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Some places felt holy, even if there wasn’t a church in sight. 

The summer sun drifted lazily across the calm, impossibly blue expanse of Crater Lake. It was the summer of 1907, and the lake’s surface shimmered like diamonds scattered by God’s own hand. Above it, the towering volcanic cliffs stood silent and eternal, guarding the sacred basin below. 

Frank Lindsay Applegate stood near a rocky outcropping not far from the old Applegate Trail-the same trail his ancestors had followed west from Missouri years ago. It held a special place in his family’s history and heart. It seemed fitting that he should meet Betsy here.

Below him, Wizard Island rose from the center of the lake, a dark green cone on the endless sapphire canvas. He’d seen it many times before, but today it looked different, grander somehow. As if it knew it would bear witness to something important. He wondered how many other important things it had witnessed through the years. 

Frank’s heart thudded beneath his shirt. His fingers played with the edge of a small velvet pouch tucked safely in his coat pocket. He had practiced the words a dozen times under his breath, while chopping firewood, or working, and during the quiet moments of evening prayer, but nothing seemed to sound just right. He wasn’t a poet, only a man who had waited patiently for the right woman, the one who had captured his heart, so he could finally ask her one question. 

It had to be perfect. Betsy deserved nothing less.

Taking a deep breath, Frank bowed his head, the wind tugging gently at his collar, the scent of pine and dust in the air. 

“Lord, she will be here any minute now. Please guide me with Your words. And Lord... if her answer is no...well, I am going to need Your strength and wisdom,” he whispered. 

The wind seemed to carry away his words.

Betsy tied her horse and walked up the incline toward him. She was standing just behind Frank, when she heard him say, “Amen.”

She had heard his voice as she approached but not the words, and she could now see that his eyes were closed. While she wondered what he might be praying about, she let her eyes drift slowly over Crater Lake. There was so much beauty here, it stole her breath away. She could only imagine what the Klamath people saw when the lake had been formed, but before she could follow that thought, she noticed that Frank had opened his eyes.

Frank felt an overwhelming peace. As he breathed in, the pine scent returned, but this time it was joined by a faint hint of lavender. He realized he was no longer alone. Turning his head, he looked into Betsy’s blue eyes, which seemed to reflect the color of the lake below. 

“Hi.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt you. I only heard your voice, and couldn’t make out what you were saying,” Betsy said nervously, blushing as she began to softly hum a hymn. Maybe she should have waited a few minutes when she heard his voice. 

Frank realized that she was nervous, because she always softly hummed a hymn as she did now. His heart went out to her. “You didn’t interrupt anything. I was just praying while I waited for you,” he said with a small smile. He’d memorized every note of her hymns. Somehow, her songs seemed to settle his heart and brought him peace. 

Betsy stopped humming.

“I’m glad you’re here,” he said, giving her hand a gentle squeeze. 

Betsy gazed into his handsome face. She wasn’t sure why he wanted to meet, but she was thankful that his younger sister, Anne, wasn’t too far away. Anne sat close enough to keep her eyes on them, though she pretended to read a book. It wouldn’t be proper to meet with him all alone, since she was still unmarried and unspoken for.

“I am too. Sorry it took me a little longer to arrive, but I was helping my mother with the dinner preparations.”

“You’re right on time,” Frank said as he looked around. 

“God has created some beautiful things,” she said, sweeping her eyes over the scene. It was hard to describe all the beauty around her. “I’ve heard there’s a legend about how the lake was formed,” she added quietly. “But I’ve never heard it told by someone who loves this place.”

Frank studied her for a moment, surprised, and grateful, for the opening. “My grandfather used to tell it to us when we were children,” he said. “He said it wasn’t just a story. It was a warning...and a promise.”

Betsy smiled. “Then I would love to hear it the way he told it.”

Frank turned his gaze toward the lake, gathering his thoughts. When he spoke again, his voice was lower, almost reverent.

“The Klamath people believed there were two great spirits,” he began. “Llao, the Chief of the Below World, lived deep inside the mountain. Skell, the Chief of the Above World, ruled the sky.”

