
ELENA, WOMAN OF COURAGE

A Family Saga in Bear Lake, Idaho

Book 5

By Linda Weaver Clarke

Copyright © Linda Weaver Clarke, 2009. Second Edition, 2012. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form without permission in writing from the author. Recording of this work for the disability is permitted.

Red Mountain Shadows Publishing

Cover Design by Serena Clarke

Printed in the United States of America

Elena, Woman of Courage 

By Linda Weaver Clarke

www.lindaweaverclarke.com

ISBN-13: 978-1481266796

Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author's imagination, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is purely coincidental.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Epilogue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication



[image: ]


To the memory of my two grandparents: Olive Clark Weaver, who earned a college degree around 1900 and Melinda Robinson Gough, whose name I used for one of the main characters in A Family Saga in Bear Lake, Idaho.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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FANTASTIC NEWS!

––––––––
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“How wonderful! It’s about time we had someone who really cares in this town,” said Melinda. “Thanks for the news, Aunt Martha.”

Melinda hung the phone on its cradle and strode toward the living room. The joy that was spilling over was difficult to keep to herself. She had exciting news and could not wait to tell Gilbert. She had just heard about a new doctor in town and she was elated. She had dreaded going to Doctor Jones for years and now she finally had a choice. This new doctor had to be better.

As she entered the room, she found her husband sleeping in the overstuffed chair with his book lying against his chest. He had been reading and apparently gave in to a bit of slumber. She grinned at his comfortable position and the sweet expression on his face. It made her laugh inwardly because he was known as a rugged and tough rancher in the community, a leader among men. If the men of this valley only knew the real Gilbert, they would be surprised. He was as gentle as a kitten.

Gilbert was an imposing figure, six foot two inches tall with broad shoulders and a muscular build. His strong jaw gave the look of authority. He was robust, a man with great physical strength but as tenderhearted as they come. No one would ever know that he was a softy, helping his wife fix meals and playing with his grandchildren on the floor. He was fifty-nine years old, his brown hair was speckled with gray at his temples, and he looked mighty distinguished.

Melinda and Gilbert had three children, two girls and one boy. The oldest and youngest were happily married, but the second was incorrigible. John was now twenty-seven years old and was still unmarried. Jenny, the oldest, accused him of being afraid of taking responsibility. He scoffed at such an idea. He was a hard worker and told her so. Makayla, the youngest, teased him constantly and called him a “happy-go-lucky bachelor.” He would grin and accept her description. It was true.

John seemed quite happy with his lifestyle, and marriage was the last thing on his list. He was a worry to his parents, especially because he didn’t take life seriously. Many a woman flirted with him, waiting to see if she would be the lucky one, but John enjoyed being a happy-go-lucky bachelor. Whenever a young woman would push their relationship just a little, he would get cold feet and take off. This frustrated Melinda to no end. The fact that he didn’t take life more seriously concerned her, but what could she do?

At fifty-five, Melinda was a stunning woman for her age, unusually tall with eyes the color of shamrocks. She had her hair pulled into a soft chignon upon her head, and a few streaks of gray highlighted her auburn hair. She was a woman who took care of herself and made sure she and her husband were healthy, eating the right foods and staying in good physical condition. Not only that, a new doctor was in town and now she wanted her husband to have a checkup, but she feared he wouldn’t go. He didn’t much care for checkups and thought they were a waste of time.

Melinda had to think of a way to get him to go, but how? He was such a stubborn man at times. One thing she knew, she wasn’t about to give up. His health was important to her. She wouldn’t have worried so much if he hadn’t had congestion that was lingering a little too long and it concerned her.

She silently walked over to Gilbert and smoothed his dark wavy hair away from his face. She placed her hand on his stubbly cheek and gently kissed him on the lips. His dark eyelashes fluttered open and his mouth parted in surprise. When he saw Melinda looking down at him, he gave a crooked smile.

“I thought you were reading,” she said with a grin. 

“I thought you were folding clothes!”

“I was. Now I’m done.”

Gilbert’s eyes brightened as he placed his book on the floor and pulled her down onto his lap. “You’re done?” he asked with raised eyebrows. “Then I have another chore for you to fulfill.”

“And what’s that, may I ask?” she said as she smoothed his unruly hair away from his brow.

