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I. INTRODUCTION

Howdy,

Are you the new cowpoke on the range with
horse sores on your backside from learning things the hard way?

Then meet Chester the greenhorn...

Are you the cook in town that purchases or
gits everything you can get your hands on, and mixes it all
together, but it doesn't get the results ya want?

Then meet our cook Charlie...

Are you the cattle driver that has the know
how, but ya need cowhands to help?

Come and meet Chet...

Are you the miner in town that digs and
digs, hitting the small veins, but never hitting the mother
lode?

Then let me introduce Gabby...

Are you the one that keeps an eye open on
what everyone is doin? Lettin' others know who to git together
with, and who not to use?

Meet our Sheriff Gunn...

Are you the school marm in town that reads
everything you can get your hands on, but then you don't know what
to do next?

Then meet the lovely Miss Savannah
Goldsmythe...

Come join us on a trip down Main Street in
our little Western town as we show you how to be successful at what
you do.

Grab your cup of coffee and come sit by the
fire as we tell you a story...
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CHESTER

Hi, my name is Chester and I am the lowest,
slowest greenhorn on the ranch. I only bin here 3 days and gol durn
it I hurt! I am the new guy on the ranch and I git all the grunt
work. If the stalls need cleanin' they yell "Chester!" My hands are
blister'd from the ropes, my feet are swollin from the new boots
and my backside - well just know thet breaking bucks is hard
work!!

I spent all my money on new boots, a horse
and saddle, a new rope... and the list goes on. Now I am stuck. I
can't go anywhere cuz I ain't got no money til payday. And thet
ain't for a month, and then only if the herd sells for a good
price. If not then I got to wait for another month.

I could just kick myself. I spent my
inheritance from my paw on getting out to this God-forsaken town,
thinking that I would be settin' pretty, and now my grub stake is
gone and what do I have to show for it? Nothin'! It cost more than
I expected it to, and it took longer than I expected to git out
here. There was that storm in Wichita that held up the stage for
nigh two weeks. I had to pay for room and board while I was stuck
there. Then in Tucson, the stage broke down and it took three weeks
for the blacksmith to come round and fix it. Again, I had to pay
for my room and board.

By the time I got out here, I had no choice
but to stop and git work cuz my money ran out. I was hopin' to go
on to 'Frisco, but that ain't gonna happen anytime soon. Not 'til I
make enuff to have a stake to move agin.

Well the boss is sending me to town for the
weekly feed. Chester do this! Chester go there! Chester! Chester!
Chester!!! I have no money left til' payday, why would I want to go
to town...

"Handy,” says Chester, "I came for the
weekly feed."

As they are loading the wagon, Chester
shares with Handy all his woes. Chester tells him how he spent all
he had on all the latest items that any cowpoke could need, and now
he can't move forward, he is just stuck and broke til payday.

Handy has an idea...

"Chester, you need to meet Miss Savannah.
She has a lot of information; in fact, she is over loaded with
information! She can teach you so you can learn more about what you
are doing so you won't be the greenhorn on the ranch anymore,"
suggested Handy.

"Why thank ya Handy, I'll see Miss Savannah
the first chance I git!" Chester happily replied.

"Oh, and don't forget about the hoe down on
Saturday," reminded Handy.

"I won't Handy, and thanks agin." said
Chester as he left.
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CHARLIE

 Howdy,
I'm Charlie the Cook. I wandered into Tumbleweed 10 years ago and
bin here ev'r since. I don't like working with those four legged
varmints, so I do the cooking for the men when they are out on a
cattle drive.

My fav'rite concoction is stew and I make
the best. I don't have a recipe cuz my mama never taught me none,
so I just add what I can get my hands on into one pot and see what
happens.

I larn't to make my stew like that as I was
coming west. When I stopped in Laramie, I ate the best stew ever!
Better than my mama cooked even. It was chicken and onions, peas
and rice. Course we don't get all those things here often, so when
I have chicken I always have to make it different. Then in Kansas
City I ate beef stew with tomatoes, corn and onions. Then in St.
Louis there was the pork stew...but I don't remember what was in
that one 'cuz I was on a bender. I larn't from all this just to add
what ya got together and ya have dinner.

So this last one I added some of last year's
salt pork, some of Mrs. Green's turnips, Mrs. White's collard
greens, Mrs. Sharp's tomatoes and Mrs. Berg's canned soup. But what
a waste! Nothin' went tageth'r and it was so bad you'd a thought
the varmints died in it! It din't get et and I had ta throw it
out!

What a dissapointment, my momma would be sad
over my failure. So since I ain't a good cook I think I will go see
'bout workin' with those gol durn varmints on a ranch and larn how
to do that thar job!

So Charlie goes to the big ranch on the
outskirts of town, and asks for work as a cowpoke. The foreman
tells him he has enough men right now, but he does have an opening
for a cook, can he cook? Charlie groans. But after thinking about
it, agrees to work as their cook.

Charlie is in town, getting supplies,
talking to Handy.

"Ya know Handy, I ben making stew for years,
but I have never really come up with one that the men rave about. I
would like to find the recipe that I could stick with and they
would like. Have you any ideas where I could find such a
thing?"

"You should talk to Miss Savannah. She has
done a lot of reading, and might jest have what yer lookin'
fer."

"Thanks, I'll do that."

They continue loading supplies and then
Charlie heads back to the ranch, with plans to meet up with Miss
Savannah. But on the way, he sees her heading into town at high
speed.

"Miss Savannah!" hollers Charlie over the
sound of the horses.

