
        
            [image: cover]
        

    








Christian Western Romances & Mail
Order Brides (Boxed Set of Eight Stories #2)

 


By

 


Vanessa Carvo, Helen Keating

 


Copyright 2014 Quietly Blessed &
Loved Press

 


Smashwords Edition

 


 


 


The Christian Wagon Train
Challenging Adversity Along the Oregon Trail: Pioneer Western
Historical Romance (Unabridged)|Vanessa Carvo

 

The Warmth of God in the Alaskan
Territory: Christian Western Pioneer Romance
(Unabridged) |Vanessa Carvo 

 


The Western Groom: A Rancher's
Redemption & Love in Abilene, Texas (Unabridged) Vanessa
Carvo

 

The Western Mail Order Bride:
James Gets His Georgia Peach: Christian Historical Romance
(Unabridged) |Helen Keating 

 


The Western Mail Order
Bride: Jordyn's Reluctant New Love (Unabridged) |Vanessa
Carvo 

 


The Western Mail Order Bride: Looking
for Salisa with the Blue Eyes (Unabridged) |Vanessa
Carvo 

 


The Western Mail Order Bride: A
Leap of Faith |Vanessa Carvo 

 


This is the Way Walk In It: Lonely
Emma Travels the Oregon Trail| Helen
Keating

 


 


 


THE CHRISTIAN WAGON TRAIN CHALLENGING
ADVERSITY ALONG THE OREGON TRAIL




By

 


Vanessa Carvo

 



Chapter One

 


 


It was summer and we were on the
Oregon Trail. We were somewhere in the mountains now and
surprisingly, it was nice to be here. I had heard from some of the
other travelers that it was always hard crossing the mountains at
this time, but for us it wasn’t that bad.

I held the bible that we all carried;
the one treasure has stayed with us since we were young. Sure,
clothes and other items come and go but this bible has outlasted
anything that we have ever owned. Over three generations have held
this bible and it helps keep our family safe and secure.

My name is Abigail Turner. My mother
is Constance Turner-Ross and my father is Mark Turner. I have a
brother named Jasper and a sister named Amy. We left our home
because of the tension that was sputtering and increasing and
fermenting in Arkansas because of slavery, and we decided to go
west so we didn’t have to deal with all that.

It was hard, but none of us wanted to
own slaves so we packed up our home in hopes that we would have a
new life.

Joining us was the Grimes family. They
were a household with five children and two adults. They were all
right but they got somewhat annoying at times. They had three girls
and two boys, but they were all around jasper’s age and at the age
of eighteen and him being eleven, it was hard to even relate to
them.

My mother had me at a young age so I
didn’t have very many friends growing up and the ones I did have
when I was in school when I got older, decided to stay because
their families owned plantations. It was sad to see them go but I
kept being told by my mother that things would turn out all
right.

Even if I didn’t get married and have
children, I would still special in their eyes.

That was another thing, which was hard
for me. Every one of my peers seemed to find someone they truly
loved and were already getting married and having children right
away. Sometimes they had one child right after the
other.

I never believed in any of that
getting married young thing but so far all of my friends and all
the young men I fancied, did, which really stunk because not only
did it leave me alone but it also made me look like the old maid of
my school. Some would call me a tomboy because while everyone was
getting married, I was busy climbing trees and other such
things.

Guess that’s the life of an
independent tomboy though, all alone with no one to truly care
about them. Oh well, I learned more skills to keep me alive out
here than if I stayed home and tried to learn how to
sew.

Who knows, maybe there will be someone
out there for me once we get to California and settle
down.

We traveled about twenty miles that
first day, which was good considering there was supposed to be a
storm that night. We got out of our wagons and set up camp using
the makeshift tents we had created. I went into the forest to
gather wood.

I was the oldest kid and the one
closest to an adult here so I carried all the wood and did all the
hunting and stuff too. When I came back all the children were
sitting around the fire along with my parents and my dad gave us
all a brief smile. He was a great person and he really did care
about everyone.

After they settled down, he cleared
his throat and started to speak.

“Good evening,
everyone.”

Dad always was formal type.

“It seems that the Lord has
bestowed upon us a great night again which we will spend in much
happiness. Tonight while our food cooks, and by the way provided as
always by my daughter Abigail, I’m going to read to you all a
passage from the bible. It seems fit for the time especially with
our long, hard journey down the pathway to our eventual goal of
Oregon.

