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      Jacob Payne, the most legendary bounty hunter in the Arizona Territory, was up to his elbows in hot water and suds. He had noticed one of the other women in Bonnie Loft’s boarding house smirk at him when she walked by a few minutes earlier, but he wasn’t at all ashamed to be working in the kitchen. He had been invited to dinner by his sweetheart, and was eager to use the opportunity to both show her how much he appreciated her and show her landlady that he wasn’t as worthless as she thought he was.

      If that meant washing the dishes after a meal for six people, he was happy to do that.

      Jacob used a sponge to scrub at the caked-on crust of bread from the heavy pan. Unused to holding such slippery things, he lost his grip and dropped the dish into the water. He hopped back awkwardly, as he accidentally splashed greasy, soapy water onto his shirt.

      “Blast,” he said under his breath as he looked down to see the damage. Oh well. He shrugged. It would dry.

      “You’re sure you don’t want an apron?” a kind voice said from behind him.

      Jacob glanced over his shoulder to see Bonnie, leaning with one shoulder against the doorframe and watching him amusedly.

      “Naw. A little water and soap never hurt me.”

      “That grease might set, though.”

      “Oh.” Jacob looked down at his shirt again. “Well … It was probably time to get a new one anyway.”

      Bonnie laughed. “What a simple solution.”

      Jacob caught up the last of the dirty silverware and began to scrub. “You’ll have to come with me when I go shopping. A lady of taste like yourself can help make sure I only get the best.”

      “I’m sure I can find the time to do that.”

      The two gazed warmly at each other from across the room. Jacob had been courting Bonnie for a couple months now. He had worried that maybe he was going to slow for her, but with the pain and memory of his first wife’s death still lingering, he didn’t want to rush into any hasty decision.

      But now, with the weather in Tucson finally cooling and feeling something like what Jacob remembered to be autumn, the season was nearing its end and so was that chapter in his life. Though he didn’t know yet when or where it would happen, Jacob was slowly forming the plan in his mind to propose to this beautiful, kind woman.

      Bonnie Loft was a better person that Jacob could have ever hoped for. She was generous with others; she was patient with him. And above all, she was understanding. It must not be easy for her to be courted by a man who left town constantly, a man she never knew if or when he would be around. A man she couldn’t always count on to be there. But she understood that he was doing his job, and she unwaveringly supported his need to do so.

      He needed a woman who was even-keeled and compassionate. One who accepted that he would just buy a new shirt, rather than fret about ruining his other one.

      Jacob thanked God every day that he had found his way to Tucson and that he had met Bonnie Loft. And that some other man hadn’t already snatched her up. He couldn’t quite believe his luck. The bounty hunter didn’t quite know what she saw in him, but he was determined to be better for her every day if he could. She was more than worth it.

      And doing a tub full of dishes was a simple way to show his thanks.

      He just wished his hands weren’t all wet so he could take her in his arms.

      “You’re not done yet?” Mrs. Withers demanded as she walked in to the kitchen. She shook her head, disappointed. “I knew should have done this myself. You’ll be here all night struggling to do this simple chore, and I won’t get a wink of sleep until you’re gone.”

      “I’m just about done, ma’am,” he said, rinsing the last of the forks. “I’ve just got to dry these and put them away and then I’ll be out of your hair.”

      She huffed, frustrated. “I don’t know that I want you poking around my kitchen, Mr. Payne. Seems not right to allow a stranger that much access into my private domain.”

      “I’ll help him,” Bonnie volunteered, stepping forward. “He can dry. I’ll put them all away. Then we’ll be done even sooner and Jacob doesn’t have to go looking for anything you don’t want him to see.”

      Jacob wisely kept his mouth shut. Mrs. Withers had never liked him, but she put up with him for Bonnie’s sake. He needed to let her handle the landlady; he would follow whatever plan the two women came up with.

      Mrs. Withers pursed her lips, looked Jacob up and down, and then around at the kitchen. “Very well, Bonnie,” she said finally with a sigh. “If you see that this man doesn’t get into anything he’s not meant to, I suppose I don’t mind if he does a little more work around here. No lollygagging, though. It’s past nine o’clock, and he needs to be gone as soon as you all are done. Mind you two don’t even think about any shenanigans. I’ll be right over there in the sitting room, chaperoning.”

      “Never,” Jacob said solemnly.

      Bonnie grinned at him behind Mrs. Withers’s back.

      The older woman tutted and left them alone.

      Bonnie pulled a fresh towel from the drawer under the window and handed it to Jacob. “Remember. No lollygagging, sir,” she said with a wink.

      Jacob laughed and picked up the first of the clean plates to dry off.

      “I appreciate you helping me.”

      She laughed. “Oh, goodness. It’s nothing. Not only did I get to spend the evening with you, and make sure you get a good home-cooked meal, but I also got out of doing the dishes myself. Honestly, Jacob, there really isn’t any other way I’d want to spend tonight.”

      He handed her the first plate and reached for the second one. “I didn’t want to say anything in front of your friends,” he said, “but I wonder if you have any plans on Sunday after church.”

      Bonnie smiled. “None at all. You’ll be in Tucson this Sunday, Jacob?”

      He nodded. “I will, and I was hoping I could escort you to church, and then to the Santos home after.”

      “Santos?” She looked taken aback. “Marshal Santos?”

      “He and his wife would like us to come over for Sunday dinner, if you don’t have any other engagements.”