"Can't stop Charlie, Mrs. Sage is having her
baby!" Miss Savannah hollers over her shoulder as she races
away.

"Well I guess I can try to catch her at the
hoe down," Charlie sadly mutters to himself as he drives slowly
back to the ranch.
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 CHET

Howdy, my name is Chet, and I run this
cattle drive. I bin on this range a long time, and I seen a lot in
my day.

I remember the flood in '92. Trying to get
the cattle through that river on the Colorado range was
treacherous. Those cows just did not want to follow the path!

Then there was the drought in '99. Lost a
large part of my herd that year, things got so dry the varmints
would just give up!

But what is even worse than the drought and
flood are the cowpokes! I seem to have the worse luck on getting a
decent team of men to drive these here cattle.

Every year it is the same thing! I go to
town to hire on hands. They line up and sign on. I make it easy for
them too. I have the route all set. All they have to do is follow
directions. If the cowpoke can follow directions, then they can
make a decent wage at the end of the drive.

Course, there are dangers on the range. In
the flood of '92 I lost 5 men when they tried to save the cattle
that we lost down the river. An' in the drought of '99, I sent 3
men out after strays and they never returned. So it can be
treacherous in tough times. But ya got to follow the directions and
use your head so as not to lose it.

Then of course, there are the ones that
think they will make a fast buck. They come in and say they are
experienced and know the ropes, then run off with my herd. So I
have to really be careful about who I bring in to take care of my
herd. Well it's time to go to town...

"Handy, where ya at?" yelled Chet as he
entered the store.

"Back here Chet." replied the
shopkeeper.

"Say, I'm looking for a new group of men for
my next drive. Got any ideas on who might be interested?" Chet
asked as he joined Handy at the counter.

"Actually Chet, we have had a lot of
troublemakers in town lately. Why don't you go talk to the sheriff
and see who he suggests." replied Handy.

"Thanks Handy, I'll do just that. In the
mean time here is my list of supplies." Chet responded, handing the
list over.

"I'll get those for ya Chet, say, are you
going to the Hoe Down on Saturday?" asks Handy as he grabs cans off
the shelf.

"Well I reckon I will, since it is Saturday
nite and there ain't nothin' else goin' on. 'Sides, I jes might
meet a pretty girl." he answered with a smile.

"Ya might want to speak with Miss Savannah,
she could teach ya a few things to help with your men." suggested
Handy.

"Thanks, I'll do that!" Chet replied,
gathering his supplies, "I'll see you Saturday!" he says as he
starts to drive away.
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 GABBY

Hey dere, ya met my mule yet? He's my best
friend Blue. Blue got his name cuz one day, years back, when I was
helpin' Mrs. Sage paint her fence, up walks this young mule and
puts his nose right in it! So we nam't 'im Blue. And then when I
finished paintin' the fence, Mrs. Sage gave Ol' Blue to me for my
wages. Best pay I ever got for a job.

Me? O' my name is Gabby. I reckon you can
figure out why I have that name. I like to talk and I talk to Blue
all the way to the site each day.

Every day we go to the site and look for the
gold. Tryin' to find the main vein that will make us rich. I keep
tellin' Blue that this could be the one! But everyday we go home
with empty pockets or just a few nuggets to show for the time we
worked.

I know the gold is there. I just have to
find that one vein that runs of gold. Today we tried a new vein,
had to dig and dig to get to the vein, a lot of time was spent
diggin', and then for what?! There was no gold in thet vein
today.

Tomorrow I have to sign up ag'in for my
claim. If I don't renew that claim someone else might come along
and take it over and then I could lose it, so I can't wait on this.
Then we will go back out and try again.

I wonder if there are any new tools at the
county store that would help me dig faster? But if I take time to
go to the county store, then I will lose time diggin'. Such a slow
process to findin' the gold.

Oh well tomorrow we will start all over
ag'in....

..."Blue, stay here while I go in ta the
store and see if Handy has any new tools we can use" Gabby tells
his mule as he ties him to the rail.

"Mornin' Handy, how's things these days"
asked Gabby, entering the shop.

"Good Gabby, how's things with you?" Handy
asked back.

"Well, I have not found that mother lode
yet, I was wondering if you have any new tools that might help my
work be easier or faster?" Gabby replied.

"Not in stock, Gabby, and really I would not
know what would work best for ya. You should check with Miss
Savannah. She is really learned and could probably find out what
would help make your work easier and faster, and then I could order
it for you from the catalogue." answered the shopkeeper.

"Mis' Savannah, thet pretty thing. Ya really
think she could help?" Gabby asked.

"Yes really. She is from back east and went
to school there and she has been reading every book I could get for
her ever since she arrived here. She can help you Gabby." responded
Handy. "If you are going to the hoe down on saturday, she will be
there and you could talk to her about it." he added.

"Well I will think about thet. Wasn'
planning on goin', but if I could find some faster and easier ways
to look for that mother lode, it might be wurth sufferin' through a
hoe down. Okay Handy, thanks. Oh by the way, I have to sign up for
my claim agin' do ya know if the claims office is open?" said
Gabby.

"Yes he was just in here and said he was
goin' to open it up." he replied.

"Oh good, then I timed thet right! Thanks
agin', and I might jes see ya on Saturday!. said Gabby



















































































































































































































































































































































































Prophetic Dance, hidden in Plain View



Submission through Unconditional Love







The Wounded Soldier



The Walking Wounded



The Devil’s Twins

Coming in 2013

Stay updated on the arrival of the twins at
this website:
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