“Come here and I’ll show you,” he said as he pulled her closer to his chest and placed a warm kiss upon her lips, lingering a while and enjoying the softness of his wife in his arms. 

After releasing her, Melinda asked, “That’s a chore?” She laughed and then said, “Aunt Martha called.”

“Oh?”

“Did you know a new doctor is in town?” 

“Doctor? Why do we need two doctors?”

Melinda smiled. “Well, this one’s special. As of today, I’m changing doctors.”

“I don’t blame you. You’ve never been happy with Doctor Jones since the day I married you, especially when he prescribed taking whiskey to take away cramping when you were with child.”

“I couldn’t do it. I was so worried it would hurt my baby.” 

Gilbert looked at her curiously. “Have you heard much about this new doctor?”

Melinda nodded. “Oh yes. I’ve heard a great deal about her.”

Gilbert’s eyes widened. “Her? A woman doctor?”

Melinda sat up and watched the surprise register in his chocolate brown eyes. “Yes, a woman doctor. I’m so excited that women are having more opportunities nowadays.” She laid her head on his shoulder and listened to his breathing. “You know, I was thinking about getting you an appointment because you’ve been coughing a lot lately and your breathing is a little congested.”

Gilbert shook his head. “No, thank you.”

Melinda could feel the stiffness in his body when he answered. She creased her brow and said, “Hey! What’s wrong?”

“Now, Melinda, you know that I believe in women’s rights and all that, but I’m not having any woman poking at my body, let alone telling me to take off my clothes.” 

Melinda stifled a giggle and smiled, her green eyes dancing with humor. “Now Sweetheart, haven’t women gone to doctors their whole life? Haven’t we had to put up with a man poking at our bodies and telling us to take off our clothes so we could be examined?”

“But that’s different,” Gilbert said as he nervously pushed his fingers through his hair.

“How different?”

“Well...” he hesitated, trying to hedge around her question but unable to think of a clever answer. “You see, Melinda, I’m used to Doctor Jones. I don’t like changes.”

“You don’t like Doctor Jones anymore than I do, Mister. You’re just hedging so you don’t have to answer my question.”

Gilbert swallowed. “Let’s have some of those cookies you made, Melinda.”

She smiled and shook her head, resigned that her husband would never see a woman doctor. It was 1925, and women had more opportunities now than ever before. Her husband had always supported women’s liberation in the past, but perhaps this would take a bit of getting used to.

Melinda took his face between her hands and kissed him firmly upon the lips, making his heart pick up speed.

When she pulled back, she smiled at her dear sweet husband. “I love you, anyway.”

“Anyway?” 

“Uh-huh.”

“What does that mean?”

“I love you no matter how stubborn you are.” 

Gilbert grinned and pulled her back into his arms. “Give me a few more of those kisses and I’ll be a happy man for the rest of my life.”

Then he tightened his arms around her and spread whispering kisses upon her face. 

Melinda pulled back and said, “Now, wait a minute.” 

His eyebrows shot up as he asked, “Now what?” 

“Those kisses can’t even measure up to what I gave you. Not at all!”

Gilbert laughed at the challenge in her voice. All right, if that was what she wanted, he was willing to reciprocate but it would be one that she would remember. He pulled her into his arms and this time gave her a kiss that told her of his undying love. As he entangled his fingers in her thick auburn hair, he made his way to her earlobe, which sent a shiver up her spine. 

Gilbert grinned as he released her. “Well?” he asked curiously. “Was that what you wanted?”

Melinda nodded and leaned her head against his shoulder. “Now that was a kiss!”

As Melinda thought about their relationship, she marveled how wonderful it was to be adored after twenty-nine years of marriage! What a delightful pleasure to be in love!
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A NEW DOCTOR IN TOWN

––––––––
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Riding long and hard on his roan, John headed towards home. Every mound and stream seemed to disappear as the roan’s hooves flew, covering mile after mile in a steady gallop. He had been gone for several weeks tending to the dry farm, cultivating the land and planting seeds, and was happy to head back home.

Pressing his heels into the roan, he rode with the greatest of speed, sitting tall in his saddle as the breeze blew the fresh spring air across his face. John reined in his horse and looked down at the valley below. He rose up in the stirrups to ease his aching muscles. Then he took off his dusty hat and hit it on the side of his leg, watching the dust fly.

