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‘Widowed man with ten year old daughter,
Abigail -- known as Abby -- who is blind and strong willed, seeking
a tender, soft and compassionate woman who is of a teacher type, to
live with us and assist me with satisfying the needs of my
daughter.

‘She is in need of kind discipline. I am
offering security, stability, basic needs met and a warm home to a
woman who has the heart of Christ and can apply that heart to my
daughter. I am not looking for love or marriage, but for my
daughter to receive soft discipline, education and a woman’s
influence in her life. Please, only the serious apply. My name is
Harland Dobbs.’

This is how my story began and this is how I
found a precious woman who came into my daughter’s life and changed
her remarkably.

On the morning of June 12, 1855, my wife
Angela Kate had taken Abby into town by buggy to treat her to a day
of shopping for new material that she would be making dresses out
of for Sabbath and special occasions.

As they left Sabrina’s Shop, she walked into
the street to return to her buggy and a fight was beginning to
unfold in the street. When Angela hurried alongside of the street,
shots rang out and a stray bullet to the heart hit Angela.

She fell to the ground, Abby ran to her
mother, and Angela died in my daughter’s arms. By the time I got
word of what had happened, the town Mayor had taken my daughter to
a local orphanage to be cared for.

Abby was in a horrible way, refused to talk
and has been blind ever since. I had taken Abby to many doctors,
even into the city of New York to see what they can do for my
daughter, but not one doctor has any answers for me.

Their point of view, for the most part is
that she will either come out of it, or she will not, and only time
will tell. Some doctors I have taken her to have no heart and they
label her as being deaf and mute, as well as calling her
retarded.

It has been a very hard five years in trying
to reach my daughter to get her to talk again and I have prayed for
her sight to return. She was only five years old when she witnessed
her mother being shot down and held her mother as she died. I
believed it was more of an emotional trauma to her heart, but the
doctors had no cure for her.

In desperation and when Abby had turned ten
years old, I put an ad in the church newsletter, hoping to find a
tender and gracious teacher that could reach my daughter,
emotionally and bring her out of her chains of sorrow.

With no other hope left, this was my last
resort in hopes to help my daughter live a healthier and happier
life. The above ad is the one that I placed and as you can see, I
had no interest in marriage, only to find a woman who could reach
my daughter.

As God planned, I was able to find such a
woman, a woman of grace, whose name was Grace. As she came into our
lives, she came softly, carrying all the special traits that I was
seeking.

She came all the way from New York City to a
four-room log home, sacrificing all she had known, intent on making
an impression on a sad and lost young girl. The following story is
my story of finding grace in Grace and the soft approach she used
with Abigale.

Where the willing is found, you will also
find the hand of God and when it came to Grace, God found the
willing.

I found treasure in Grace and when a man
finds such a treasure, they will do everything in their power to
keep that treasure. It was a long hard road, sometimes winding and
turning, sometimes bouncing me off the walls, leaving me much room
for doubt.

I reached out in need, being not afraid to
ask and I found Grace who came to my home and applied just what I
asked her to apply, her heart--her soft and oh so loving heart.

I heard the story about the father of Grace,
as she sat with her hands folded, placing thumb over thumb in a
rotating motion. I could see that there was a leftover sense of
pain about her childhood. She had confided in me that she had not
known her father and that he has since passed on.

Her mother was a well to do woman, always had
been spoiled and died spoiled. She had married Grace’s father for
one thing, for his money. She hadn’t fell in love with him and
never intended to either. Her father was twenty years older than
her mother and the marriage was a disaster from the start. Her
mother Agnes had been born into poverty and as she grew up watching
the hardships of the poor, she vowed to not live that way the rest
of her life.

She set out on a hunt, a manhunt. You would
have called her a gold digger with the way she found herself riding
her horse into town to see what prospects she could find each day.
She would put on her mother’s finest clothes and shoes and ride
into town, placing herself in plain sight of all kinds of travelers
getting off the stagecoach.

Her eyes learned at an early age how to
entice, and reel in a man, no matter what his age was. She didn’t
care how old he was, or how good-looking he was not. It was the
money and the ticket out of the musty town she looked for.

