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Dedication
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To the memory of Sarah Eckersley Robinson (1844-1929)

My great grandmother, a courageous woman 

whom I admire greatly
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SARAH

––––––––
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Sarah sat at her desk planning out the week’s agenda. Being a dance teacher had much responsibility. She had to plan a group class and a private session for each student, plus set a recital date. She wanted a recital every three months so her students had something to look forward to. She also had to plan a solo for herself. This would motivate the students so they would know what lay in store for them if they worked hard. 

Melinda had stopped by that day and asked if Kayla could have dance lessons and Sarah was excited to teach such a sweet young girl. Kayla seemed excited and her enthusiasm had rubbed off on Sarah. It was a joy to teach children who wanted to learn. 

Sarah pushed her raven black hair out of her face as she thought about her situation. She was grateful she had moved to Paris, Idaho to begin her dance school. The people in Bear Lake Valley were so congenial and seemed to accept her at face value. They never treated her like she was different and that brought her great joy. At the Saturday night socials, she never had a chance to rest. She always had a dance partner. The young men accepted her without question, knowing she was different than other girls. Her condition didn’t seem to bother them at all. 

The students at college were a completely different story. The coeds tended to ignore her and the young men never pursued a relationship after finding out about her condition. She figured it was because they felt uncomfortable around her. Ignorance was a major problem in a situation like hers. But then it probably was her own fault for choosing a prestigious college in the first place. 

The only reason she had chosen Radcliff College was because Helen Keller had attended there, graduating magna cum laude. She had felt a kinship towards her, although her situation was different than Helen’s. Sarah had lost her hearing at the age of thirteen after a prolonged illness. Helen Keller was born deaf and it took her a few years to learn to communicate with others, but Sarah had learned to speak before her illness. 

The doctors figured that she had lost approximately sixty to seventy percent of her hearing. She could hear low, deep sounds such as music, but higher pitches were more difficult and usually drove her crazy. After becoming deaf, every sense she had seemed to be accentuated: her smell, her touch, her sight, even sound vibrations that others just took for granted such as music or the vibrations of the earth. 

Sarah was taught sign language but it had been difficult, like learning a foreign language, so she decided to work hard at reading lips. She was now quite proficient at it.

The professors at the college had been wonderful. They had gone out of their way to help her. They were impressed that she wanted to be a dance teacher and supported her decision, perhaps because Helen Keller had attended this college and left behind her legacy. 

After arriving in Paris, Sarah realized she needed a plan. She needed to prove herself to the community. She announced a free dance recital by putting posters all over the whole valley. To make her plan successful, she also went about the community getting to know the people personally, announcing her recital, and hoping their curiosity would win out. It was a perfect plan and it worked. 

The night of her recital the place was packed. She figured it was because they were curious, wondering how a dance teacher in her condition could dance. She knew that she could use their curiosity to her advantage, so she prepared a variety of dances to show off her expertise. She performed some ballet, different tap dances, and the Spanish flamenco, just to mention a few. 

After an hour of dancing, Sarah bowed and thanked everyone for coming. When the audience immediately stood, applauding and giving her a standing ovation, tears welled up in her eyes. She had not expected this kind of response. Her emotions were close to the surface as she looked at the audience and saw the joy in their faces. She had touched their hearts. 

She bowed and then performed once again, receiving another standing ovation. The audience was alive with wonder and enthusiasm. After an hour of standing ovations, Sarah was exhausted and finally told the audience about the new Dance School she was opening and then excused herself.

The following week, one parent after another signed up their children for dance lessons. By the second week, Sarah had every day filled. The community had accepted her wholeheartedly, without question. 

Sarah smiled as she placed the week’s schedule in the drawer. She loved what she was doing and was glad she had chosen this road to take. She was also glad she had chosen Bear Lake Valley to make her home. First thing tomorrow, she would call on Melinda and arrange a time for Kayla.
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DAVID’S RETURN

––––––––
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“Just a little further, boy.” 

The deep soothing voice sounded encouraging and hopeful as the tall young man leaned over to pat the roan with his right hand. As David searched the valley below, a longing filled his soul. It had been many years since he had been here, and Strawberry Canyon was one of the most beautiful canyons he had crossed over since he left Colorado. Idaho had some mighty fine sights to behold and this canyon was the best of them all. 