John was a sturdy and rugged young man with broad shoulders and wavy brown hair. He was an unusually tall man, just like his father, Gilbert Roberts. His high cheekbones seemed to accentuate his expressive dark brown eyes. He was known as an excellent marksman with the rifle, loved books and learning, and was even-tempered. He was also known as a peacemaker because of his compassionate nature.

John noticed the new grass waving in the breeze and the trees had new leaves that had budded out since he had been gone. As his eyes searched the valley below, he placed his hat on his head again and nudged his horse on with his heels. He slowly descended the hill toward the valley of Montpelier, Idaho, the place he called home. It was a small community and everyone seemed to know one another’s business, but everyone cared about their neighbor, too.

After feeding and grooming his horse, washing up from his long ride, and having a bite to eat, he headed for the courthouse for business, greeting friends as he passed.

“Hey, John. Glad you’re back,” said Charley as he walked up to him and pounded his back. 

“Me, too. It was a long ride.” 

“When did you get in?”

“A couple hours ago. Anything happening tonight?”

“Yup.” Charley smoothed his hands through his sandy red hair and grinned. His freckled cheeks rose with pleasure. “There’s a dance tonight. You should be home resting, so you can have the energy to dance. It’ll be fun. Why don’t you come?”

John smiled. “I think I might do that. What’s new in town?”

“Well, we’ve got ourselves a thief. He’s so sneaky that no one has even seen him, so we don’t even have a description of him. He tends to do his stealing on Sundays.”

“Sundays?”

“Yup. When everyone’s at church. But that’s not all. Ya want to know what he’s been stealing?”

“What?” 

Charley sniggered as he leaned toward John and said softly, “He’s been stealing women’s unmentionables...along with other things.”

John’s eyes widened in surprise. “What?”

“Yup, undergarments! This whole thing is really baffling the sheriff. He doesn’t know what to think of it.” Slapping John on the back once again, he said, “Well, I’ll see you at the dance.”

John went about his business, bought some groceries, and then got spiffed up and headed for the social hall where the dance was being held. When the town of Montpelier had a dance, everyone showed up to socialize. There were refreshments on a table, and people were piling in so they could enjoy an evening of dancing and music. They always played a variety of music like jazz, sentimental ballads, and old-fashioned waltzes.

John was quite popular with the single ladies, not only because he was good-looking and available, but also because he was an excellent dancer. To their chagrin, he never wanted to become serious with anyone. John was a confirmed bachelor and enjoyed the single life and boasted of it to his friends. Every chance he had, he would tease them mercilessly by saying they had lost their freedom the day they got married, having to check in at home before doing anything.

No one knew what John was waiting for. They often wondered why he didn’t want to get hitched. He had gotten serious a few times, but it never lasted. He always got cold feet. This baffled not only his parents, but also the young women.

John was standing alongside the men and conversing about the experiences he had on the dry farm during the past few weeks. He looked at Charley and nodded toward Mr. Anderson, who was heading their way. “So what’s eating him? I noticed he seems to be quite irritated tonight.”

Mr. Anderson walked in front of Charley with a scowl upon his face. “There she is, the new doctor. She sure thinks she’s high and mighty with a degree from college. She came from the big city and thought she’d settle down here in a friendly little town, but she’s not welcome. I ain’t goin’ to a woman doctor. Nobody is.”

John had not heard about this new lady doctor, and he was surprised by Mr. Anderson’s announcement.

Charley frowned as he said, “Personally, Fred, I think we’re mighty lucky to have her since Doctor Jones is so busy and is out of town so much. Besides, he’s getting older, doesn’t have the energy he used to have. We need some new blood.” He looked at John and added, “She’s a learned woman. I trust her.” 

Mr. Anderson growled, “Then you’re a fool.”

John imagined a sour, old maid with unattractive features, her hair gathered in a tight round coil on the back of her head, no waist to speak of, her black dress touching the tops of her shoes, and a face that was serious and stern. He looked over at Mr. Anderson and saw him pointing to her. At the other end of the room, the doctor stood at the table, pouring herself some punch with her back towards the men.