“Don’t fret everybody, for
we will no doubt get there with the Lord’s help. As long as you
have faith in God then you will surely be kept alive by His good
grace,” he stated.

The children nodded, watching father
intently.

My dad had been a pastor before we
left and he certainly had a way with words. He was able to get a
crowd’s attention better than anyone I’d ever seen and even though
he wasn’t on the pulpit anymore he still knew how to get everyone
to listen to him as he uttered words from the good book.

I stopped what I was doing and grabbed
each of our tin plates, bringing them over so I could dish out
dinner.

“All right children, let’s
read a little from the bible now,” he stated. The children loved to
listen to my father and I was happy he had found something he was
passionate about again. He hadn’t been happy since we left, even
though he was the one who wanted tit.

He turned to one of the pages in the
bible and read it aloud while all of us listened to the words he
spoke.

“Let’s start with this one.
‘For I know the plans I have plans for you,’ declares the Lord,
‘plans to prosper and not harm you, plans to give you hope and a
future.’ That’s from Jeremiah 29:11. So we will have a great future
for the Lord wants us to. It may be hard now but remember that in
the end everything will work out,” he stated.

The children clapped and I saw Jasper
look at him with wide eyes. He raised his hand and my father nodded
at him, interested in what the young boy had to say. “C-can you
read us another?” he asked nervously.

“Sure can, son. Give me a
moment,” he instructed. He turned to another page and cleared his
throat and after a second, he continued. “But those who hope in the Lord will renew their strength. They
will soar on wings like eagles; they will run and not grow weary,
they will walk and not be faint. So keep your strength in the Lord
strong for he will make sure you stay strong to continue and you
will be able to survive even when times seem to look bleak. Be
strong, children, and keep your hearts open for you will not only
win in the end but you will have the Lord looking upon you all the
time.”

My father had a way with
words and the children were clapping and roaring. I applauded
myself and waited a minute for his final verse for that night. He
usually did three a day and then we went to bed and I was
interested which one he would choose tonight to tell to all of
us.

“Our
final verse for the night is this one and I want you to especially
keep it in mind while we travel on this trail. ‘For I am convinced
that neither death nor life, neither angels nor demons, neither the
present nor the future, nor any powers, neither height nor
depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be able to separate
us from the love of God that is in Christ Jesus our Lord.’


“So,
remember that no matter what happens to all of us, no matter if we
get lost and separated, no matter if one of us has to give up our
lives, remember that you will never separate from the love that you
have inside of you for God. So, keep that in mind.


“I don’t
want to lose any of you and I hope we don’t have to go through
anything like that. Just say strong, think positive and know that
the Lord will help you in every endeavor,” he
stated.

The children applauded
again and I smiled. They loved how my father spoke and they loved
to hear him speak. Sometimes they would say verses as well but
tonight my dad stole the show. He had a way of doing that at
times.

After they fished clapping
they ate dinner quickly and then got ready for bed. I ate a little
bit and then washed the plates in a nearby creek. My father came up
to me and sat next to me as I continued to wash the
plates.

“You did
very well tonight, father,” I told him.

“Thank
you, honey. You sure keep the children occupied, too. I’ve never
seen them so quiet at dinner,” he replied.

“Yeah, I
try to make the best things I can with what I’ve got,” I
replied.

“Well,
good. We need that around here. You’re a bright young woman and I
hope you know that. You will keep this family together and you will
be the one to keep them on purpose as we continue on this
trek.”

“Thanks,
father. You will as well with your verses. You’re teaching these
children good things that they must know and you have to keep their
faith in God strong. It can definitely weaken and I know that’s the
last thing we need.” 

“Sure is.
Well, I’m going to head off to bed. I just wanted to compliment you
on your excellent cooking. It’s getting even better than I
expected.”

I flushed. I never got
compliments from anyone on it and I definitely took his with a
grain of salt, especially since he never told a lie to anyone.
“Thank you, father. I appreciate it.”

“You’re
welcome, sweetie. See you in the morning.” He gave me a kiss on the
forehead and walked over to the campsite where the makeshift tents
were. It was a beautiful, clear night so I took a little longer
trying to clean everything. 