“Isn’t it beautiful, boy?” 

The Chestnut Roan responded to his touch and gentle voice as he trotted between white birch trees, pine trees, and scrub oak. As the roan descended the mountain, David searched for something familiar but the thick trees blocked everything from view. The afternoon sunlight filtered through the leaves as they slightly moved, rippling with the breeze. A cushion of soft needles beneath the roan’s feet crunched with each step and the luscious smell of pine scented the air. The woods were silent except for a few birds twittering their love songs to one another. 

To hear the soothing rush of the river in the distance was like a small piece of paradise. It was breathtaking country with peace that could only be imagined until experiencing it for oneself. Therefore, David could never find adequate words to describe it to anyone. 

As the roan trotted along, the trees gradually parted as they came over the ridge and a verdant lush valley was exposed before him. The young man reined in his horse and looked down into the valley. Memories flooded his mind as he eyed the familiar sight below. It had been eight long years since he had been here and now he was returning under completely different circumstances. Was it really that long ago? 

David’s past was something he felt ashamed of. He remembered when he had turned eighteen years of age and had become rebellious. After an awful and intense argument with his father, he had left his home in Colorado and somehow ended up here. During this stage of rebelliousness, he had decided to live the wild and reckless life of an outlaw. For some crazy reason he thought it would be a most exciting road to take. 

David would have followed that path if it had not been for one thing, this valley and the people who lived in it. After spending time in this little valley, he realized how crazy he was. Turning outlaw was not the answer to his problems after all. If it had not been for the Roberts family, their love, trust, and acceptance, he would not have reevaluated his life. 

After he was given a second chance to change his life, he decided to take it. That was when he rode back home to Denver so he could make things right with his father. He had made a complete change during the past eight years. He had stopped being wild and learned how strong the love of God was, and this helped to turn his life around. 

David was a tall, good-looking, young man with a charming smile. He was twenty-six years of age with fine wavy blond hair, sky-blue eyes, and broad shoulders. He also had a distinct dimple in his chin that got the attention of many a girl. He was a gentle and peaceful man but at the same time he allowed no man to push him around. He never looked for trouble and would try to avoid it if possible, but he never backed down when it came to his moral beliefs, ethics, or if he needed to defend a woman’s honor. He had his share of fistfights, but he tried to control his temper. 

David was a successful businessman and owned his own freight business in Denver. He had earned a name for himself as one having integrity and veracity. Therefore, his freight business began to grow. 

As he looked down at Bear Lake Valley, he remembered how the Roberts family had helped him. Now the need had arisen once again. When he became restless and could not keep his mind on business, his friend and business partner told him, or rather demanded him, to go on an extended vacation. David’s mind went back to that day and he smiled at the memory of it. 

His partner pointed an accusing finger at him and said, “David! You’ve got to get yourself outta here. You’re getting in the way and slowing down business.” 

“What?” he said with astonishment. “What are you saying?” 

His partner chuckled. “David, you’re not able to think. Your mind is elsewhere. Go on a vacation and don’t come back until you’ve got your head on straight.”

“Don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said gruffly. 

His partner sighed. “You know very well what I mean, David.” 

David stuck his hands in his pockets and looked out the window, trying to avoid his partner’s eyes. He suspected what he was hinting at. He had lost his mother to a terminal illness six months ago and had felt a loneliness that he had never felt before. To carry the pain of his mother’s death was difficult. He felt so alone and reality was not easy to face. He had taken for granted that she would always be around and death was not an option. After her death, it seemed as if his world had fallen apart. He had many unanswered questions that kept running through his mind over and over again. They were unsettling questions. 

David’s partner stood with his hands on his hips, waiting for a rebuttal. He knew David inside and out. 

David stared at his partner and blurted out impatiently, “Why did Ma have to die at such a young age? She was only fifty-five. She had so much to live for.” He shook his head in frustration. “Why couldn’t the doctor have saved her? Why didn’t God answer my prayers?” 

His partner sauntered toward him and put his arm around his shoulder. “It was her time to go, David.” 