Many men came and went and she gave them a
moment’s pleasure while they were into own. The men knew exactly
what she was afterwards and none ever took her seriously. This went
on for eight years and she continued to ride to town and to lure
some man to her. Many narrow escapes fell upon her, sometimes
leaving her beaten, sometimes just used up.

One day as she took her place near the
stagecoach exit, and as one gentleman opened the door and climbed
out, somehow Agnes knew that he would be the one. To her, he looked
lonely, and perhaps too lonely to carry on without a mate.

He was fragile looking and he was soft
spoken, because she’d heard him speaking with the carriage driver,
and then leaving the man a substantial tip for the ride. Yes, she
would be leaving Nebraska with that one.

After a few days, she was correct because the
old man had a thing about young sad girls that claimed they had no
family and had recently been dumped by a young man who tricked her
into love. This was her sad story that won him over.

He did not take her on for sexual liaisons,
only to be a companion. With no one to say goodbye to that seemed
worthy to her, she loaded her bag and her charm onto a stagecoach
that led her out of Nebraska and to New York City. That was the
beginning life of Grace’s mother and father.

As time went on, her mother was able to
persuade this man to marry her in order to make sure that she would
be protected and up to this point, she had been the best thing that
had happened to him in years.

Therefore, George Stevens took Agnes Lockard
to be his bride -- his very young bride.

To hear the rest of the story, Agnes became
bitter with each passing day. All the money in the world and the
finest mansion could not please or satisfy her. She stayed because
one day her husband would succumb to old age and this she stayed
for.

In the meantime, Agnes came down pregnant and
since George had never had relations with her, he knew the child
was not his, but he pretended to be tricked and fooled and he
allowed Agnes to stay and play the game.

George grew to love the child, Grace, and his
heart was won over by a tiny girl with auburn locks. George knew
that his wife would end up making mistakes that would split the two
of them apart, so he began a trust fund for Grace and he planned to
make sure that Grace received everything he owned, leaving her
mother nothing.

This is exactly what happened and when George
did pass on, his accountant and attorney contacted Agnes, gave her
the bad news and told her that the fortune of George Stevens would
go to his daughter, the child Grace, and there was nothing she
could do about it.

They informed her that the only thing George
left her was the mansion she was living in, but when Grace turned
old enough to leave, or if she left sooner, that Agnes would then
be forced to leave the home.

As the accountant and lawyer sat and read to
her the will of George, her eyes grew very big when they read “I
George Stevens, being of sound mind, have known, always known that
the child Grace is not my own. Because I fell in love with this
child and being that I have every right over my finances, I have
chosen out of free will and being sound mind, to leave every dime I
own, every piece of land I own, every business I own, as well as my
mansion; to the sole care of Grace Kathryn Stevens.

It is in my heart that this child receives
all I have and under oath, I have claimed all that is written. When
the child is old enough to leave the God forsaken home she lives
in, it is in my will that her mother, Agnes Stevens be removed from
the home and receive nothing from my estate, now or ever.

It is also my wishes that Agnes removes my
father’s name from her being and that she returns to her rightful
name, being Lockard. I ask that Grace follow my wishes regarding
her mother and that she considers that her mother has lied to me
about me being her father.

That I took it upon myself to fall in love
with Grace and that her mother kept me from seeing the daughter I
had loved for all these years, which kept us from having a
relationship by sending her off to a boarding school from the
tender age of five.

Everything I have is Grace’s if she follows
my heart’s desire and accepts my gifts to her out of love for
her.

Signed, George Stevens.

 


 


However, when I met Grace and received her
off the stagecoach that fine day, she did not share with me a word
about her father or the money she had been left. I was not told
anything about her inheritance from George until after Grace and I
married years later.

I can respect Grace for not sharing that
information. She very well what gold diggers were, being her own
mother destroyed lives in that manner, so she did not want the
situation to ever arise in her life again.

The day that Grace felt secure enough to
trust in me, she released her long kept secret, and watching her
relax into the truth was a huge weight off my shoulders as well. I
could always tell that something was bothering her and after she
released the truth, she was now able to just enjoy the peace and
sweetness of our love.

It took years to get that far.

Grace and I lived in the same log home for
ten years for the sole reason to help my daughter get over what
plagued her and romantic love was not something either of us
thought we were searching for.

