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Chapter One

 


Synopsis: A widower suffers greatly, as does
his daughter, when the father is suddenly widowed. He has a hard
time both finding a husband for his daughter, and finding a new
wife for himself. Some out-of-towners cause trouble and a saloon
fight ensues, and a Good Samaritan is badly wounded coming to the
father's aid. All seems to go downhill after that.

 


If you found yourself to be a friend of Cecil
Harp, then you could count yourself to be fortunate. A mama who
spoke with a sharp intended tongue, gave some real good lashes; but
cradled you in love had raised a man. Being smothered with all
three of these teachings could turn a young boy into a real fine
man.

He knew when his mama said something, she
meant it; and that’s where the “sharp intended tongue” came in. In
addition, he knew the consequences he’d pay if he didn’t listen up,
and of course, that’s where the “real good lashes” came in.
However, he also knew that no matter what, his mama truly loved
him, and she cradled him in love. He was brought up in a stable,
God-fearing home. He carried this with him his whole life, even
raising his own daughter in the same way.

Just because she was a girl didn’t mean she
never saw the end of a belt he pulled from his trousers.

 


 


Cecil’s wife came from upstate New York and
it took Cecil at least a good seven years to see his wife grow
accustomed to country life. Finally, after those long seven years,
and they were long for both Cecil and his wife; she had finally
grown to enjoy the outdoors with all its beauty promised. Then,
that was it.

The woman just never woke up. It was a cold
winter night and nothing was out of the ordinary, and the day had
been normal as any other. She tucked her young daughter, Amanda, in
her bed, lay down beside her husband and drifted off to a sleep she
never woke from. Even the local doctor never knew what the woman
had died from, and she had shown no signs of sickness.

“She must have worn herself out from all the
stress she went through, not accepting her life away from the city”
Cecil had decided. However, she left behind a daughter that would
take after her father, and she adored the country. Never deciding
which season was her favorite, she would just wait until that
season rolled around and she claimed it as her favorite.

Her father always chuckled when he asked her
which season she liked the best, because it was always the present
one. Amanda looked like her mother, but had the mind of her father,
which made her a striking beauty for Billings, Montana.

There were many attractive women locally, but
she was stunning to look at and would have been any man’s prize in
marriage. Cecil kept a tight grip on his daughter, not only because
of her beauty, but because he wanted an heir, and he would decide
who that would be.

 


 


When Amanda became of age to start thinking
seriously about who her mate should be, her father would keep her
up hours at night, filling her mind with what he required. She grew
tired of his control, but she knew that he was only looking for the
best man who could provide for her when he was gone. With his wife
gone, Amanda took on all her mother’s responsibilities just as any
daughter would feel obligated to do, but she had reached the age
where most young women began looking for their mate, so they could
start their own lives.

Amanda hadn’t even begun to look, or to think
about it. Her father kept her so busy, and even isolated that there
wasn’t any room for a man. Cecil liked it that way and his plan was
that he would be the one to pick out the groom for his bride-to-be
daughter.

Cecil, as he grew older, became very lonely
for a mate himself and he would ride into town every weekend and
would spend the night in town, filling his own desires and needs
with the local saloon girls. Then he would return in the morning to
his home and daughter. His selfishness had taken over and he never
thought about how his daughter might be lonely too.

Night after night, she was left alone,
expected to sit in a cabin, either reading by the fire, mending
some of her father’s socks, or turning the lights low to sleep by.
On one of those nights that her father spent in town, he ran into
some trouble in town, and it would be a night that would change his
life and cause him to sink even further in self-indulgence.

 


 


It was a bitter cold night, being one of
those that you could see your breath and caused tears to run down
your cheeks, freezing to your face. He had gone into town like any
other night, just expecting to find a warm bed with a wild woman,
but he got side tracked by some men who challenged him to a game of
cards.

Cecil was known for winning some and cheating
a lot, and if someone challenged him, he couldn’t refuse. Knowing
that he didn’t have any money to back up his loss, he figured he’d
just win anyway, so he took them up on their challenge. They must
have been in their card game for a good three hours and Cecil was
carrying his own, ahead of the game.

Nevertheless, right at the end, the game took
a turn and because of a side bet he had agreed to, he was expected
to pay up. If it had been local men who knew Cecil, they might have
let him go with a promise to pay. However, these men weren’t
locals, and they were drifters that were looking for a good
time.

By the time the game had come to its end,
many watchers had gone on home, just figuring that Cecil took the
floor. But there were a few good men left as the lights began to
dim, and the working women began leading their men up the stairs.
Cecil had been called out to pay up, and he responded with telling
them that he’d have to pay them in the morning.