He paused, as if picturing it. “They said Llao would sometimes rise from the mountain and stand atop Mount Mazama. On one of those days, he saw the Chief’s daughter and desired her.”

Betsy’s fingers curled slightly in her skirt as she listened.

“When she refused him, Llao’s love turned to rage. Fire poured from the mountain. The earth shook. The people fled to the waters, praying for deliverance.”

Frank swallowed. “Skell heard them. He stood on Mount Shasta and fought Llao, stone against stone, fire against sky.”

His voice softened. “Two holy men offered their lives to save the people. And when dawn came...the mountain had collapsed in on itself.”

He gestured toward the water below. “Rain filled the great wound left behind. And the people believed the lake was sacred-because sacrifice had saved them.”

Silence settled between them.

Betsy exhaled slowly. “I’ve never heard it told that way,” she said. “It feels...alive.”  

They stood in silence for a few minutes.

“I didn’t ask you here to retell the history of the lake or to enjoy this lovely scenery. Although standing here next to you makes this place extra special,” Frank said as he paused for a moment. He couldn’t believe how lucky he was to have her in his life. She was so beautiful that even the magnificent sight of Cater Lake couldn’t hold a candle to her. “I wanted to meet you here, by the lake and the Applegate Trail, which is an important place in my family history. You’ve only been visiting Klamath Falls for a few months, but in the time that we have gotten a chance to get to know each other...”

Betsy nodded, unsure where he was going with this but certain they had built something strong between them. She felt the urge to hum but didn’t want to interrupt or distract him, so she twisted two fingers in her skirt instead.

“I have fallen in love with you.” He got down on one knee and gently took her hand. “I know I work long hours at the mill, and spend time helping others when I can, but I was hoping and praying that you would consent to becoming my wife.” He rushed the last part, realizing that being in her presence had made him forget everything he had rehearsed earlier. Fumbling, he pulled out the velvet pouch from his pocket and shakily removed a ring with a small stone set into it.

Surprised and a little shocked, Betsy just stood there with her mouth open.

Frank feared the worst. He rushed and said, “Elizabeth Williams, Betsy, would you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”

This time, she smiled and quickly said, “Yes.”

Frank gently slipped the ring on her finger, praying she didn’t see his hands shaking.

Betsy lifted her hand to get a better look at the ring and stone. The sun sparkled off the tiny deep blue stone.

As Frank stood, he said, “It was my grandmother’s ring. She gave it to me, to give it to you.” He wrapped his arms around her.

“It’s beautiful. I will have to remember to thank her the next time I see her. Wait,” Betsy said. “Did you need to ask my father first?”

He leaned back and smiled. “He already gave me his consent. But he did say it was up to you.” 

Anne coughed softly a couple of times, breaking the quiet moment, and reminding Frank and Betsy that they weren’t alone.

Startled, Frank jerked and took a step back from Betsy, his hands now resting gently on her arms as if to steady himself. His heart pounded louder now, each beat echoing in his ears. He glanced toward Anne, grateful she was near but silently wishing for a moment that it was just the two of them, and that they had a few minutes alone. Though his hands trembled slightly, his resolve was steady. He had waited too long to let this chance slip away. 

Betsy’s eyes met his, a flicker of nervousness and hope swirling in their depths. Her breath caught, a mixture of excitement and fear rising in her chest. She fought the urge to hum again, knowing it was her nervous habit, and focused instead on the steady beat of his heart beneath her fingers. For a heartbeat, time seemed to slow, the beauty of Crater Lake wrapping around them like a quiet blessing. 

Frank released her arms and held her hand. As he tightened his grip on Betsy’s hand, feeling a peace that only God could give, the sun dipped lower and the late-afternoon air cooled around them. It was getting late, and they’d need to get back to camp soon. He whispered, “Thank you, Lord, for this moment.” 

Betsy smiled softly, knowing this was just the beginning of their journey. One built on faith, love, and the promise of tomorrow.

The trail ahead was unknown, but together, they would walk it with God guiding their steps. 