“I don’t believe it,” he said irritably. “Everyone says that but I don’t believe it. It’s all my fault, you know. Why didn’t I notice she wasn’t getting better and then spend more time with her?” 

“David, you’ve just got to stop blaming yourself. It’s tearing you apart. Now you get outta here and find what you’re looking for. Find the path you really want to take. The business will do just fine without you. You need to get away and sort out your life.”

David knew his partner was right. At first, he didn’t know where to go for comfort. But when he received a letter from John Roberts, he made the decision. 

His eyes roamed the valley below as he let out a sigh. Now he was heading for the Roberts home. He had written before he left and told them that he was coming for an extended visit and he was not sure how long he would stay. 

A warm glow filled his soul as he thought about the family. John was six-years-old when he last saw him and now he was fourteen. Jenny, their sixteen-year-old daughter, which he had grown to love and had become very good friends with, was now twenty-four years of age and married with a child of her own. David had not seen their youngest daughter as of yet and was excited to see the family. 

He nudged the roan forward and his spirits rose as they trotted down into the valley. When they came into a clearing, he gave a kick to his horse and yelled out, “Hee ya!” 

The horse responded readily and took off with great speed as they headed toward the town of Montpelier. Each mound, stone, and ditch bank vanished beneath the roan’s hooves as it covered mile after mile in a steady gallop. 

As they approached a café in Montpelier, David reined in and tied his roan to a post. It was late and he was hungry and needed to find a place to stay for the night before heading to the Roberts’ home in Paris. He also needed to find a livery stable for his horse. 

As he walked into the café, he overheard a couple of waitresses talking excitedly. The brunette was gesticulating vigorously as she spoke. 

“It scared the heck out of him, Joan. Now he’s a crack shot, but when he aimed his rifle at it and shot, he either missed or it was too tough to kill.”

“What happened next?” asked Joan with astonishment. 

“It took off at an incredible speed. He said he tried a couple more shots but it was too fast for him. He was so frightened that he ran faster than he’d ever run before. When he tripped and fell, he dropped his rifle but he was too scared to stop and retrieve it. When he went back the next day, it was gone.” 

“Gone?” 

“Yes, gone. He told me the creature must have eaten it.” 

“Wow! We haven’t heard of anyone seeing it for a few years.” 

“Yes, I know.” She paused, looking over at David. “Joan, you’ve got a customer at your table.” 

Joan turned and walked toward David with her pencil and pad in hand, ready to take his order. 

“What would you like today, sir?” 

David looked up at the waitress and smiled. “I’d like a medium steak, a red potato, salad, and fresh Idaho water.” 

As he smiled, the dimple in his chin deepened. It made him even more attractive to the women he met. It brought out a boyish look that the young women seemed to like. 

Joan smiled back and asked flirtatiously, “Just visiting?” 

“Yup. Just arrived.” 

“I think you’ll like this area. It’s quite beautiful and peaceful here. The people are nice and friendly. Remember, if you have any questions or would like to see the sights, just ask.” She smiled in a coy manner. “I wouldn’t mind showing you around.” 

David noticed her interest in him right away. But he wasn’t in Bear Lake Valley to find a girl. He was here to relax and find himself. 

He smiled back and said, “I have one question.”

“What’s that?” 

“I heard you talking and was wondering if another grizzly was on the loose.” 

Joan became sober and her eyes widened with intensity as she spoke. “Oh, if it were only that, then we could deal with it. We’ve had many a bear disturb our serenity here, but this is something different. Scotland has their Lock Ness Monster, and we have our Bear Lake Monster.” 

David was so surprised that he burst into a fit of laughter. He had never heard of such a thing before. The sober tone in her voice almost had him believing something serious had actually happened. The Loch Ness Monster was a Scottish legend, but what was this Bear Lake Monster all about? No one had mentioned it when he visited a few years ago. 

Between his laughter, he was able to blurt out, “What a tale! I think someone’s playing a trick on you.” 

After a few seconds, he quickly calmed down when he saw the shocked look on her face. 

Her lips were pursed tightly together and her eyes flamed with anger. She put her hands on her hips and scowled. “Don’t you laugh at our legends!” 

“Well, I...” 

“A bunch of scientists tried to discredit the monster and said it was a huge codfish that was shipped in from the East. But they were wrong.” She narrowed her eyes at David. “And we’re not liars, either.” 