After about ten minutes
though I was done and I went back to put everything away in their
baskets. I walked into my tent as well which was the only one that
was alone and sat directly on the ground. I imagined the life we
would have in California and I smiled.

I was eager to get there
and felt happy. It would be an adventure and I was ready for one of
those. Who knows, it might be the right thing for me especially
with my luck in men in Arkansas. I soon fell asleep thinking about
it and my dreams were filled with both excitement and anticipation
for what was to come. I knew that not only because my father said
but because I knew it to be true myself, that God was watching over
us and I was not going to end up alone no matter what.


Chapter Two

 


 


The next day I woke up to
a small noise. I had no idea what was going on, but after a second
I heard a scream from my mother. Immediately, I got up and noticed
how windy it was because my hair was blowing all over the
place.

I peered out of my tent
and was afraid at what I saw.

My family was standing at
the edge of my father’s tent, with three bandits next to them. They
leered at them and I wanted to fog over and do something. However,
I knew that would not work. I didn’t want to die myself, but I knew
that the only way to save them was to get in there and
fight.

I grabbed the pocketknife
I carried all the time and lunged out. I went for the main bandit
but he got out of the way, causing me to cut the fabric of one of
the tents. The bandit came over and kicked me in the stomach,
making me gasp.

“Don’t
mess with us, lady. We only want the bible and nothing else. If you
come at us again we won’t be so nice to you,” the main bandit
said.

“Don’t
touch my father. He’s a good Christian and you’re nothing but
hopeless men who have decided to terrorize others for your own
personal selfish deeds. You’re nothing but monsters and I hate you
all,” I yelled. “Why do you want our bible?”

I knew this was probably
not the smartest decision to yell at them and struggle but I wasn’t
thinking smartly.

“Fine, we
won’t touch your father if he gives us the bible. That’s all we
want and it will sell for a lot of money in town,” another bandit
said. The third one grunted and I could tell he wasn’t in his right
mind. 

“What if
he doesn’t want to? It’s been in our family for generations and
it’s an heirloom. What gives you the right to take something like
that?” I asked, my voice rising.

“Lady, we
have important business here so either let the man give us the
bible or he’s going to die and we’re going to take it,” the main
bandit said.

I wanted to speak but
there were no words and my throat had seized up.

However I heard my father
speak and the words that came out of his mouth shocked not only me,
but I’m sure everyone else in the family as well.

“Fine.
Then you can just kill me. I will still go to heaven and I will be
with angels and live amongst the Lord. The only place you men will
be going is to Hell,” he stated.

I looked at him in horror
at what he said. Was he trying to get himself killed? I wanted to
step in but before I could react the man grabbed my father and
pulled him away from the family. I tried to save him but my legs
wouldn’t move.

After a brief second they
lunged at him with a knife as the other women tried to shield the
children’s eyes. I screamed because I couldn’t save my own father
from the pain these men caused him.

They smiled as he fell to
the ground, a red mark growing on his chest. His breathing turned
ragged and I saw his arms grow limp. Despite his faith in the Lord
he wasn’t able to hold onto his bible and it fell to the
ground.

I couldn’t believe what I
saw -- my father was lying there with his breath demising each
passing moment, the bandits looking down at him and sneering. The
leader went over to him and pried the bible out of his hands. He
struggled briefly then gave up, too weak to resist.

“We’ll be
taking this now,” the head bandit said. They laughed and walked
away, leaving all of us to look at my father. I couldn’t believe
what I saw and I wanted to cry but the tears wouldn’t fall.


My mother was bawling and
the children started to cry as well, but only Jasper and I stayed
strong. Probably because we were the two who were closest to him
besides our mom, but still, shock and sadness took over.

I walked over to my dad
and looked at him, my mother next to me. We waited a minute before
he spoke, his breath shallow and I knew his heart was fading
away.

“I’m
sorry…I couldn’t stay…alive. The Lord will…protect me though…and
you…as…we--” he struggled to say. Before he could finish he took a
deep breath and then stopped, and there wasn’t any movement in his
chest.

His body was limp on the
ground and he looked smaller and much thinner than we remembered
him.