Her rich dark brown hair was cut in a soft bob with gentle waves. She was dressed in a sleek lavender dress that hung gracefully about her figure. The silk dress was mid-length, hitting just below the knees, had short sleeves and a narrow ribbon tied around her hips, creating a close fit. John’s eyes moved down her figure to her calves where they lingered for a while as he noticed the shapely curves of her legs. Curiosity got to him and he wondered what she looked like, to whom those legs belonged.

Mr. Anderson looked at John and said sarcastically, “Her name’s Elena Yeates and she’s an old maid. She’s twenty-six years old and she’ll stay an old maid. No man wants someone as independent and stubborn as she is. She’s the most impertinent woman I’ve ever met.”

John was very curious about this so-called impertinent and stubborn woman. Apparently, Fred had a reason to dislike her and was not pleased with her at all. Watching her from a distance, an elderly woman tapped the doctor on the shoulder and she turned around.

John’s eyes widened and his heart fluttered as he saw one of the loveliest, yet cheerful faces he had ever seen. Her smile seemed to light up the room, and she spoke with a lilt in her voice. John noticed that she was friendly and was apparently building friendships with the women of the town. As she spoke, he could tell that she was trying hard to fit in.

He noticed some long white beads hanging around her neck down to her bodice, and her light golden olive skin was beautiful. He wondered what nationality she was. As John watched this angelic beauty, her eyes seemed to laugh. She must have sensed his eyes upon her because she lifted her chin and their eyes met.

John held her eyes with his compelling gaze and then smiled at her and gave a nod, thinking she would smile back in a flirtatious manner like most women he knew. But instead, she frowned and quickly turned away. This took John aback. He blinked a couple of times and then turned to Charley.

“Did you see that?”

“See what?” asked Charley. 

John’s mouth was agape but he finally closed it and shook his head, feeling puzzled. “Oh, it was nothing.” 

As John watched her, he wondered why she averted her eyes so quickly, as if self-conscious for some reason. But what puzzled him the most was why she frowned at him. This was the first woman he had ever seen who didn’t smile back or act friendly toward him. He pursed his lips in thought and then turned to Charley and contributed to the conversation, but he glanced at Elena off and on during the evening, trying to figure that woman doctor out.

When Elena noticed the rugged stranger staring at her across the room, she felt embarrassed when their eyes locked. She quickly drew her eyes away and continued her conversation. Why she frowned at him, she was not sure. Perhaps because of his flirtatious smile? It annoyed her that men would think she was so easy. Not only that...he was standing beside Mr. Anderson and probably had the same opinion of her as his friend.

Elena had just arrived from New York with a degree and had opened her own little office. She received only a few patients who were mostly children with scraped knees or pregnant women who wanted her to act as a midwife. Because many of the men were used to a male doctor, they were not ready to trust her. She had her degree, but that didn’t matter to the men. In no uncertain terms, they let her know that if they ever got the grippe, they trusted no one but a male doctor. Elena was familiar with most juvenile illnesses and the dreaded pneumonia. She had been taught to suture wounds, remove a bullet, handle infection, and deliver a baby. But, to some, that didn’t matter, simply because she was a woman.

At that moment, she was trying to gain the confidence of every woman at the dance. She was discussing children’s maladies and answering every question they posed to her. At least she had one devoted patient that praised her efforts up and down. Melinda Roberts was on her side and she was grateful for that.

As the men conversed, John watched Elena’s every move and tried thinking of a way to get to know her. He had seldom been interested in a woman beyond the dance floor. He claimed to love the life of a bachelor and was too busy to court a woman, but for some reason, this woman fascinated him. There was only one problem; she did not seem to be interested in him.

Most single women would flirt with him from a distance, waving their fans in front of their faces and waiting for him to ask for a dance, but not this one. Their eyes never met after that. During the rest of the evening, he noticed that she kept quite busy, acquainting herself with every woman at the dance.

John vowed that he must get to know her. What was it about this woman that was so different from all the rest of the ladies he had met? Was it her independence and strong will to make something of herself? Or was it simply because she had no interest in him whatsoever? Could it be the challenge of proving that every woman he met was infatuated with him? His mother had once accused him of it, but he just laughed it off.
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AB-SO-LUTE-LY!