All flirtations were gone in an instant. The waitress quickly turned on her heels and marched into the kitchen without another word. 

David’s eyes were wide with wonder. He had certainly put his foot in his mouth by laughing and making fun of a legend. He had not realized the seriousness that his laughter had caused. He rubbed the day’s stubble on his chin as he thought about the matter. She was mad and he needed to make amends. 

When he saw her returning, he opened his mouth to apologize, but it did not take long to realize that it was too late. With a look of satisfaction, she plopped a well-done steak in front of him. The edges were burned to a crisp and smoking. Not only that, a raw potato had been placed on top of a whole lettuce leaf with dressing dripping over the edges. 

When he looked up at her, he realized that an apology would not be accepted. He was being served a burnt offering, a raw potato, and one lettuce leaf. After noticing his bewildered face, she grinned and then turned on her heels and strode away. 

Later that night, David was lying on his bed in the hotel room and reminiscing, trying to ignore the hunger that gnawed at his belly. Tomorrow he would see the Roberts family. After a few moments, his thoughts went back to the Bear Lake Monster and he broke into a fit of uncontrollable laughter. How could sane and responsible people actually take such a thing so seriously?
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THE LEGEND OF THE BEAR LAKE MONSTER

––––––––
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The waves splashed gently upon the shore and the full moon shone brightly upon Bear Lake, making the water shimmer. A deep foreboding was in the air and the fawn, sipping from the lake, could sense it. His ears perked up and he stood still while his eyes searched the area. Only the sounds of nature could be heard, crickets sang and an owl hooted, but the deer sensed that he was in danger and quickly darted away. With great speed, he sprinted gracefully, as if in mid air, toward safety. 

A few feet from shore, the water abruptly parted and exposed a gigantic brown lump about 90-feet long. Water was trickling down its sides as it floated in the stillness of the night. At first glance it looked like an enormous log that had floated to the surface. After a couple of seconds, it slowly moved toward shore. A howl of a wolf was heard in the distance but it was instantly cut off when a thunderous noise, like the roaring of an angry bull, pierced the night and was heard from the shores of Bear Lake and beyond. Immediately, the sounds of nature became silent and an eerie sense of foreboding remained in the atmosphere. 

Just ten miles north of Bear Lake, Gilbert was tucking his little eight-year-old daughter into bed. With a voice of mystery and intensity, he told her of the Indian legend. 

“And suddenly the water parted as the 90-foot Bear Lake Monster broke through the water, bellowing like a ferocious beast. His eyes were flaming red and his ears stuck out from the sides of his skinny head. Its body was long, resembling a gigantic alligator and it could swim faster than a galloping horse. It had small legs and a huge mouth, big enough to eat a man.” 

Kayla gasped as she put her hand up to her mouth and her eyes widened with excitement. 

“Gilbert Roberts!” A reprimanding voice came from the doorway of Kayla’s bedroom. “What on earth are you doing? Is this your idea of a bedtime story? You’re going to frighten your daughter.” 

Gilbert turned toward the door and chuckled in a low deep voice as he looked at his wife. Melinda was a strikingly beautiful and shapely woman. She was unusually tall with eyes the color of shamrocks and dark auburn hair. She had an elegance about her that made Gilbert sit up and take notice. Even at the age of forty-two, she looked just as beautiful as the day he met her ... and was just as feisty. 

Gilbert grinned as he defended himself, “Kayla asked me to tell her the story of the Bear Lake Monster, Melinda. I was only doing as requested.”

Melinda stood with her hands on her hips. Narrowing her eyes, she asked, “Gilbert, do you think that a story like this will relax her enough to go to sleep?” 

He tried hard to suppress another chuckle and answered, “Um...I never thought of that. But Melinda, she loves the legend. It’s part of Bear Lake history.” 

“Legend, Papa?” Kayla’s eyes were wide with curiosity. “What’s a legend?” 

Gilbert knelt down beside his daughter and tucked the covers up around her shoulders and answered, “Kayla darlin’, it’s a story that’s been passed down for generations. Some people believe it but others don’t. The Indians told the settlers all about the Great Bear Lake Monster. They described it as a serpent-like creature with legs about 18 inches long, and could crawl out of water, scurrying along on land. The Natives warned the pioneers to not go near the lake to swim, and this legend still lives on today.” 