After a moment, the
sobbing tarred. My mother cried first, then it was our friend’s
mother and father, and then it was the children. Still, Jasper and
I weren’t able to cry, but we shared their pain -- hugging them and
hoping this was all just a figment of our imaginations.

His body lay on the
ground, getting colder by the minute. I hugged my mother and tried
to stay strong, but it was starting to get harder with each
second.

“It’ll be
okay mom. I’m here, it’s okay,” I told her
quietly.

She continued to cry and I
continued to hug her, rubbing circles on her chest. I had to stay
strong; I didn’t want her to see that even I was getting close.
After a little bit, I helped her up.

Jasper dug a hole and laid
my father’s body within it. We stood there and looked at him, our
faces contorted from utter sadness. I stopped to say a few words,
standing in front of them and trying not to show I was about to cry
myself.

“My
father was a good man. He taught us great values and even to his
death he stayed and showed everyone he had faith in God. In that, I
admire him and I respect that even in the ultimate fear of death he
stayed strong in his faith. He kept his bible with him until those
sinners took it and they will surely pay,” I
said.

The other people were
crying too much to do anything so I left it at that and Jasper
buried him. We got into the wagon and I drove it, my mother sobbing
in the back. I had to stay calm. Even with everything going on the
best thing to do was stay positive. It will all be okay, I was sure
of it.

We continued on our way to
the next town, all of us trying to get our minds off it. I knew I
had to lead the way and take charge while all the others wept, but
I knew that it was only a matter of time before I started to let
the tears fall as well.


Chapter Three

 


 


That night we got to the
next place to set up camp. It was a large clearing with no trees
surrounding it, so I did some scavenging of the bushes. I could
only find a few berries that were edible, so I brought those over
and chopped up a few vegetables we had and made a stew out of
it.

It was a small and rough
meal, but that’s what we needed to get through the night. I knew
that the next time we camp, it’ll be in a better place.

The family was still
depressed and I knew that it would take a lot to get their spirits
higher. I got the bowls of food ready, took them over, and was
surprised that they looked a little better.

They even had a fire going
so I knew something had changed.

“What’
going on?” I asked.

My mother came over and
turned to me, a small smile on her face. “We’re just going to
remember your father tonight. Even though we lost two treasures
today, we will still live on through his words. We will stay strong
and we will remember him in our own way,” she told me.

I was a little bit
confused about what she said, but after a moment Jasper went up to
the front of the group and cleared his throat.

“Tonight,
I want to start it off. In Romans 8:28 one of my favorite verses,
it says that ‘And we know that in all things God works for the good
of those who love him, who have been called according to his
purpose.’ Our father had that purpose and he gave his life to save
us and keep the word of God close. I admire him for that and I
wanted to lead us in saying a few verses in remembrance of him,” my
brother said.

I was shocked, but soon my
sister came up and started to speak in her mousy voice. “I agree
with my brother. In the bible I remember
dad reading something like this. ‘Therefore we do not lose heart. Though outwardly we are
wasting away, yet inwardly we are being renewed day by
day.  For our light and momentary troubles are achieving
for us an eternal glory that far outweighs them
all. 

“So we
fix our eyes not on what is seen, but on what is unseen. For what
is seen is temporary, but what is unseen is eternal’ so we need to
stay strong and even though this happened we are soon reaching the
goal that we want to reach ultimately. So don’t despair, we’ll make
it to the end of the trail,” she said.

I couldn’t believe what
they all said. It was amazing and uplifting. My mother came up to
the front of the group as well. “My children are so strong and I
wish I could be as strong as they are. It’s been hard though, and I
appreciate them for doing so. Now, I have a quote my husband told
me once and it really stuck with me. ‘Be strong and courageous. Do
not be afraid or terrified because of them, for the Lord your God
goes with you; he will never leave you nor forsake you so we have
to be strong and not afraid of what will be out there’.

“Certainly, things didn’t go our way this morning and we lost
the life of a man of great heart, but remember that this isn’t the
end. It’s only the beginning if we continue to have faith in the
Lord,” she told us all.

One by one each of the
children and the mother and father of the Grime’s children started
to read a bible verse out loud. This was amazing and brought tears
to my eyes. After they finished, I stood up myself and cleared my
throat.

I was doing my best to
stay strong, but it was hard.

