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He could smell his wife’s cooking from the moment he opened 
the door. The scent of rich spices, chicken and potatoes. He 
wondered if this aroma would last if they did eventually reach 
Nevada.  
 
“Thomas! Your back!” Said his wife, Maria, with a smile on her face 
and cooking utensils in her arms. “I'm almost finished with dinner.” 
“Really now?” He replied, chuckling to himself. He knew this the 
moment he walked through the door. 
“My friend Elizabeth gave me this duck recipe I've never heard of. 
Seems to be coming out just fine!” 
“Smells like it.” He said as he walked into the living room to greet his 
children. “And who do we have here?” 
“Dad!” 
“Daddy!” The two children said at once as they rushed over to him. 
The young one, Hannah, wasted no time to jump up and hug her 
father. And the boy, Andrew held back just to keep his cool, but still 
shared the same emotion. This was the best part of their day, seeing 
their father. And it this was also his favorite time as well. 
 
“Hannah you’re getting big!” He said with a laugh 
“How was your day, Daddy?” She asked. The fruits of childhood 
bearing in her eyes. 
“It was great! And how was school?” 
“It was ok.” The child replied 
“Good, good,” He lowered Hannah to her feet and walked over to his 
son, standing a few feet away waiting his turn to greet his father. He 
said to his boy as he pat him on the shoulder, “Heh, what a day.” 
“Something happen?” Andrew asked with concern 
“No, no. Nothing in particular. How was class today?” 
“Boring.” 
“A case of the Mondays?” 
“A case of the Mondays, Dad.” 



“Heh, I remember those days. Learn to like them, because you’re 
going to see many more through your years,” He said, “But for now, 
lets go take a look at this feast your mother has prepared for us.”  
 
 So the children and their loving father greeted their wife and 
mother in the kitchen where a fabulous meal was being placed on the 
table before them. They began to have the family dinner talks as they 
started in on their meal. 
 
“So, Andrew. What did your teacher have to say today?” Asked his 
mother 
“If you’re talking about what happened last Friday she said nothing.” 
“Mm, you’re talking about when you were caught copying off of 
someone’s test? What is that girl’s name again?” Questioned his 
father with a mouth full of food. 
“Catherine, and yes that is what I’m talking about. It’s not like she 
minded. She just didn’t expect me to get caught.” 
“Well that must be why she got so upset about it, right?” Replied his 
mother 
“Right.” 
“Hannah why don’t you show your father what you made in school 
today?” Said Maria 
“Ok!”  
 

The young girl then jumped from her seat and sprinted into the 
parlor. She returned to the kitchen table only a moment after she left 
with a picture that looked as if a toddler had drew it with their toes. On 
second thought, Hannah was not too much older than a toddler. But it 
is pretty safe to say she did not draw it with her toes.  
 
“Daddy, here is you, Mommy, Andrew, and me!” She said as she 
pointed out each of the family members’ character. 
“That is very nice, dear.” We’ll be sure to frame it so everyone can 
see it.” 
“Oh boy! You see, Andrew! I told you he would like it!” She said after 
her father’s approval. 
“Yea yea yea.” He said with a laugh. He then looked at his father who 
was starring down at his meal, moving it and mashing it with his fork. 
“Dad what’s wrong? You’ve barely eaten your dinner.” 



“Thomas did something happen at work today? You’ve been awfully 
quite since you got home.” Asked Maria nervously. After a moment of 
silence he said… 
“What do you think of the west?” He replied 
“The west? Well I’ve never given it too much thought. I've heard 
stories about it though.”  
“What kind of stories?” 
“Well, do you remember the Crowlies who lived a few streets down? I 
heard they started the trip but never made it.” 
“Don’t you think it would be exciting to move out there? The 
adventures, the fantasies? It’s beautiful in that neck of the woods. No 
big buildings hogging up the sky.” 
 “Well what’s wrong with our home here? Do you not like it?” Maria 
replied 
“No of course not. I was just thinking it would be nice to escape from 
this busy D.C. lifestyle.” 
“I don’t really think moving is anything we will be doing in the near 
future, so there is no reason to talk about it. Right?” 
“Yea, right.” 
 
 He said as he continued the rest of his meal in silence. He 
could feel his opportunity of a lifetime slowly fade away along with his 
excitement. The boredom of his current life was increasing every 
minute with the knowledge that unless he acts now, he will loose this 
chance. The chance that Thomas Cross had been dreaming of for so 
long.  
 
