came in wanting a bed and stall for his horse. I remember he
was tall and thin, wearing a long dark duster and two sidearms. It was usual
to see someone carrying dual pistols. So being a nosy kid, I asked the man
why he carried two sidearms. Although, he never answered my question the
response stayed with me forever.

The man flipped a large gold coin in his hand. I remember how it
glistened in the faint lighting. He offered it to me as a tip if I would take his
saddlebag to the marshal’s office for the night and have them back at the
livery stable at dawn. The tip was more than I would make in six months
mucking stalls for this old man. I gladly took the money and attended to his
request; however, this task led the way to my inevitable ending.

I learned at a much later date that the man in black was one of the most
notorious gunfighters in the west, to which many people sought revenge. As a
prodigy of my father, doing a competent job was expected, therefore his
belongings were returned at dawn as requested. I had not only befriended the
devil himself but forsaken my soul. Of which Diablo held in the palm of his
hand, ready to squash in the event I failed a task. Although, his demands were



not without payment, and the reimbursements of wealth and riches were
beyond my wildest dreams. And his unyielding plan worked perfectly. I
would never again worry about the daunting tasks of life, such as mucking
stalls or tending to farm animals for a man who beat me in the blink of an
eye.

My walk home each night served to gather strength from the rage building
inside. On the few instances I asked for a ride, my father boldly stated that
the task-built character. In reality, he did not trust me to use the buckboard.

As time passed, my new friend worked to fill my head with reasons to
combat my father’s wrath. The ideas rolled around like a cow chewing her
cud; coupled with the added time walking home built my fury into a fevered
rage. I was anxious for him to engage me with one of his rampages.
Therefore, by the time I reached the house, my body ached for an altercation.
However, the yearning would never be satisfied. As I reached for the knob,
my hands trembled. Would the anger be enough to overpower the man I
hated? I paused for a moment to contemplate my decision.

I took a deep breath and turned the doorknob. The hatred raged, but the scene
left me standing in the middle of the room, stupefied. My eyes scanned the
house for some remnant of life. What? The walls were empty, dishes
removed, boots stacked in the corner were gone, along with all the furniture.
It was all gone…. every portion of his existence vanished.

As I searched for a note, a flash of fear came over my soul. I darted out of the
house in a fit of rage. My only true vision of hope remained in the barn. My
mind raced, praying he left the one shining light in my life. Again, as I
reached the barn, my heart pounded. I panicked until a faint sound filtered
through the air. In the corner, I saw movement in the rays of moonlight shining
through the door. It was Hourglass standing in a pile of hay, quite and



unharmed. The relief that overtook my mind was incredible, maybe my father
had a smidgen of love left in his soul. Nonetheless, I promised to vanquish
all memory of him forever. No matter what, to me, my father died that day.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Do not stifle the Spirit or despise the gift of prophecy with contempt; test
everything and hold on to what is good and shun every form of evil.”

Thessalonians 19
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