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Rebecca Rides Into Nathan’s Heart

Relying On Hope, Not Sight, For Love With Her
Cowboy

 


 


Rebecca Rides Into Nathan’s Heart

 



Synopsis: Rebecca Rides Into Nathan’s Heart, is
a beautiful romance about Nathan, who advertises for his wife but
gets… Riding her own horse and dressed in working buckskins,
Rebecca shows up at his ranch in California, unannounced, after
finding his ad in her newspaper. He begrudgingly lets her stay if
she’ll cook them three meals a day and do some other ‘womanly’
chores. This she does not want because she thinks it’s a big waste
of her talent. She can hunt, fish, and break horses and many other
things. Can she love? Only time will tell if these two strong
spirits can get along without destroying any chances of a
relationship.

 


 


Rebecca dismounted and gave the horse Rory
one of the carrots she'd just traded for. The jet-black steed
plucked the vegetable from her fingers deftly with his lips before
crunching it heartily.

"There's a good boy," Rebecca crooned,
patting his neck and pulling on the beautiful animal's forelock.
"You deserve that."

The campsite was small but homey where a
simple tent sheltered a bedroll. Rebecca began stoking the
smoldering fire and simultaneously hanging the kettle above the
flames to boil. She retrieved the newspaper she'd bought from its
place in the saddlebag and unfolded it, glancing at the stories as
she waited for her first cup of morning coffee. She had to have the
stuff to get her going.

Rebecca hadn't planned on a trip to the
depot, but the empty coffee bag had propelled her back into
civilization, which she normally avoided like the plague.

There was no human who Rebecca liked better
than Rory. He was a good horse, always well behaved when it
mattered and spunky when he needed to be. She had to laugh as he
tried to reach into the saddlebag that had another two carrots in
it. He wasn’t dumb by any means.

"Let's save those for later, shall we?" she
suggested, raising a dark eyebrow.

Rory withdrew his moving lips, giving up on
the likelihood that he’d get two treats that close together. He
watched his friend and master as Rebecca continued to peruse the
pages of the paper, the ink blackening her rough fingers.

She skimmed over the stories about fires and
thievery, and read a piece about pelt prices a little more closely.
Rebecca kept track of the goings on in Indiana in her own way, or
not at all.

The wildness of this place suited her and she
bemoaned the fact that she needed people at all. Even worse were
the people who continued to arrive near and around her campsite,
pulling down trees and pushing up houses. Always, they were ruining
God’s beautiful and peaceful landscape in the name of progress. It
made her itchy and restless.

At times, Rebecca prayed about what direction
to take with her life. Praying and the Bible were things that had
carried over from earlier in her life. The words in her well-worn
Bible never changed, but they still seemed to shift and adapt to
lead her through whatever difficulties that sprang up in her life,
which meant they certainly sprang up often.

She knew she was no one's ideal woman. She
preferred buckskins to dresses and a single braid down her back
instead of a complicated coiffeur. Though she pretended not to, she
heard what people whispered when her back was turned. She was a
"wild woman," "untamed," even "uncivilized." But Rebecca knew who
she really was and she was comfortable with that woman.

Rebecca would like to think that she could
figure out how to comport herself in polite company should she ever
be so unlucky to have to deal with such a situation, one that she
would avoid at almost all cost.

Out in nature and half roughing it was how
Rebecca loved to live. The sky out here was as big as God himself,
the mountains and trees an affirmation of His love. A roof made her
feel like she was smothering. A town was even worse. But the
vulnerability of a tent was perfect for her - it protected her, but
it didn’t cramp Rebecca or her style. And it was portable, which
meant that Rebecca could take her free spirit and free will
anywhere she wanted to go and anytime she wanted to make that
move.

The sweet tendrils of adventure and
possibility dragged her from one campsite to the next. No matter
where Rebecca went in the wilderness, she could survive. There was
nothing more comforting than to know that her knowledge, her skills
and her faith could overcome any obstacle. If they couldn’t, then
God would take charge. She believed that conviction above all
others.