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter Two

[image: ]


[image: Crater Lake National Park surrounded by trees

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

As they rode back to the campground, which was located at Annie Springs, the murmur of a nearby creek filled the cool afternoon air. Frank wondered if he had the same strength his ancestors had when they’d left their home to find something better. Perhaps he did, because he had been slowly taking over his grandfather’s mill for the last year and was building a home for Betsy. A place where they could begin their own legacy. 

Up ahead, the warm glow of the campfires promised laughter, the smell of supper cooking, and the chance for their two families to grow a little closer. 

Thank goodness the two families had met for dinner the other night, so they weren’t strangers anymore. 

Frank smiled as he thought back to a couple hours earlier. Their two families had pitched tents near Annie Springs, nestled in a grove of tall Ponderosa pines and Shasta Red fir trees. The peaceful burble of the nearby creek, paired with birdsongs and occasional soft laughter from camp, gave the place a feeling of home. 

He smiled, remembering how Betsy had insisted on helping to set up the tents, even when her skirts got dusty and her bonnet slipped sideways. Her laughter, stubborn independence, and her way of making everyone around her feel known and needed were just some of the things that had drawn his eye from the very beginning. 

Betsy, on the other hand, couldn’t help but smile for an entirely different reason. God had abundantly blessed her the last few days; in ways she hadn’t even dared to pray for. She had taken the stage to Klamath Falls to visit her aunt Margaret. What was meant to be a short visit turned into something far sweeter when she learned her aunt needed help in her bakery. That was where she had first met Frank. His warm smile, steady manner, and his twinkling chocolate-hued eyes that seemed to draw her in, not to mention how handsome he was. The way he always seemed to find a reason to stop by had quickly captured her attention.

They soon discovered they had much in common; a love for the outdoors, a deep faith in God, and a shared respect for family traditions. Before long, they were sitting together in church on Sundays, sharing hymnal pages and quiet glances. Quiet conversations took place after services, as did lending a hand whenever someone in town needed help. 

They had grown close in a short time, and Betsy found herself looking forward to every moment they could spend together. Then, to her surprise and delight, her parents had arrived unannounced to visit her and Aunt Margaret. 

Before long, the idea of a camping trip to Craker Lake National Park with Frank’s family had been suggested as the perfect chance for their families to become acquainted, and perhaps for her and Frank to share a little more of their hearts. 

The late-afternoon sun slanted through the tall pines, gilding them in gold. The winds shifted, carrying with them the faint scent of woodsmoke from campsites farther down the trail. Betsy breathed it in, unaware that before the trip was over, the winds and their plans might change. 

They neared their campsites, having chosen spots side by side beneath the towering pines. Patches of snow still lingered under bushes and in the shaded hallows, a quiet reminder of the mountain’s lingering chill. It was said there were just two seasons at Crater Lake National Park. Winter and June. 

Betsy realized they had taken longer than she had thought. The cheerful clink of the metal dishes being set out and low hum of laughter floated through the cool evening air, drawing them toward the camp. The savory aroma of stew and fresh bread made her stomach growl. Her pulse fluttered; joy and nerves tugged in equal measure.

Frank glanced at her and smiled, reaching for her hand and giving it a reassuring squeeze. The simple gesture made her heart swell, grounding her in the moment as she held on to his hand. 

The tents were pitched neatly behind the campfires, and wood was stacked carefully nearby, ready to feed the flames. A large iron pot simmered over one fire, sending up tendrils of fragrant steam. Two wooden tables had been pushed together to form a long, inviting place for their families to gather. Flickering lanterns cast a warm glow over the scene, promising comfort and fellowship as the evening deepened. The homely sight settled over her like a warm quilt, easing the last of her jitters.

They rode up close to the camp and secured their horses next to a tree where there was some grass. Betsy breathed a quiet, thank you to the Lord for everything that had happened today.

Annie walked ahead of them into the campsite.

Betsy and Frank followed behind a little slower, holding hands. Her cheeks warmed under her mother’s gaze, but she didn’t let go of his hand. 

