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Synopsis: A young boy feels like he’s
responsible when his younger brother is lost while his family is on
vacation in the mountains. A decade later he seeks love through a
mail order bride after making one last ditch effort to locate his
brother, only he doesn’t hold out much hope and he’s decided that
he’ll give it one more try then give up the search for
good.

 


 


Colorado 1860

 


 


“Josiah,” a small child’s
voice called out from behind the older ten-year-old boy, “please
slow down. I can’t keep up with you. My legs are hurting,” the
little boy continued.

Josiah sighed with exasperation. His
parents forced him to watch his five-year-old brother while they
were camping. How was he supposed to have fun on his vacation if he
had to walk at a turtle’s pace and babysit the entire
time?

“If you can’t keep up with
me, then go back to mom and dad,” Josiah called back, not letting
up. The two brothers always bickered with each other, but during
this vacation they seemed to fight more than usual. Josiah wanted
nothing more than to have an adventure off by himself for the first
time.

His parents had just recently talked
and come to the conclusion that as long as he could find his way
back and didn’t go too far, he didn’t have to have a parent with
him everywhere he went in the woods of their favorite camping spot
in Colorado. They had come here a few times a year so Josiah was
almost an expert.

Josiah was pulled from his thoughts
again by Jeremiah.

“Josiah, it’s getting dark.
The bugs are biting me. How much farther do we have to go? My feet
are really…” Josiah cut him off before he could say another
word.

Jeremiah whined as he swatted the bugs
from his face.

“Come on Jeremiah. I’m
taking you back to mom and dad and then I’m coming back out here
and going on a nice adventure walk. I thought you were a big boy
and could handle this, but I can see that you aren’t,” Josiah
snapped at him as he turned around, grabbed his hand and pulled him
back to camp.

“I am too a big boy,” Josiah
cried out as his brother yanked and pulled him through the trees
and bushes. He wasn’t used to this like his older brother was and
it seemed during this vacation his brother had no patience for him.
What fun was this, Jeremiah thought.

“Please don’t leave again. I
want to play with you,” Jeremiah whined again.

“If you whine about one more
thing, I swear I’m going to stay in someone else’s tent tonight
instead of sleeping next to you,” Josiah screamed at his little
brother. This was all it took. Jeremiah pulled his hand away from
Josiah and he burst into tears as he threw himself down on the hard
ground.

“Why are you being so mean
to me,” he cried out as he sat Indian style on the hard dusty
trail. Josiah growled deep in his throat and stopped in his tracks.
He threw his arms up in the air and shouted,

“Why did you choose me God?
Why do I have to babysit during the one time that I get to take a
break from everyday life?” This set Jeremiah off even more and he
cried hard for a few minutes. Josiah leaned up against a tree, not
trusting his voice. Finally he spoke.

“Jeremiah, listen -- I’m
sorry. It’s just, you know that I go to school during the school
year and babysit you when mom and dad are at work,
right?”

Jeremiah stopped crying and sniffled as
he watched his older brother as he explained his situation. He
nodded slowly to show his big brother that he had listened. “Well,
this is my vacation and I want to have fun. I want to go on trails
and explore. This is the first time I don’t have to have mommy and
daddy by my side.

“You’re lucky because you
get to have me by your side, not mom and dad. In order to stay with
me, you need to keep up and stop whining. Can you do that
Jeremiah?” Josiah thought for sure talking with Jeremiah like this
would have helped and from this moment on his little brother would
stop and not have acted like a brat the entire trip.

“I don’t like it out here.
It’s getting dark. I want to go back to mommy and daddy and…”
Josiah lost what little patience he had left.

“Let’s go. Don’t ask me to
come with me anywhere else on this entire vacation,” he yelled at
his brother as he pulled him back down the trail towards where they
were camped. He immediately whined and whimpered as Josiah pulled
hard on his arm.

“You’re hurting me,” he
cried out, but Josiah kept going and walked quickly back to where
his parents stayed.

 


 


When they got back to the campsite, his
parents were already in their tent sleeping. ‘How boring’ he
thought to himself as he rolled his eyes and pushed his little
brother into their tent that they shared.

“Okay Jeremiah, I need you
to go to bed so I can go explore. No matter what, don’t come out of
this tent until mom, dad or I tell you that it’s okay. Do you
understand,” Josiah asked his brother. Jeremiah gave him that look
that said he was going to defy him.

“I am serious Jeremiah.
There are monsters outside of this tent. I am going on a quest to
slay the big mean monster. In order to kill it, I need you to stay
in the tent and underneath the blankets, okay?” Jeremiah’s deep
brown watery eyes grew large as he nodded.

Josiah smiled to himself. He had
finally done it. Now his parents were asleep, and he had scared his
brother half to death so he was ready to go on his
adventure.

He had walked quickly out of the camp
area into the woods that he so badly wanted to investigate. About
ten minutes into walking, he heard crunching behind him. He quickly
turned around and waved the stick he had in his hand.

“Hello? Who’s there,” he
cried out. “I’ve got a gun. Don’t make me shoot,” he yelled as he
held his left hand inside his jacket. He didn’t have a gun, but
nobody else knew that.

“Don’t hurt me! It’s me, I
just wanted to come alone and see you on an adventure. I didn’t
tell you because I wanted you to see how big of a boy I am so I was
sneaking,” Jeremiah screamed as he ran out of the bushes with his
hands over his head as if he was in the middle of a bank
robbery.

“Oh my God Jeremiah, do you
have any idea how mad mom and dad are going to be when they find
out you’re out here in the dark,” he cried out to his little
brother, furious.

“Please don’t tell them. I
just want to go on an adventure with you,” Jeremiah began to cry
and whimper. Snot came out of his nose and ran down his upper
lip.