“My
father was a great man. I’ve tried to hide my fear of showing and
sadness so far because I didn’t want to scare any of you. You all
are the brothers and sisters that I’ve always wanted and you’ve
been the family to help and support me. 

“I’ve
tried to be the woman my parents wanted me to be, but I know that
if it weren’t for our faith my faith in God I would have turned
into one that couldn’t help the family I love. So, I want to thank
everyone for caring about me and I really want to make sure you do
know that you’re loved. 

“I want
to end with a bible quote and I feel like this is fitting for
what’s going on. ‘Consider it pure joy, my brothers, whenever you
face trials of many kinds, because you know that the testing
of your faith develops perseverance.  Perseverance must
finish its work so that you may be mature and complete, not lacking
anything.’ 

“So even
though we had a trial today just as my mother said and I lost
someone whom I actually called my best friend, I will not let it
hurt me. It’s going to be a life lesson and I will stay strong and
persevere although I feel like crying right now. I will keep faith
and trust in God, for He is the one who will lead me onto a good
path and I will not die in vain if I stay on that trail and
continue on.” 

Everyone applauded and I
tried to hold back my tears. I barely kept it in as I sat down on a
stump.

We all started to eat our
food, our spirits revitalized. Our father helped us all keep faith
and we are able to manifest that faith in what we do, and I know
that from now on I will try to keep as much faith as I possibly can
and keep strong at heart for that is the only way to go about this
and the only way to persist in the fight for survival.

That night I slept well.
It was strange, but I felt like my soul was cleaned of anything bad
and instead it was replaced with pure perseverance and
determination. I was going to make it to California with the family
and friends I had grown to love in the few months I’d been on the
road, and I was not going to stop until we reached the goal we had
decided on.

I just had to keep my eye
on the mountain and I was sure that with that and the will of God I
would survive, whatever trial, the devil, or God might give
me.


Chapter Four

 


 


The next day we got up
early as usual and we started back along the trail. It was a nice
day and we made much progress. At midday, we stopped in a small
area on the trail that had a cluster of trees in it. We took a
break for a minute, stretching our legs and walking
around.

“Driving
the wagons is a lot harder than anyone thinks,” I
muttered.

“It is.
Thank you though, sis, for doing it. Mom’s heart is still sore so I
thank you for your help,” my brother replied. 

My mother was still
depressed and sad and she sat in the corner of the wagon for the
trip. She was hugging herself and I could hear small sobs, but I
knew she didn’t want anyone around. I know that, in her state of
mind, she just wanted to be alone with God and have her own
conversation with Him.

I didn’t know but thought
that she’d been talking to our Father in heaven the entire time. I
decided not to dwell on it and just continue. I had to be strong
for all of them, otherwise, who would lead the group?

Jasper was a strong boy,
but he was still a boy and it took a strong and trail-wise adult to
really get us on track and in the direction pour father wanted
before he was killed. It was the right thing to do, so I just let
her be and took turns with Jasper in driving the wagon.

We looked out in the
distance, and saw the beauty surrounding us. Despite everything
that had happened, it was still wondrous and I acknowledged the
power of God and nature.

As we looked out in the
distance, we saw a man running around, with his arms waving in the
air. I looked at him and wondered what on warthog he was doing out
in the wilderness with no wagon or horse in sight.

I thought he was rabid
from an animal so I grabbed the knife from my pocket and held it
close to my body, but hidden on the folds of my dress. When he got
to us, though, he stopped dead, heaving in large gasps of
air.

Jasper and I looked at him
and wondered who he was. After a moment, he opened his mouth and I
looked at him directly.

“Thanks
for stopping. I’ve lost everything; my family got killed. I had to
watch my mother and father die along with my little brother and
sister. I tried to save the horses but they took them and
everything I owned. It was by the grace of God I’m still alive and
I thank him very much right now. 

“Please
help me, I beseech you. You’re the only ones who can; I’ve tried
camping out here for three days on the little provisions I could
find and you’re the first wagon or train I’ve seen. I promise I’ll
protect you, just please take me with you when you
go.”

He got on his knees and
started begging and even though I wanted to say no, especially with
what happened to my father, I couldn’t help but want to save
him.

“We’ll
take you. Only if you can earn your keep, though,” I said
slowly.