As soon as they entered, their parents greeted them. “You’ve arrived just in time. We thought maybe the three of you were going to miss dinner,” her mother said as she watched her daughter’s face.

Frank and Annie were welcomed by their parents. 

“Anything you would like to share with us?” her father asked. Her mouth went dry; the words seemed stuck in her throat.

Betsy glanced at Frank, who was now talking to his parents. He looked up and smiled at her as his father slapped him on the back. She could hear him say, “Congratulations, son.” Relief bloomed warm and bright in her chest.

Betsy turned back to her parents and took a breath. This was really happening, she thought. “Frank asked me to marry him,” she said as the words finally flowed from her.

“What was your answer?” her father asked. For a flicker of a moment, she could only nod, unable to trust her voice.

Betsy blushed and smiled. “I said yes.” The word felt bright and sure, like a lamplight in the dusk.

Her parents’ faces lit with excitement. “Congratulations,” they said together, and her mother hugged her warmly. Betsy blinked back happy tears.

Her father asked, “Have you set a date yet?” 

“We haven’t gotten that far yet,” Betsy said, but hope unfurled, quiet and steady, inside her. A warmth bloomed in Betsy’s chest as she caught the pleased glances passing between her parents and Frank. 

Frank and his family made their way closer to Betsy and her parents.

Frank’s mother suggested, “I think this is wonderful news and worthy of a celebration.”

“I couldn’t agree with you more, Florence,” Betsy’s mother said. Her smile carried a sparkle that eased the last of Betsy’s nervousness. “Good thing we have a cobbler for dessert tonight that Betsy made.”

“Now that’s my kind of celebration,” Frank’s father said.

“And I couldn’t agree with you more, Oliver Sr.,” Betsy’s father said with a smile. The rich, familiar rumble of his voice made her heart swell with gratitude.

Florence looked at her other children. “Has everyone washed their hands yet?”

“Yes,” they all chimed in together. 

“Then it’s time for us all to sit down and enjoy a meal together,” Florence suggested as Hetty, Betsy’s mom, agreed.

Betsy followed, her heart lighter than it had been in weeks. She had been missing her parents and was thankful that they had come for a visit. 

Betsy settled on the bench, her hands still warm from Frank’s squeeze, and a soft thrill ran through her at the thought that he was now truly hers. Betsy’s father, Edgar, said grace. 

Betsy glanced around the table as everyone began to serve themselves. The simple rhythm of the two families moving together as one, passing bowls of food and exchanging small jokes, felt like a gentle blessing.

Her eyes found Frank as he helped his younger brother, Oliver, with his plate. Even in this busy moment, there was a calm strength about him that made her chest swell with love. She thanked God quietly for bringing him into her life.

Frank’s parents chatted easily with Betsy’s, and he felt a surge of gratitude that the families seemed to blend so naturally. It was as though God had already prepared this moment, smoothing the edges of nerves and formalities. He prayed that the families would continue to grow together. He had heard how hard it was when one of the families didn’t get along with the other. He was praying that wouldn’t happen to them. 

As laughter rippled across the table, Betsy caught Frank’s eye. He winked slightly, a small gesture that made her stomach flutter. She realized that amidst the chatter and clinking dishes, she felt utterly, completely at peace and in love.

She took a deep breath, letting the scent of the pine and woodsmoke mingle with the aroma of the meal. In that quiet moment, Betsy silently prayed a little prayer of thanks, asking God to guide them both in the days and years to come. 

“Tell me Frank, how is the mill doing?” Edgar asked.

“I’ve managed to expand it a little, and it’s running smoothly, but I have more plans for it,” Frank said. He chuckled softly, rubbing the back of his neck as if embarrassed by the attention. “Grandfather is still giving me suggestions, but he has been enjoying more time with grandmother.”

Betsy noticed a faint smile tug at her father’s lips, as though he was picturing Frank covered in sawdust and bossed around by his grandfather.

“I’m sure your business has kept you very busy. How is the house you’re building coming along?” Edgar added, his tone was curious, but teasing, as if expecting a story about a misplaced hammer or a board askew.