 Typically after dinner, the family would shift into the parlor 
where they would act just as a family should. They would play games; 
tell stories, and any other form of entertainment they could muster. It 
wasn’t very usual for one of the members to miss this evening ritual, 
but Thomas wasn’t exactly in the mood for board games. He decided 
to go on a jog around the neighborhood. Something he had not done 
in quite awhile. He looked at the houses as he ran. He examined the 
trees, the garbage pails, and the sidewalks. He even made an effort 
to spot out the drains for the sewers that ran underneath his very feet. 
He viewed every fence and birdhouse exactly like the one before the 
next. Everything was the same. It was at the end of his jog that he 
finally made up his mind. He would take the assignment and move to 
Carson City. He would convince his wife and children to go with him. 



He didn’t know how he would do it. But he was sure. By this time in 
two weeks due time, they would be on the trail heading for the Rocky 
Mountains. 
 
 With that thought in mind he sprinted up the front stairs into 
their house. By now everyone was in bed either sleeping or waiting 
for their husband to return from their late night jog. He walked into his 
bedroom to see Maria reading a book, waiting up for him. With a 
tremble in his voice, he began to speak before Maria could even ask 
him where he was. 
 
“I was offered an assignment today. A very important one.” 
“Is that why you were so quite the entire evening?” She asked 
“Yes. It is. Hirschcot wants to make me the head Marshal in the 
Nevada region.” 
“Is that why you asked me about the west?” She questioned again 
“Yes. If I were to take the job, then we would need to move out to 
Carson City. He gave us…” 
“Thomas you must be mad if you think we are going to drop 
everything we have to travel to uncharted territory,” She interrupted, 
“We have a good life here. Isn’t that enough?” 
“You know I love you and the kids, Maria. And you know I am happy 
here.” He responded 
“Than what is the problem!” 
“The problem is I am bored with our lives!” 
“You are bored with our lives? You are bored with our two, beautiful 
children? You are bored with this house, this neighborhood, our 
friends and family? You are bored with me?” He paused before 
speaking again… 
“What I meant to say is that I am bored with this life style. Everywhere 
I look I see the same thing. Every person I meet, every criminal I 
bring to justice are all the same. The one reason why I have dealt 
with this so long is knowing that my job keeps you and our family 
safe. Do you have any idea how that feels?” 
“How it feels to keep your family safe?” 
“How it feels to know that every day you wake up you are going to 
see the same sights, say the same things, feel the same feelings, go 
the same places and have the same discussions. Day after day after 
day, Maria. We live in this never ending paradox where the only 
escape is death!”  



“So what do you want from us, Thomas? What do you want from your 
family?” She replied 
“I want this job. I haven’t wanted anything this much in such a long 
time. But I need you and the kids to come with me. It is the only way. 
I need you three to be with me every step! I need your support, your 
loyalty, your reasoning, and your love.”  
 

With that said he slowly moved to the window overlooking their 
street. He leans on the railing separating him from the ground below. 
A couple walking their dog down the sidewalk caught his eye. They 
looked like newlyweds. Oh how happy they must be! With their hands 
grasped together, it looked as if they had just made the same escape 
Thomas was attempting to achieve.  
 

“Remember when we were first married? How exciting it was? 
To finally be free from the bonds of our parents, and how wonderful it 
was that we now solely relied on each other? We felt the ecstasy of a 
new life. We have the chance to share that feeling once more. But 
this time with our children.” 
 

He remembered the thrill of when he and Maria first moved into 
their first house after their honeymoon. The passion they had. The 
exhilaration they shared. They had escaped a dull life. They were 
now together, for the rest of time. Thomas longed for this thrill once 
more. It was so close he could taste it. 
 
“Maria, I need this.” 
 
 After a brief moment of silence, she began to speak to him. 
 
“You really want this don’t you, Thomas?” 
“I do.” He replied 
  

With that said, his wife rose from her bed and approached her 
husband. She began to understand what he was feeling. She too 
longed for that sensation once more. She walked over next to him 
and began to look out the window with him. 
 
“Alright.” 
 



 He was at a loss for words. So he simply put on a smile. His 
dream had come true, and his adventure had come. Thomas Cross 
was going to the west.  