If ever at any moment we felt any kind of
excitement between each other, it was the excitement of another
bridge being crossed with my daughter Abigale.

This is about two fathers and their love for
their daughters; one daughter of the heart and one daughter of
flesh and blood. This is about two father’s loving those two
daughters above and beyond anyone else on this earth they knew what
they were willing to do to provide for her well-being and
future.

Two daughters, but the same love. Since
hearing of George, I can relate to his love for Grace, because I
love Abby the same way and in my reaching out to find the right
woman to walk into my daughter’s life and turn it upside down, I
was trying to prove that love.

I, too, was trying to find a way in which to
take care of my daughter, long after I am gone. That is what George
was able to do and my story is the same. I may not have been able
to leave her money as George was able to leave Grace, but I could
bring a woman into her life that would teach my daughter the value
of life, reach deep inside her and bring out the pain that stored
itself in my little girl.

Same intention, same love.

 


 


Through the years, I have gotten to know
Grace’s mother, Agnes. She died alone as she lived alone. I never
met her, not even once, but from listening intently to Grace speak
of her, I came to know her very well.

Grace is nothing like her mother. Because of
the way her mother was, Grace chose to be completely the opposite.
Where Agnes was heartless and cold, Grace is full of the heart of
Jesus, precious in His sight and she is the warmest woman I have
been blessed to know.

This is truly a case where the daughter has
not followed the mother in any way, shape or form. Where Agnes was
a gold digger and cheater from early on, Grace believes in earning
her keep, and is the most loyal and faithful daughter of God that
has walked the earth.

If you are blessed enough to find a woman who
is faithful to Jesus, then you have met the woman who will be
faithful and loyal to you. For Grace, she has always said that in
order for you to cheat on the love in your life, you first would
have to cheat on Jesus Christ, because He is to be your first
love.

Grace’s mother Agnes, just to be spiteful and
vindictive, sent Grace off to live at a boarding school. This would
keep Grace out of her hair and would keep George from seeing Grace.
Grace was sent off on the day she turned five years old and never
returned home, not even once.

Her contact with her mother was through
letters and she never heard from George again. She had memories of
George, but through the years the memories became dim and after a
while, she was left with very little to remember him by.

As she would write through the years, her
mother chose to lie to her as well and told her that George had
died, when he was alive. George was not able to locate Grace and
through the years grew tired and succumbed to Agnes’ controlling
behavior.

It was not until Agnes grew sick and Grace
was located and informed of her gravely ill mother, and she
returned home to find out that George had not died when she was
very young, so she paid a visit to her mother’s attorney.

As she sat in his office, he pulled out her
father’s will and handed it to her to read. She had decisions to
make regarding her mother’s welfare and the attorney knew that it
was time for Grace to be involved. As she read the instructions
George left and recalled all the lies her mother had written, her
heart sank when she realized that so many years had been wasted due
to her mother’s hatefulness.

Grace made the trip to the family mansion and
to her mother, along with the attorney. George had left his dying
will with his attorney and Agnes’ as well and it was time now to
read the will in the presence of her mother.

After the will was read, Agnes went into
fits, screaming the most horrifying words at Grace and everyone in
the room. Before Grace exited the room, she took one last look at
her mother, with tears running down her eyes, and she calmly said,
“My mother is to be removed from this house by the end of the
week.

“You may transfer to a care facility locally
and her stay will be taken care of, until the day she dies. She is
to receive nothing, just as the will reads.”

Screaming at Grace and pulling locks of her
own hair out, Agnes finally gave up the drawing of the Holy Spirit
and every evil thing poured from her being.

God had called, God had warned many times
over, and sadly enough Agnes chose money and greed over the sound
of God’s heart. As Grace was walking out of the mansion, she turned
to look at her mother and all she could see was possession of the
most evilness she had ever seen.

That was the last time she ever saw her
mother, and her heart ached over missing out on many years with
George, the one person in her life that loved her.

 


 


The morning came with a glory of a hot sun.
By seven a.m. the heat was already spreading its way through the
air, leaving your breath searching for itself. Angela was
determined to put a smile on sweet Abigale’s face.