“That’s why you aren’t
allowed to come. The monsters will hurt us both if you start that
crying and whimpering. Go back to the camp.” Josiah tried to sound
as stern as he could.

“I won’t cry I promise,
please…” Jeremiah tried his hardest to get Josiah to
budge.

Josiah had enough. He screamed, “I said
no! Now go back to camp right this instant or I’m waking up mom and
dad and then you’re going to be in big trouble. Go!” As he screamed
the last word, he took off. He wove in and out of the trees and
bushes. He ran as fast as he could, because he knew that there was
no way Jeremiah could ever keep up with him.

Josiah was much faster. After running
for about five minutes straight, he was finally able to slow down.
He looked behind him and saw that nobody was there.

“Thank goodness, he finally
got the hint,” Josiah breathed out in a sigh of relief. He then
began to walk around. He loved how creepy the forest was as the sun
completely set and the forest turned pitch black. He knew that this
wasn’t what his parents had in mind when they told him he could go
by himself.

They’d be upset with him if they knew
he just sent his little brother back through the forest alone while
he ventured off into the dark night. Suddenly, he felt a wave of
something that came over him and didn’t make him feel right. He
didn’t want to call it fear, but he didn’t know what else to call
it. He turned around and headed back to the camp.

Luckily, he knew the woods.

If not, he would have been lost for
sure.

 


 


When he arrived back at the camp, he
rushed into his tent and opened it up. He saw Jeremiah’s blankets.
There was a lump underneath and he saw his messy brown hair
sticking up on top, and he knew that at least he was okay. He
sighed relief and lay down on the pallet he had made for himself
next to his little brother. As he lay next to Jeremiah, he thought
to himself that he needed to work on being nicer to his little
brother.

He was only five years old and he
looked up to him so much. All he wanted to do was spend time with
him and go on the same adventures together. Why was he so mean? He
drifted off into sleep and thought to himself, ‘Tomorrow I am going
to go on a special adventure just for the two of us’.

 


 


“Good morning sleepy heads,”
called Janice, the boys’ mother. John, their father was also right
outside of the tent.

“It’s a beautiful day out
here boys. Let’s get up and go hiking,” he called into the
tent.

Josiah woke up rubbing his eyes
groaning. This was supposed to be vacation, so why was he being
woken up so early?

“I expected you to sleep
until ten in the morning, but I’ve ever seen Jeremiah sleep that
long. Jeremiah, are you feeling…” Janice stopped mid-sentence as
she pulled back the blanket from her son. Her words were stopped
and replaced with a scream.

The hair Josiah had seen had been
Jeremiah’s stuffed lion that he loved so much and took everywhere
with him.

“Where is he,” screamed
Janice to Josiah.

Josiah had no idea how he should have
responded to this question. He shrugged his shoulders in
response.

“What do you mean you don’t
know? Where was he last night? Didn’t you tuck him in?” John fired
the questions quickly at Josiah. Josiah was suddenly
tongue-tied.

“Well, he was here, but then
I went on a walk.” He held back as long as he could and now he
cried in fear and sadness for his little brother. This meant that
he wasn’t in the tent last night. If he admitted this though, he’d
surely be in loads of trouble, so he lied.

“No, it wasn’t dark yet and
he was with me on the trail. When it began to get dark, we came
back here and went to bed. He must have gotten back up and wondered
out on his own after I fell asleep,” Josiah said, covering his own
self. He felt guilty for a moment, but then thought to himself,
‘what’s it going to matter? If he was never came back last night
that means he’s lost for good.

Why should I make mom and dad blame me
for the rest of their lives, when it was Jeremiah’s fault to begin
with? After a few minutes of looking around, his parents had no
choice but to tell the campground supervisor of their missing
child. He then called the sheriff.

 


 


They searched and searched all through
the day with no sign of him at all. For a while Josiah thought that
this was just a way for him to get Josiah in trouble but as the day
wore on, panic crept into him enveloping him in fear. Something bad
had happened to Jeremiah.

Josiah knew it with every inch of his
being, and Josiah was filled with guilt. The Sheriff questioned
them over and over. Josiah kept to his story that he had walked
with his little brother on the last night he was seen alive. He
told the story so many times that he even began to believe his own
lie.

 


 


Each day that passed added to the guilt
that Josiah felt for not having walked Jeremiah back to the
campsite. This guilt wouldn’t leave him for many, many years to
come. They searched every day from sun up to sun down for months.
Every inch of the woods was completely searched for any sign of
Jeremiah but no signs were ever found.

After about a month, the Sheriff told
John and Janice that they were going to have to call the search
off. They just didn’t have enough manpower to continue it. Janice
cried and cried when she heard the news.

 


 


After about six months of searching in
the woods the pain was just too much for them to bear and they
picked up and moved to Texas. Josiah didn’t make this an easy
choice for them. He yelled, screamed and threw the biggest fit ever
when he was told of their plans but he wasn’t given a
choice.

 


 


Texas 1880

 


As Josiah grew up, he became angry and
bitter at the world. In school, he didn’t make any friends. He was
mean to whoever tried to be his friend. This was because of the
guilt he felt. In his mind he didn’t want anyone else to be his
friend in case something happened to them.

He never wanted to feel the pain and
guilt that he felt after he lost his baby brother.

They moved to small town in Texas,
where everyone knew everyone. It wasn’t long before the locals knew
them in town. They only knew them as a family of three, not a
family of four that lost their child. The talk of the town, the
looks, whispers and snickers were all part of the reason that they

















































































































































































cover.jpg
A Clean Western M
Order Bri
Historical Romance

"
-

MILSTEAD