Frank grinned, glancing at Betsy before answering. “The house is coming along, although I nearly painted myself instead of the siding last week.” He laughed softly, shaking his head at the memory, and Betsy couldn’t help but smile at the image.

Edgar and Hetty chuckled, and even Oliver Sr., and Florence laughed quietly. The sound warmed her chest, a reminder that these two families were already beginning to blend together. She wished her aunt Margaret had come with them, but she stayed behind to run her bakery.

“Don’t tell me you let the mill hands see that,” Betsy teased gently, nudging Frank’s elbow with her fingers.

“I might have,” he admitted with a sheepish grin. “But only the apprentices. Grandfather made sure I got the proper lesson in humility.” 

Betsy’s eyes softened as she watched him. There was a steadiness about Frank, patience, kindness that made her heart feel safe, and he made her feel loved. She realized again why she had said yes, and why she would do so a thousand times more if needed. 

Meanwhile, the families continued to chatter, sharing stories of past camping trips, minor misadventures, and fond memories of Crater Lake, even though Betsy’s family had only visited a handful of times. 

Betsy felt a quiet joy settle over her, thankful for this simple, holy moment where laughter, love, and God’s blessing seemed to fill the air. Life wasn’t always good, but you had to praise God for the good and the bad times.

Betsy smiled as she glanced toward her younger sister, who was passing around the small basket of bread. Even without speaking much, her sister’s quiet presence made her feel comforted. She had missed her sister more than she thought she would have. The only drawback to marrying and living in Klamath Falls, was it was far from her family and South Dakota where she had grown up. 

Betsy glanced around the table, watching her soon-to-be family settle in. Anne, Frank’s younger sister, poured cider carefully, her steady hands betraying just a hint of pride in helping her brother’s fiancée feel at home. Laroy, Frank’s younger brother, nudged Oliver, the youngest, lightly with his elbow as he recounted a story about a misadventure at the mill, making the younger boy stifle a laugh. Rachel and Jennie, Frank’s younger sisters, exchanged amused glances over the same story, their eyes sparkling with humor.

Betsy couldn’t help but smile softly, feeling a quiet joy that God had placed her in the midst of such warmth and laughter. She reached for Frank’s hand under the table, squeezing it gently. The flickering lanterns cast a golden glow over their faces as the evening had grown darker. 

Even amid the chatter and teasing of both families, Betsy felt a warm peace settle over her, and she couldn’t help but smile at how naturally everyone seemed to fit together. She glanced at Frank and whispered, “If this is what family life feels like, I think I’m going to like it.” 

It was a quiet, holy sort of joy, the kind that made her certain this was only the beginning of a beautiful life with him. 
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The morning sun filtered through the towering pines, casting long, dappled shadows across the campsite at Annie Springs. Betsy stretched, feeling the cool air on her face and inhaled the crisp scent of pine and lingering woodsmoke. She glanced over at Frank, already checking the mill plans he had brought along, and couldn’t help but smile.

Around the camp, the sound of breakfast preparations drifted through the clearing. Pans clinking, soft laughter, and the occasional call of a bird from the branches above. Betsy knew today would give them another chance to get to know each other better, and she felt a flutter of excitement at the thought. 

As she walked toward her mother, she saw some tiny pink flowers, and not too far away, some purple ones. If she remembered correctly, the pink flowers were called Woods’s roses, and the tall purple ones were Broadleaf lupine. Off to the left, she spotted bright pink Monkey flowers. So many delightful things to admire. She silently thanked God for the beauty of His creation surrounding them.

A marmot scurried a few feet in front of her, and as she approached her mother, she heard the distinct call of an eagle from above.

“Good morning, Mother,” she said.

“Good morning,” her mother replied with a warm smile. “I’m looking forward to your sticky buns this morning. I have to admit, I’m surprised that your father didn’t discover them earlier and have some.”

Betsy laughed softly. “He always













































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
PAULETTE D, MARSHALL
R o






d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/image013.jpg





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image009.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