As he began his climb up the spiraling
staircase, with his slobbering mouth dripping all over his lady’s
shoulder, two men at the bottom of the stairs called him to a dual
outside.

There weren’t too many men that would even
bother to interfere because they were prepared to just turn their
heads. However, one young man couldn’t just stand by while some
drifters challenged some drunken old man to a dual in the street.
The young man was known as just “Boot”. He had grown up in the
neighboring county and had recently moved into Billings.

As the men continued to holler Cecil down
from the stairs, the young man stepped in between them and offered
to pay them their money they felt they had coming, and that he
would deal with Cecil in the morning.

This, however, wasn’t the way they did
things. After several attempts to try to persuade the men into
seeing the benefit of him paying them, they grew tired of the young
man, and they shoved him out of the way, sailing him across the
room. The crowd scurried to their places, tables being knocked over
and drinks crashing to the floor, trying to get out of the line of
any fight.

Boot helped himself up and then he again
approached them, and he was hit across the face with the end of a
gun. Standing there, bleeding from the nose, he wiped it down his
sleeve and continued to stand for the stranger on the staircase.
One of the drifters had begun to climb the staircase and pulled out
his gun, raising it toward Cecil; that’s when Boot took off running
toward the shooter, and just as the man fired the shot, Boot had
come between Cecil and the bullet. He took another man’s place in
line for death, and he fell to his knees, rolling down the
stairs.

As the crowd poured from the saloon, the
drifters then ran to their horses to flee the saloon. Cecil was
left staring down at a strange young man, for whatever reason; had
just saved his life. He shoved his woman of the night out of his
arms and ran to the bottom of the stairs, grabbing Boot in his
arms.

Fearing that he was already dead, he began
checking for a pulse and leaned down to hear his breath. Raising
his head and screaming out for someone to get the doctor, he told
them the man was still alive. The doctor in the town rushed over,
checked out the young man, and was amazed that he had lived.

The bullet had hit him in the spine as the
young man had run up the stairs to Cecil’s aide. They carried Boot
to the doctor’s office and the doctor soon realized that there was
nothing that he could do. He couldn’t do any kind of surgery to
remove the bullet for fear of the surgery killing Boot.

However, possibly even worse, the doctor then
informed Cecil that the man would be paralyzed from the waist down
if he lived at all.


Chapter Two

 


Boot did survive and he was told that
he would never walk again. Being only twenty-five years old, this
was a death sentence on his head. He, like any other young man had
dreams that he hadn’t even began to fulfill. It became a very long
day when the doctor stood beside his bed and had to tell him the
devastating news. Boot took it very calmly, and just succumbed to
tears.

As the doctor finally had no choice but to
leave the young man to his own thoughts, he shut the door quietly,
went to sit down at his old thinking chair, and dropped his face
into his hands. He sat there alone like so many times before when
he had to deliver bad news to a patient or to their left behind
family, and the day rolled into night.

When the doctor awoke, nothing had changed.
Young Boot was alive, but the news was still there. Throughout the
day, the doctor tried to comfort Boot, and he knew that it wouldn’t
really matter what he could say, the fact remained.

 


Weeks went by as Boot began to heal from the
wound, but suffered in his mind. He remained in the doctor’s office
for several months and then he himself grew tired of being there.
The young man hadn’t even bought a homestead yet, and had been
living in a local hotel, but without being able to work now, he had
nowhere to go.

Doctor Baker got the idea to send the young
man home with Cecil. He figured first off, that Cecil should do the
right thing since the man had taken what should have been a bullet
for Cecil. Then he also thought it might do Cecil some good to do
something that might turn his own life around. Doc Baker had
watched Cecil’s life dwindle away since his wife died, and he
thought this might be an opportunity for God to work in both their
lives.

Now, all he had to do was find the way to
suggest this idea to Cecil.

Cecil had been checking in on Boot, but he
had never gone in to meet the man. He was too ashamed to face him
and had been putting it off, planning to one day ask him for
forgiveness. Nevertheless, time had gotten the best of him and he
had practically talked himself out of it.

One afternoon when Cecil had snuck into the
salon, trying to avoid anyone seeing him, Doc Baker had crossed the
street and saw Cecil as he entered into the side door. Deciding
that it was time to mention his idea to Cecil, he went on in the
saloon.

Looking up the staircase, he saw Cecil and he
hollered at him to ask him if he would mind speaking to him. Cecil,
not wanting to draw any more attention to himself, came on down the
stairs.

Doc Baker sat at a table with
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