––––––––
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The following day, John was visiting with a few men on the street, telling them what had happened on the dry farm. “It’s mostly sagebrush up there. So, I hitched the horses up and started plowing and harrowing one hundred and sixty acres of land. At night I could hear the coyotes howling and barking in the foothills. It sent chills up my spine, and I learned to say a prayer before jumping into bed.”

Charley shivered at the thought of it. A coyote’s howl would take anyone’s breath away.

“Well, one night after plowing, I turned the horses out in the field to graze. About one o’clock in the morning, I heard a ruckus that startled me out of a deep sleep. I slipped out of bed and went outside and walked around the back of the cabin to see what all the commotion was about. Some stray horses had broken down the gate and got into the hay and were fighting over it. Well, they must have thought I was a ghost in my white undergarments because when they saw me standing there, they gave a loud snort and took off. They made such a mad dash that they took the wire fence with them, making sparks fly as it ripped through the staples. I had to fix the fence the next day, but the stray horses never came back after that. I suspect I scared the living daylights out of ‘em.”

The men guffawed, slapping John on the back, joking back and forth.

After they settled down, Charley looked up at John and asked, “How do you do it?”

“Do what?”

“Stay up in them hills for so long without anyone to talk to, with no doll to hold in your arms. You know, making whoopee.”

“Whoopee?”

Charley slapped John on the shoulder and chuckled. “You know, having a great time and so forth, doin’ what comes naturally.”

John chuckled. “Oh, I have my guitar and a good book. That’s all I need.”

Charley grinned. “Ah, horsefeathers! You slay me. I don’t understand you, John. Don’t you miss female company?” 

John smiled at Charley’s modern use of the English language. Everyone noticed how Charley was keeping up with the times by using all the new words of the day.

“Ab-so-lute-ly! I’m just like any other man.” Then hoping to change the subject, John asked, “How about you? Have you found anyone lately?”

Charley shook his head. “I’m always trying but getting nowhere. For example, the other night I went out with a doll and when things were just getting interesting, you wanna know what she said to me?”

All the men were glued to Charley’s every word as John asked, “What did she say?” 

“Sorry, the bank’s closed.”

“The bank’s what?” asked John as the men snickered. 

“John, you’ve just got to keep up with the times.” Charley shook his head. “She meant no more kissing. Or anything else, for that matter.” 

John chuckled. “The bank’s closed, eh? I’ll have to remember that one. Have you tried the good doctor?”

Charley grinned. “Yup, she’s quite a doll. Wanna know somethin’? I think Fred’s a sap. He wouldn’t see a good thing if it slapped him in the face. She’s a good woman. I didn’t get anywhere with her, but she was nice enough and turned me down politely.” Then he elbowed John and grinned. “By the way, she has quite a chassis, don’t you think? And those gams! Did you take a second look? She’s quite a tomato.”

The men burst into laughter.

John furrowed his brow in confusion, leaned toward Charley, and said softly, “Charley, I got everything but the last part.”

“That she’s a tomato or the part about her chassis?” 

John grinned. “No, I noticed her chassis all right. It wasn’t difficult to notice. In fact, I didn’t take my eyes off her all night. It was the gams part I didn’t understand.”

Charley grinned at John and whispered, “Legs, John. Legs!”

The men elbowed John and grinned at his ignorance.

Then Charley leaned toward John and said conspiratorially, “What if she’s a bearcat, John? Now wouldn’t that be something? I think you should ask her out.”

“Bearcat? Does that mean wild?” John’s brow creased with puzzlement. “I don’t think I’ve heard that one, either.” 

Charley grinned. “Naw! Not wild! It means a fiery woman, a hot-blooded tomato.”

As the men guffawed, John saw the lovely doctor walk gracefully down the road and step into the General Store. She didn’t seem like a bearcat, but it might be interesting to find out, he thought to himself.

Charley continued, “I went out with this bearcat once. And wow! She was really somethin’. I loved her fiery spirit, but she was prone to be quite impulsive and emotional. I guess I wasn’t enough of a gentleman to suit her. Once I forgot to open the door for her and she let me have it. Yup! A fiery woman, she was!”

John nodded absently as if he hadn’t heard a thing his friend had said. “Well, Charley, I’ve noticed you’re really keeping up with the new language nowadays. But you’ll have to excuse me, men. I have a tomato... I mean some business to attend to.”