Melinda laughed. She did not want her daughter to take this legend seriously. “But, Kayla, most legends aren’t true. They’ve been handed down from one person to another. Stories like this have been exaggerated a great deal.” 

Gilbert looked up at Melinda and said soberly, “Oh, but there are those in this valley who have seen it.” 

“Hogwash! They’re just having fun with us. It’s just an Indian legend.” 

“Hey, when I questioned Pete about it, he acted quite offended that I’d question his word.”

“Pete?” 

Gilbert smiled with amusement. “Yes, Pete. The one who works for me... that Pete! And talking about Pete, I think that young whippersnapper likes you better than me. Every now and then he brings fresh hot muffins to you in the mornings and he never offers me one.” 

Melinda grinned. “He’s such a sweet young man.” Then she slowly shook her head. “No, he couldn’t have been serious. He’s just joking around.” She paused. “What did he say?” 

Gilbert stood up and grinned. “Oh, he was out duck hunting when he heard a huge splash in the water. So, he walked over to the lake and looked around. Low and behold, he saw the water swell up and part. He saw something that looked just like a huge brown tree that had surfaced. It was dusk and he couldn’t see very well, so he walked closer to the shore and peered out toward the floating tree and it began to move. After a moment, he heard a loud splash. He figured it was the end of the creature’s tail. It scared the wits out of him so he just high-tailed it out of there without looking back.” 

Melinda laughed, and between her giggles, she said, “He’s just pulling your leg, Sweetheart. He’s spoofing you. You should know of all people that he likes kidding around. Besides, if he were serious, look at the facts. Pete did not see a tail but just supposed it was a tail that splashed and what had surfaced looked like a tree floating in the water. There’s nothing unusual about his story.” 

Gilbert bent down to kiss his daughter goodnight and then took Melinda by the waist and led her into the living room. He took her hand in his, sat down on the sofa and pulled her down beside him.

Melinda looked into his eyes and smiled. “I just don’t believe it, Gilbert.” 

He was having fun with her and he couldn’t stop now. He was just getting started. He had plenty more evidence to give her. He had a sense of humor, a quick wit, and could captivate Melinda quite easily. 

Gilbert was a rugged and muscular man with broad shoulders. He had piercing dark brown eyes, thick wavy brown hair, and stood six feet and two inches tall. He was a rancher and a dairyman, not to mention a loving husband and father. He was forty-six years of age and was known for his integrity. 

“I just don’t believe it,” she continued. “Every time someone sees the monster, he’s generally alone.” 

Gilbert was amused by her attitude. A smile played at the corners of his lips as he said, “So, Melinda, you say that most people were generally alone? I’m glad you mentioned that. Fortunately I’ve done my homework. Thomas Sleight and John Collings of Paris along with two other friends were taking six girls home from a party when they stopped off at the lake. They noticed some unusually large waves. A huge lump appeared in the water and it was swimming southward. It swam with incredible speed, about a mile a minute. As it passed by, they noticed four large lumps and six smaller ones that headed southward until they were out of sight.” 

She sat up straight and turned toward him and looked into his eyes. “It was probably a school of fish. Besides that, isn’t it interesting that every time someone sees the monster come out of the water and show its gaping mouth and head, the person is alone? And if there is a group, then they only see the back of the monster swimming off in the distance. It could be a log floating, being pushed around by the waves.” She had him and she knew it, so why didn’t he just give up. “You still haven’t proved anything, Gilbert.” 

He could not convince her of the reality of the Bear Lake Monster, so he softly chuckled, amused by their little discussion. His chuckle was low and pleasant. He enjoyed a challenge. And Melinda provided that challenge. 

With a grin, he said, “You nonbeliever, you! I give up.” 

Gilbert knew that many in this beautiful little valley believed in the Bear Lake Monster. The Indian legend was real to them and no one could take that away from them. To most, this legend would live on forever. But to others, it had to be proven. The stories that told of the monster always brought a little excitement to the valley; therefore, the legend would never die. 

“Yup, you’re definitely a
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