“I will,
miss. I’m Henry Smith. I was a carpenter in Louisiana but I wanted
to make my own stake in California with the Gold Rush. I’m a man of
God and with him as my witness I’ll protect you.”


I flushed because I was
attracted to him and his plea.

He had a very muscular
frame, probably from his line of work. He looked to be about my age
with a small, scruffy beard and short hair that suited him very
well. He was a strapping man and I had never felt nervous around a
man before, but there was something about him that made me feel the
butterflies move around in my stomach.

“We’ll
take a chance on you...Mr. Smith. Let’s go then. We have to start
moving.” 

Jasper and Henry hopped
back in the wagon. I was about to sit down, but before I could grab
the reins Henry took them.

“Don’t
worry. I got this, miss. You can sit in the back. You need your
rest,” he said.

I flushed again and went
to the back. The ride was a lot faster this time, with us getting
more mileage in the last day than we had in three weeks. Henry was
a good driver.

It amazed me how this man
could just walk in and change everything for the better. The Grimes
didn’t really like that we took him in so quickly, but we were able
to take turns holding the reins so it made up for it.

I didn’t have to worry
about him taking control of everything, which made me happy. It was
good not having to worry about it; it was the first time since my
father passed that I could take a breather and just be the lady I
was.

We got to a campsite and
we set up for the night. I tethered the horses to their normal
place and grabbed the tents. While I started to put them up, Henry
came by and started helping. I turned to him with a slightly
shocked look because most of the men would rather eat dirt then try
to set these complicated contraptions up, and when they tried, the
tents usually collapsed again with someone sleeping under
them.

“I got
this,” I told him. “You can go help gather firewood.”


“It’s
fine, miss. You folks saved my life. It’s the least I can do,” he
replied. He had already won me over with how pleasant he was and he
helped us set up that much faster. I started to walk and get the
wood, Henry following behind me. When I got to the forest I turned
to him.

“So, why
do you want to help so much? Why do you care?” I
asked.

“I just
wanted to make sure you were safe. No one has ever shown the
kindness to me that you folks did so it’s only fair that I help you
in any way possible. I want to make sure that not only do you go to
heaven with me, but I also want to make sure you reach your dreams
and goals in California as well.

“I wanted
to go there for gold and to help set up homestead there. I don’t
know what your exact goals are, but I’ll support my saviors in any
way possible,” he told me.

I smiled. “Well, thank
you. We’re going because my father hated slavery in Arkansas and he
wanted to start a new life as a preacher out west. I went because I
wanted to do something different and explore the world, which is
something I’ve wanted for a very long time.

“Now that
I have a chance to finally act out that dream, I was going to take
whatever chance I got,” I stated.

“I like
your spunk. What’s your name again, miss? I have a bad memory for
names.”

“It’s
Abigail. Abigail Turner. The daughter of Constance Turner. The
daughter of…” I stopped for a moment, trying to hold back the
tears.

“Daughter
of who?” he asked.

“My
father…Mark Tuner. He died two days ago trying to save us…and
that’s why I-I have had to be so strong. No one else was, so I had
to be strong for everyone. I’m the oldest.” Tears began cascading
down my cheeks.

After a moment, Henry
looked at me and then came over, giving me a giant hug. I felt the
warmness of his chest and I felt like I finally had the protector
and the guardian angel that God seemed to say that we all had in
some way, shape, or form.

“I knew
there was something wrong. What happened, if you don’t mind me
asking?” he asked, hugging me tighter to his chest. It felt weird
to have such strong contact with a man but I rather liked it as
well.

“He died
trying to protect us and save everyone. He was a man of God and I
loved him for that. He was a preacher and he always gave us hope
even in the harshest of times. We survived winters because of that
man. Now that he--he’s gone I don’t know how to go on,” I said as
the tears continued to fall.

He hugged me for a moment
longer and I loved the warm embrace. It was like having my father
back with his amazing hugs, but something about this felt
different. He broke away after a moment and looked at me, smiling
confidently.

“Don’t
worry little Abigail because I’ll be here to protect you. No matter
what happens, I’m here and I will make sure nothing happens to you
and your family. I believe in God as well and I read the bible
every day too, and I know that my good works will help not only
myself but you and many others as well, and that’s what most
important. 