She’d learned lessons from every stage of her
early life, through every mishap and every tragedy. Rebecca had
gleaned considerable knowledge from every person who had ever taken
any interest in her or spent time with her. Those tidbits of and
about life were stowed safely away in her mind, ready to be called
up for use in a mere second.

She had learned how to trap from her uncle
while accompanying him in the mountains in the frigid winters,
baiting ponds and clearings for beavers and raccoons, whatever
“varmints,” as he liked to label them, would happen to stumble into
their snares. He had also taught her what to do with the pelts from
these animals to make them useful as coats, blankets and other
things that people needed.

At first, she had felt terrible about killing
animals, but as Rebecca grew older, she understood that every
living thing was on earth for a purpose, survival and sacrifice
being two of them - they went hand in hand with each other. More
importantly, she learned that God had made the ultimate sacrifice,
so she marched to the tune of that same drum, and with
conviction.

From her distant and older cousin, Rebecca
had learned to shoot a gun with a marksman aim that men literally
envied. She, since she was five years old, had never missed a shot
-- never.

The words of that cousin would still sound in
her ear when she took aim at something: ‘You don’t want to miss
your shot’ he had said, ‘cause then the enemy knows where you are.’
It made so much sense to her little ears then, and she had heard
those warning words a million times since. They were true
words.

She hadn’t seen her cousin in years, not
since he had asked her to marry him, thinking that family blood
would make for a strong union. Rebecca didn’t want a union of any
kind with a man, least of all one that could outshoot her and who
shared her same heritage.

Rebecca had learned her acute horse skills
from her favorite aunt on her father’s side…the wife of a prominent
rancher. Her aunt had insisted on learning to ride sidesaddle, but
Rebecca wasn’t interested in that “ladylike” mode of travel. She
had better balance and control riding “like the men” as her aunt
called it, so that was how she rode. And she was good at that,
too.

From watching the other men who worked on her
aunt’s property, Rebecca had deduced the proper techniques for
everything from trot to canter. Rory had come to be hers as a gift
from this aunt before Rebecca was sent away as a result of a long
line of casual rejections that she told herself had never so much
as stung her or her resolve.

Determination? Rebecca came by that
naturally, she was told. Most of her far-flung family preferred to
call it stubbornness, as in, “You’re as stubborn as your mother,
God bless her soul.”

The idea of her mother’s soul was always
something of a mystery to Rebecca as she grew up. During her
childhood, she imagined her mother as an ephemeral golden orb that
emanated warmth and light. As Rebecca aged, she scolded the
memories of her younger self even as the memories turned into
visions of a woman with her own auburn hair but with an ethereal
pair of wings.

Both of Rebecca’s parents had died from a
disastrous fever that saw fit to spare her as a baby.

She supposed she could be bitter about it,
but she got her belief in God from her grandmother. Rebecca’s short
tenure with that woman had been the sweetest and most loving she
had experienced from her family. Grandmother taught Rebecca to read
by using the “good word,” as she called it - the Bible.

“God does everything for a reason, child,”
Grandmother would always say, soothing words when Rebecca would ask
about her parents. “Sometimes all we can do is hang on for dear
life and ride the waves that God has planned for us. You always
have to trust Him and His plan for you.”

Rebecca developed a deep love for the stories
the Bible contained, asking Grandmother to read and reread certain
ones until the girl could read them aloud instead.

It was still Grandmother’s Bible that Rebecca
always checked first when moving from place to place; she sought
advice and direction from the passages that presented themselves to
her when she randomly opened its pages. Grandmother had succumbed
to old age just three months after taking Rebecca in and since
then, her life had been lived just as randomly as she opened those
trusted pages of the old woman’s Bible.

