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Prologue


I walked slowly up the sidewalk to
a grand old mansion close to the college in Colorado Springs.  I had found out that
my brother lived here with his five wives and was looking forward to meeting him.
I was wearing cowboy garb, a black hat, red cowboy shirt, and black jeans with black
cowboy boots.  I had just moved here from Oregon and hadn't seen my brother
since we had been separated when we were small boys.


I was looking forward to seeing
him again, but what I found were five grieving widows since my twin brother had
gotten killed in a horse riding incident two years before.  The women were
surprised at how much I looked like their dead husband, but I didn't want to
give them any ideas that I was willing to step into his shoes.


But things have a way of taking
you in a direction that you don't expect, so before I knew what was happening,
I had taken my brother's place and had four wives with children.


My brother Ben had two blue-eyed,
blond-hair twin wives and two black-eyed women with black hair.  The two blonds
were called Beth and Sara.  Beth was an author and Sara was a college professor
of horticulture.  The two black hair women were Sally and Samantha.  They were
from Australia.  Sally managed the family fortune and Samantha carried on the
software business that Ben had run.  I was a computer programmer and had job at
Fort Carson Hospital.



Chapter
1


I was sitting on the back porch of
Beth and Sara's house.  It was nice and peaceful, and I was almost asleep. Suddenly
the back door open, and all six children came streaming out.  


“Joe, keep an eye on your children
since Sara and I are trying to clean the house,” Beth said.  “If three kids underfoot
wasn't bad enough, Sally and Samantha dumped their off on us too.”


“There isn't anything to do out here,”
Cat said.  I looked around at the back yard which was trees and shrubs.  There wasn't
any swing sets, slides, sandboxes or anything else to entertain children.


“Can we go back inside and watch cartoons,
Daddy?” Cat asked, not waiting for my answer.  She opened the door and all the kids
followed her.  


In a couple of minutes, the kids came
streaming back out, with Beth right after them.  “I told you kids to play outside. 
So stay outside.”


She then noticed me sitting there.


“I thought I told you to keep an eye
on them,” she said, very angry.  


“I was watching them, but they ran
back in before I could get up,” I said.  “There is nothing back here for the kids
to play on.  There should be swings and slides and other fun things.”


“Call a landscaper if you think it
is important and get it done.  I can't do everything around here.”


“I will call someone and get an estimate,”
I replied.  The kids were across the yard, sitting under a tree, and looking very
scared.


Beth was still very angry and said,
“Being a good husband means helping out with the children too.”


I just let here talk until she
ran down and her anger abated somewhat.


I am sorry, Joe, that I am taking
out my frustration on you. It is not your fault that the kids are always in the
way.”


Then I walked over to the kids and
said, “Let's take a hike. The brush behind the house was very thick, and there was
only a small trail.  I took the lead, and the kids followed me.  Finally the trail
stopped at a chain link fence.  I looked back and could see the roof of the house
below us.


“I am thinking of turning your backyard
into a kids' playground.  It would have swings and slides, and even a merry go round. 
Of course, it would need a sandbox too, maybe a really big one.”


One of the boys asked, “Could you
get some big swings like they have at the playground?”


We followed the fence back down to
the house.  When we got there, there was a woman standing out in the backyard with
Beth.


“This is Rebecca Green,” Beth said. 
“She is a landscaper, so I called her over to look our place over and give us an
estimate.”  Beth introduced me and then went back in the house.


The young woman looked at me and asked,
“What did you have in mind?”


“What I would like to do is make a
playground out here for our children.  We own both of these two houses so would
like to take out the fence between them, so our children could visit back and forth. 
Then we would like to make a playground.”


She looked thoughtful for a moment. 
“I think it would be better if you left the fence between the properties intact. 
Then you could look out your window and see the children playing.  You could just
unlock the gate when you wanted the children to mingle.”


“I want to get rid of most of this
underbrush and make the area open,” I said, “in both yards.”


“I guess I am confused about what
you want me to do.  Beth said she was your wife, and you live here.  But whose property
is the one next door?”


“Actually my family owns both houses. 
Two of my wives live in each house and three children each.”


She didn't bat an eyelash.  “So tell
me what kind of playgrounds you want.”


“Well, we want full sized swing sets
like they have at the park.  We also want large slides that are not for the wimpy. 
Then we need a large sand box area for the children to dig in.  Then we should have
a merry go round and any other fun things like they have at a park.”


“Are you willing to spend a lot of
money on this project?” she asked.


I flipped open my cell phone and asked
Sally if she could come on over and talk to the landscaper. 


“Was this your idea?” Sally asked. 
“The kids really do need a place to play, which is why they are underfoot all the
time.”


Rebecca threw out a rough estimate. 
Sally looked at it and said,  “We can spend that much.  I like Joe's idea of clearing
out all the brush, so we can see where the kids are.  I think I want the fence taken
out too.  Then we can enjoy a much larger yard.


We should put in two patio areas too,
so we can cook and eat outside.  Then have an outside living area that we could
entertain in.”


Rebecca started asking Sally some
questions.  The woman was very interested since she stood to make a lot of money
off of this job.  She said she would draw up a rough design and let all of us look
it over.


“We are done, so you can let the kids
back in,” Beth said.  They all ran for the house.  “Boy they are sure dirty, Joe. 
Where did you take them?”


I motioned up the hill.  “We are going
to clear that out so we can see the kids at all times when they are out in the yard.”


“So are we going to really build playgrounds
in our backyards?” Samantha asked.


“I would like to, if it isn't too
expensive, and we can afford it,” I said.  “I would like to see the children spending
more time outside.”


“It would be nice for them to have
fun things to do in the backyard,” Sally said.  “I think we should go ahead with
it if the estimate isn't too bad.  I think we need to review the estimate and the
plans all together before we make any decisions.  We might also want to get some
more estimates.”


“Those kids sure love our backyard
now,” I said.  “They come out and play as much as we let them.”


“It was expensive, but it was worth
every penny that we spent on it,” Sally said.  “We could afford it and watching
those children play is very enjoyable.”


They were all using the swings and
taking turns pushing each other.  Then some of them charged over to the slides and
started going up and down.


“The children have lots of fun things,
except for one,” I said, in a thoughtful voice. “All children should have a dog
to play with.”


“We always had dogs when we were growing
up,” Samantha said.  “Ben said he wanted to get the children a dog when they got
bigger, but he didn't live long enough to do it.”


“What kind of a dog would you get
for them?” Sally asked.


“I would like to get a middle size
dog, not too big and not too little. I was thinking something about 30 to 40 pounds.
I really don't want a pure blood since they seemed to have health issues.  Maybe
we
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