She had recently lost her first puppy in an
accident, and her tears were still running. The puppy had wandered
too far from the house and he entered the cow pasture with no
warning. The cows had been up and moving about for several hours,
grazing and shooing flies from their tails.

As the puppy ran up to one of the cows, he
playfully touched one of the cows legs and the cow not looking
down, raised its leg to shake the fly and when it came back down,
it had stomped down on the puppy, injuring it enough to bring it to
its death.

I found the puppy when I went into the
pasture that afternoon and I quietly carried the thing and buried
it. As far as Abby knew, the puppy wandered off. I was not sure
what to tell her, and which would be worse, so we left it at
that.

Angela thought that some new dresses would
brighten up Abby’s day, so they climbed onto the buggy and headed
for town. I had offered to ride with them, but Angela knew I had
much work to get done, so she insisted that I stay and get it done
before nightfall.

I had to agree with her, waved, and kissed
them both good byes. I expected them to return within three hours
or so, and when they had not returned in three hours, I began to
worry.

After four hours, I saddled up a mare and
rode to town. When I arrived in town, the court house lawn was
filled with people, everyone looking in one direction and I
followed their eyes and when I came to the end of what I sought, I
saw the doctor of the town leaning over a woman shaking his
head.

I had not seen Abby, so I felt a bit of
relief, knowing it must have nothing to do with Angela and Abigale.
As I started to ride on past, I heard someone say, “Harland Dobbs’
wife” and my mind began spinning. I felt a rush rip through my head
that felt like it would put me to the ground. I at once ran the
mare over toward the crowd, jumped off the horse, and began shoving
everyone out of the way.

When I opened up a spot to where I could see
what was going on, I saw my precious Angela lying on the ground in
a puddle of blood. There was a wound to her chest and they were
about to cover her with a white sheet. As I busted my way through
the lurking crowd, I fell down at my Angela, grabbing her face in
my hands, praying for a miracle that they were wrong, that she
would be alive.

My worst fear came known to me and I had to
accept that Angela was not still alive. After weeping bitterly over
her and refusing to let anyone move her, I was eventually motioned
to release her, and not being able to, a gentle hand grabbed ahold
of my arm, pulling me to a standing position, leaving Angela alone
on the hard ground.

I wept uncontrollably for a time, and then
three local townsmen, which one I recognized as the town coroner,
one as the town Sheriff, and the other as the town Mayor urged me
to stand. I resented the fact that they were even touching me at
the time, especially a Coroner.

Nonetheless, they parted me from my dear
Angela, and walked me into the Sheriff’s office. After minutes,
they were finally able to get me to speak as I was demanding to
know what had happened to my wife.

I sat there and listened to the horror, my
heart wrenched pain even more. I thought, “If I had just gone to
town with her, this would not have happened.”

“Harland, I know what you’re thinking and
this is not your fault, because you had no way of knowing that
something this bizarre would happen,” Sheriff Rafter said as he
stared down into my face.

I felt like slugging him square in the face
for not protecting Angela, but I knew that my emotions were
soaring. About that time, I realized that Abby was not in the
office and I had not seen her and I quickly asked where my daughter
was.

“We sent her on over to the children’s
orphanage, Harland. We didn’t feel that she should be standing
around all this time.”

“I want to see her,” I told him quickly and I
started to get up and head out the door, but I was pulled back down
to my seat.

“Harland, we have something we believe you
should know. Little Abigale has suffered a very tragic event. She
was with your wife when she was shot and right beside her in
fact.”

“Oh my God, where is she?”

I started to rise from the chair again and I
was pushed back down, and by this time I was getting upset, not
understanding heat was going on.

“Harland, your…” and he cleared his throat
... “Your wife died in little Abigale’s arms before we could even
get to her.”

“Well, let me get to her then. Move, for
God’s sake.”

“Harland, listen to us. Something has
happened to Abigale and she’s under observation at this time to try
and find out what’s wrong with her.”

“What the hell do you mean ‘is wrong with
her’? Was she shot too?”

“No, she was not shot, but something has
happened and the girl is blind and acts like she cannot hear and
refuses to talk. We have some special doctors that can come to town
and check





































































































































































THE END
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