 


The water bubbled in the iron pot and Rebecca
poured it into her mug, covering the spoon of coffee grounds that
waited for it. In moments, she had fragrant coffee, which she drank
slowly, expertly keeping the grounds in the bottom of the cup while
she sipped their nectar above them. The morning had already lost
its chill, but that didn’t matter. The brew still made Rebecca feel
like she was ready for the day by warming her from the inside.

Keeping one eye on the ramblings of Rory a
few yards away as he was keen to every sound of the forest, Rebecca
made another cup of coffee and inhaled the jolt that it always gave
her. She had been awoken by the howling of wolves during the night,
so she and Rory both listened with one ear as she turned to the
announcements section of the newspaper.

Sometimes, she got leads on where to sell her
furs from the paper, and she had some that needed to be sold as
soon as possible.

Half the people who posted their
announcements in this particular section of the paper needed
something; the other half had the goods to fulfill those needs.
Although she never posted anything in the paper, she always managed
to fit something either needed or for sale.

Today, her eyes skimmed over the “Wanted:
Brides” group of portioned ads and wondered what kind of women
would answer them.

‘Wealthy merchant, sixty, looking for
demure wife. Must be good with numbers,’ one ad read.

Marry a man old enough to be her grandfather
and have to do figures all day? That sounded like a vile life,
Rebecca thought, trying to imagine being stuck at a desk in some
ornate mansion with an old man slobbering over her day after day,
making sure his pot of money didn’t dry up or be used for purposes
not suited to him. Rebecca smiled at the vision.

‘Prospector, forty, looking to hit the
mother lode in marriage. Wife must be able to care for five
children and have a strong back,’ another read.

Rebecca shook her head. She felt for those
children, not having a mother, but she wouldn’t envy a prospector’s
wife at all. What if they never struck gold in the many rivers of
Colorado or in their marriage? And a strong back? She could only
imagine the need for that in a woman.

She almost folded the paper up to stuff in
her saddlebag for kindling, but Rebecca’s eyes fell on one last
plea.

‘Twenty-five year-old rancher seeks kind
wife,’ it read. ‘Must be able to make a comfortable home
without many modern conveniences. Love for horses a plus.’

Rebecca had loved her time at her aunt’s
ranch, even if it hadn’t lasted for very long. It had been her
longest stint at any of her relatives’ homes. She’d learn to break
horses, to herd cattle, and to do most anything else that needed
doing. She had certainly become proficient at making campsites her
home without any “modern conveniences.”

It was as if this ad was written with Rebecca
in mind, as if God might be answering her prayers for some
direction in her life. Not that she was looking for a husband by
any stretch of the imagination, but direction - well, she
desperately needed direction. She couldn’t spend her life wandering
around in the woods trapping animals and selling pelts. Surely
loneliness would settle it at some point, she had already seen the
fringes of it in her life from time to time when she went days
without speaking to another person. Rory just could not fit every
bill in her life.

She retrieved her fragile Bible and opened
it. It was in this manner that she derived most of her
communications with God. He guided her in all things. He would help
her find the advice that she needed. She closed her eyes and opened
the book. When she looked again, she saw the pages revealed a
passage from the gospel of Matthew:

‘Enter by the narrow gate,’ Rebecca read.
‘For the gate is wide and the way is easy that leads to
destruction, and those who enter by it are many. For the gate is
narrow and the way is hard that leads to life, and those who find
it are few.’

Was this marriage ad the “narrow gate?” Had
it been placed for her and her alone? The Lord knew Rebecca loved
ranches and was able to thrive on and with them. Had He inspired
this ad, helped her use up her coffee unexpectedly, pushed her to
town, and nudged her to buy the newspaper?

“Sometimes all we can do is hang on for dear
life,” Grandmother had said.

There was only one problem.

Rebecca had no plans and no desire to get
married.

 


 


“Twenty-five year old rancher seeks kind
wife. Must be able to make home without many modern conveniences.
Love for horses a plus.”

Norm swallowed painfully, his mouth feeling
like it was stuffed with cotton
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