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The field had been soaked by last night’s rain, turning numerous stretches of grass into wide patches of slick, dark brown mud.

The bearded cowboy stood solid and broad-shouldered, his green shirt already clinging damply to his back. Sweat from the mornings chores. His blue Wrangler jeans—wearing thin at the knees and ripped open in frayed ovals—were streaked with dirt from previous days of ranch work. His boots squelched in the mud with every step he took.

Across from him, the clean-shaven man in a black suit looked wildly out of place, polished dress shoes sinking into the earth. The lawyer’s shoes were wrong for the farm, let alone standing out in the field and the cowboy noticed immediately. “Out of place, Leon, as usual.”

“You've always something to say, Clark.”

The wind pushed through the tall grass around their knees as the brothers argued. Their voices were sharp, words cutting deeper than either man wanted to admit.

“You don’t own this land,” the lawyer snapped, papers clenched in one hand. “You’re just standing in the way of progress. Just like always.”

The cowboy stepped closer. He heard his boots squish, could feel the softness of the wet earth. “This land raised me, Leon. You don’t get to price that.”

“Everything has a price, Clark.”

“I own half of this farm.”

“I can force a sale. Will or no will.”

“So you can run back to the city with the money?”

“There's nothing around here to keep me. No excitement.” Leon waved his arm. “Farms. Dirt. Cows. One bar in that one-horse town.”

“You eagerly snuck into that bar underage as soon as you thought your could get away with it.”

“We were stupid teenagers. There was nothing else to do around here.”

Clark frowned. “You were always out of place out here. You never wanted to do chores or get your hands dirty.”

“I wanted to get a real education.”

“Book learning...lots of real world learning to be done.”

“Someone in the family had to make something of his life.”

“All the money...none of the happiness.”

“That's what you say. Look at you. Your shirt is worn out. Your jeans are ripped.”

Clark looked down at himself. The knees of his jeans had blown out, but they were still serviceable for the farm. “These are work clothes. Fine for being on the farm. Comfortable.”

“You look like a bum. That beard does not help.”

“You're an overdressed peacock.”

Leon shrugged. “Dad's dead...the land is worth a lot.”

“You'd sell off the Hopper Farm? Right out from under me?”

“Yes, but I'd share the cash—”

The first punch came fast.

Leon barely saw it before his head snapped sideways and the papers fell from his hand to scatter into the grass. “What the hell?” He shook his head. “What the hell, Clark?”

“This is my home. Our home. I'm not letting you sell it.”

“I've got the paperwork already—” He
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