“I
believe that helping your brothers and sisters definitely is one of
the most beneficial things a man could do and for that I’ll help
you until my hands fall off from pain,” he told me. The he smiled
and my spirit shot up almost to heaven.

“Thanks,
Henry,” I managed to reply. 

He gave me another hug and
we held it there for a moment. Somehow, I knew I could make it
through anything and this man offered complete reassurance of that
fact.

I was going to survive and
whatever happens will be God’s will.

“I think
we should get back before the families start to worry,” Henry said
awkwardly. He grabbed the firewood and walked with me back to camp.
I picked a few berries and a couple of acorns and took them back as
a treat for the children.

Once we started the fire
and got the food ready we started to tell verses to each other like
last night. Everyone joined in again and I felt uplifted that not
only were we spreading the word of God, but we also had such
confidence in one another and were not afraid to say it. It was
like we all were a close family even if we separated once we got to
California.

Despite everything though,
we were able to have a great night.

Henry was a great
storyteller as well. He also told verses but he also told of the
stories of God’s strength and ability to persist in the face of
adversity. I was in awe at everything he said and I couldn’t help
but want to hear more. The kids were wrapped in this man’s stories
and it was like watching my father lead us in prayer
again.

I knew it was right to
trust this man and after that night the Grimes’ family knew it was
smart as well, and they let him stay. I was happy they did and it
made things a whole lot better in my eyes.

That night, Henry slept in
Jasper’s tent and I was happy that such a strong man was there to
protect us. For once, I knew that my family would be safe as we
traveled west.


Chapter Five

 


 


The next three weeks flew
by. It was wonderful to have Henry around and we soon became close
friends. He was such a good man and we exchanged stories about our
lives. I never thought I would fall for a man, but with everything
he said I couldn’t help but feel like he was truly talking to me
and it wasn’t just some man who was going to leave because I didn’t
spend all my time sewing and other things womanly
things.

I liked another thing
about this man. I told him I wasn’t very feminine and instead of
just treating me as some girl, he respected that and let me help
with a few things. It certainly made our lives a whole lot easier
and it made getting provisions a snap since not only were there two
of us but we weren’t afraid to help carry the rations.

When we grabbed them, we
had some of the best conversations I’ve ever had with a human
being. It was like talking to the perfect man, and I couldn’t help
but love it. I really liked him and I wanted to at least tell him
that and see how he would react. I didn’t know how to, but maybe
opportunity would present itself soon.

After all, my mother
already assumed we were interested in each other romantically, but
she was far from the truth.

That night all the other
family members were putting the supplies away. I tried to help but
they told me to go grab firewood with Henry. I thought they were
onto something, but I didn’t know. I walked with him into the
forest where it was nearly pitch black. We started to grab the
wood, both of us in silence, but wanting to break it.

“Things
have been wonderful since you came along. I thank you very much for
that,” I told him. It really has made my life easier and I didn’t
think that was even possible after everything that’s
happened.”

“You’re
most welcome. I’ve really grown to like you as well. You’re a
beautiful woman and nothing like anyone I’ve ever met. You surely
are a diamond in the rough called life and I’m happy you decided to
let me stay with your wagon train.”

“Thank
you. You are definitely very impressive yourself. I’ve never seen a
man do what you did and I really appreciate it. It’s certainly
nothing I’ve witnessed myself. You’re a caring person and I’m happy
that God decided to have you come into our lives,” I
replied.

“As am I.
There’s a verse that I like from the bible and it’s this. ‘Place me
like a seal over your heart, like a seal on your arm; for love is
as strong as death, its jealousy unyielding as the grave. It burns
like blazing fire, like a mighty flame.’ 

“I care
about you a lot, Abigail, and I only want good things to happen to
you and I want to be the one to cause these good things to happen
in your life,” he said. He was a little bit nervous but I know that
he really meant this and he wasn’t joking with me like other men
might, if they just wanted to catch my attention.

“I really
care about you too, Henry. I really do,” I replied. After a second,
we stared at one another before he came closer. We were right next
to each other, and our eyes met in a loving gaze.


He placed his lips on mine
and I loved the way they felt against my own. It was beautiful and
I felt like I had finally found the person I have wanted to be with
forever. It was only a chaste kiss but it was for a good minute or
so.

We both pulled away and
looked at one another, smiling like two much younger people in
love.