      “Well … I …” She trailed off.

      Jacob hid his smile. It wasn’t often that he was able to so surprise Bonnie that she was at a loss for words, but he was pleased that such an invite had that effect.

      “If it’s too much, we don’t have to go.”

      “No, it’s not that. It’s just … I just never thought in all my days I would warrant an invite from a U.S. Marshal. It’s … It’s a lot to get used to.”

      “Well, you deserve it. You’re a favorite around this town, and not just with me. It’s only right that the Santoses notice too.”

      “I’m sure you’re overstating it, but thank you. I’d be happy to go. But … I do have one question.”

      “What’s that?” He handed her another dry plate.

      “Have you ever actually had a meal with the marshal when he didn’t start talking about some outlaw you needed to track down?”

      Jacob paused, giving the question good thought. “You know … I’m not sure I have.”

      Bonnie nodded. “All right. Then …” She smiled brightly. “Then I guess I’ll just expect a lot of business talk over dinner. And maybe we’ll be surprised otherwise.”

      She turned away to put the stack of dinner plates back on the shelf where she had collected them earlier that night.

      “That’s a good thought,” Jacob said, gently. “And even if he does have a job for me, at least we’ll have gotten to attend church together and have dinner.”

      “That’s true.” Bonnie crossed the room to him, put a hand on his arm and leaned close. “And when you go out again, to hunt down another dangerous man, I’ll be so proud of you. Like I always am.”

      Jacob’s heart thumped. He smiled down at her. “Come on. Let’s finish up these dishes, so you can walk me to the door and we can do some lollygagging on the front porch.”
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      Sunday afternoon, after a moving sermon from Pastor Ambrose about loving your neighbor, Jacob escorted Bonnie to the home of the U.S. Marshal, Owen Santos, and his wife, Marguerite.

      The Santoses had lived in Tucson for more than ten years already, building their adobe home little by little over time, until the finished structure stood before them. It was not overlarge but spread out luxuriously in a single story, with a wing of rooms on either side and a small courtyard guiding guests to the front door. It was the kind of home they could be proud of to live in for many years to come.

      The couple walked up the front path, past several cacti that had been allowed to flourish, to where Jacob knocked on the wide wooden door.

      The marshal himself answered the door, throwing it wide for his guests. “Payne, Bonnie. Good to see you both. Mrs. Santos and I are glad you could make it.”

      Jacob had only met Mrs. Santos once before, when the woman had brought a batch of freshly baked cookies to the Tucson jail to treat the deputies. Though not a deputy himself, Jacob happened to be there at the time and was much impressed with her. Marguerite Santos seemed to be slightly older than her husband, though gladly and easily falling into the supportive background behind him. From everything Jacob had heard, Mrs. Santos seemed to make it her life’s work to make her husband’s life as easy as possible.

      She came forward to meet her guests, drawing Bonnie in for a hug and letting Jacob take her hand.

      “Thank you for coming,” she said warmly. “I’ve been pestering Owen to invite you for weeks.”

      “It’s just us,” the marshal said, directing his guests into the sitting room. “I believe my deputies have had quite enough of me on a daily basis, and Mrs. Santos wanted a chance to get to know you.”

      “Me?” Jacob said, as he took his seat next to Bonnie.

      “Of course you. She’s heard so much about you but has barely spoken to you. I did, of course, point out to her that you’re often not even in Tucson. She made me promise that I wouldn’t let you out of the city until after Sunday dinner.”

      Jacob laughed. “A reasonable request.”

      “Is there anything I can help with?” Bonnie asked hopefully.

      “No, ma’am. Thank you, but I know that you’re waiting on people hand and foot the rest of the week. Today let us take care of you for a bit.”

      Santos smiled at her from his seat across the room. Jacob could smell whatever was cooking for supper waft in from the kitchen. Though he couldn’t be rightly sure from this distance, he caught the scent of onions, butter, rosemary and a few other things. Not for the first time did Jacob think it might be nice to have his own kitchen, his own little wife preparing a roast for him when he came home, or when he invited his friends over for Sunday dinner at his own house. The boarding house he was currently staying in left much to be desired.

      Soon, he reminded himself.

      “I’m so sorry,” Mrs. Santos said, standing in the doorway and wiping her hands in her apron. “I need another set of hands. Owen, do you think you could—”

      “I’ll go,” said Bonnie, standing and already walking across the room before anyone could object. “Please. I love to cook. Let me.”

      Both Jacob and the marshal had stood when she did. They glanced at each other; Jacob shrugged lightly as though to withdraw any objection, and the marshal responded.

      “If you’re sure, I won’t stop you.” He held his hands up as though surrendering.

      “You men enjoy your time,” she said before following Mrs. Santos into the kitchen.

      Both men sat again watching her leave, and the marshal immediately changed the subject of conversation.

      “What’s the hold up, Payne?”

      Jacob blinked at him and frowned. “Sir? I’m sorry— I thought … Were you waiting on something from me?”

      “I’m not. But Miss Loft might be.”

      “Oh, yes.” Jacob looked down and picked at the seam of his trousers before looking up again. “Soon. I was just thinking about it.”

      “So, what’s the hold up?” the marshal asked, more gently this time.

      “I’m not sure. I … You know I was

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/kdp---fools-demise.jpg
JACOB PAYNE, BOUNTY HUNTER BOOK 9

A.'T. BUTLER






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