“I think
I’ve fallen for you, Abigail. I don’t know how but it seems you’ve
caught me and I really like it. I’ve never felt this with a woman
before, you surely have changed my opinion on many things, and I’m
thankful for all of them. I’ve grown fond of you and I thank you
from the bottom of my heart that I could fall for such an amazing
woman.” 

“Thank
you, Henry. I can’t believe all this. It’s like everything I’ve
been worried about is all on the table. I guess the Lord does
listen to your prayers,” I replied.

He smiled and with
firewood in one arm and our hands interlocked with each other’s we
walked back to the campsite. Everyone knew, but they didn’t judge
us. It was wonderful that we could finally be together and show our
feelings out in the open.

We had been hiding our
true feelings for a while.

I thank the Lord for
giving me the opportunity to feel this because I never thought I
could feel love again. It was amazing and I knew that it was
something I’ve wanted for a long time. No matter what, I would
build this love and I would make it grow like a
campfire.

They started with a little
spark and a desire to help out the other, and from there it
blossomed into something more, something I had never even dreamed
of in all my years alive on God’s earth.


Chapter Six

 


 


Our lives were definitely
a lot more interesting from that point on. We continued to
cultivate our love and even though we didn’t go too far because of
the circumstances, we knew that our love transcended boundaries and
we didn’t need anything else to show to the other that we did love
one another, and we were there for one another, and would always be
there.

We only had about another
month on the trail and surprisingly, it flew by fast. We were doing
upwards of forty to fifty miles a day, which was intense
considering everything. We all had a desire to get to California
and we really wanted to just get this trip over with.

After about a month we got
to a small town and we knew exactly where it was. We could see the
ocean miles away and we knew we were in California. We all stopped
for a moment and we got out, eying everything with brand new
eyes.

“Wow this
is amazing!” I said.

“Sure
is,” Henry replied. 

We stared at the skyline
with my family for a moment before getting back into the wagons and
going into town. We parked them and got out, eying everything
around us. It was like we had finally reached the gold mine we’d
been looking for. Many months had gone by and we had finally made
it.

I couldn’t believe it and
it made me want to cry in happiness. I gave Henry a hug and looked
at him, grinning all the while.

“This is
wonderful! I can’t believe we made it,” I said.

“Me
neither. It was by the grace of God that we were able to,” he
replied. 

I smiled and joined my
mother and Jasper who were walking over to a shop. We walked in and
started to browse the goods. It was certainly the general store we
needed, and soon, we were stocking up on supplies we needed for the
rest of the time until we started building our homes.

I saw my mother and
brother looking at something and I walked over, and what I saw
shocked even me. Sitting in a case in the corner was a bible
similar to the one we had. It was a little bit used, but it still
appeared to be usable.

“Wow,
look at this!” I said.

“I want
to get it,” Henry told me. It will be a remembrance of your father
and we’ll be able to keep him close to our hearts while still
preaching the word of God,” my mother announced.

I walked over and gave her
a kiss on the cheek. “I couldn’t agree more. Let’s start the
tradition again. This time, remembering dad in our hearts,” I said
happily.

We put the bible in
Henry’s hands along with the other supplies and walked up to the
counter. After paying for everything, we went out to where the rest
of the group was waiting.

Jasper saw the grin on my
face and he smiled. He knew exactly what had happened and I knew
that he was more than proud of me and everything I had done. The
other group members were a little confused, but after Jasper showed
them the bible they knew exactly what was going on.

“Wow, you
found another one. It looks identical to the one those bandits
stole. You’re going to keep the tradition alive,” Mrs. Grimes
pointed out.

“We sure
are. Even though our father has passed, we will keep the word of
God with us. It’s the least we can do for the man who not only
saved our lives, but also enriched our lives with the gospel of the
Lord and the tales of our savior. We will keep both of the most
precious men in our lives close and from there we will live the
lives that I know both of them wanted. We will be pious and work to
the best of our abilities,” my mother stated.

“That’s
wonderful. We’re going to head to the land we were given by the
government. I wonder how long it’s going to take to build a home? I
hope not too long,” Mrs. Grimes said.

“It
shouldn’t be too long. If you need help you can always call us.
We’ll be glad to help you,” my mother said. They gave each other a
small kiss on the
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