John sauntered across the street, entered the store, and stood against the frame of the door with his arms folded across his chest. As he watched the doctor move about, he noticed how graceful she walked and wondered if this was natural or something she had learned from her background in the East. He listened to the lilt of her voice as she spoke to the clerk, and she intrigued him to no end. After watching for a time, he wondered what made her come to a small town like this one. The town of Montpelier was located in the southern part of Idaho, in the tops of the Rocky Mountains. It didn’t seem like much of a town to intrigue an eastern lady, let alone an educated one. Why did she choose this town?

Elena had become aware of the stranger while she was getting her supplies but chose to ignore him. She had noticed that he was a very strong and muscular man. His arms and face were tanned from the sun and he seemed to have an air of authority about him, sort of arrogant in a way. 

She busied herself, looking for a few supplies on the shelves, hoping he would leave so she wouldn’t have to face him. She felt flustered. Who was he? Was he one of the men who mocked her and her profession? Elena had heard the names Mr. Anderson had called her, namely an “old maid witch doctor.”

If she were not trying to impress the town with her abilities, she would not have suppressed her anger so much. Elena usually told people how she felt about their prejudice and arrogance, but if she were to make friends in this small town, she had to hold her tongue. Her temper was one thing her father had told her was her weakness. He said many a time, “Elena, if you learn to hold your tongue, you’ll make friends rather than enemies.” Well, it was too late for that. Mr. Anderson was an avid enemy.

She glanced toward the door and found the stranger had not moved a muscle. He was still blocking the doorway and staring at her. Elena didn’t know what was on this man’s mind and was not sure if she wanted to hear it or not. Then she began to wonder if he were going to challenge her like Mr. Anderson had done many times. She was not in the mood to quibble with another man about the reasons why she chose to move out West. If Mr. Anderson and this stranger did not want her services, that was just fine with her.

As Elena stuffed the last item in her little basket, she realized she could not avoid him any longer. She was done shopping. After paying for her supplies, Elena thanked the clerk and turned to leave. When she saw the stranger standing at the door, still blocking the doorway of the General Store and staring at her with his arms folded across his chest, she stuck her chin in the air and walked toward the door and stood in front of him, waiting for him to step aside. 

The store clerk turned toward John with a smile and said, “Well, well, well. I haven’t seen you for quite a while.”

John smiled back at the elderly gentleman. “Glad to be home.”

“You’ve been farming up in the hills?”

“Yup.”

“Have you seen your parents, yet?”

“Naw. I’ll be seeing them tonight, though. Haven’t had time. Been too busy.”

“Been too busy? Paris is only about ten or twelve miles south of here.” He scratched his balding head. “Children these days! All they do is take their parents for granted. Well, tell ‘em hello for me.”

John nodded with a smile. “Sure will.”

Then he turned his attention to Elena with curiosity, trying to think of a good way to introduce himself and start up a conversation. Yes, John was very curious about her, and he wanted to know what made this woman the person she was. It was hard to take his eyes off her beauty, and he struggled for the right words to say. But before he could get one word out, she stifled anything he would have said with her bluntness.

“Sir! Where I come from, a gentleman does not stare at a lady,” Elena firmly said in a reprimanding tone. “Excuse me, please. You’re blocking the doorway.”

Her attitude had taken him aback. No lady had ever spoken to him in such a manner before. Usually they were gushing all over him. John had not noticed that he was blocking the doorway and quickly moved aside as his face turned a deep red. Opening the door for her, he held it with one hand and smiled at her, feeling embarrassed.

“Thank you, sir,” she said curtly. 

Then she quickly strode out the door, not allowing any time for conversation between them. As John watched her walk gracefully down the road, he realized that she was not interested in any conversation at all, especially with him.

With every step she took, he noticed each graceful movement as her skirt swished rhythmically around her legs, back and forth, back and forth. What had he done to bring on such annoyance, such irritation? She was going to be quite a project, and it wasn’t going to be easy. John could tell that she didn’t trust anyone, especially him.

Remembering her smiling eyes and laughter from the town social, John knew she had a friendly side to her, but she certainly didn’t show it to him.

As he stood, feeling puzzled by her actions, some words came to mind. Bearcat! Hot-blooded tomato! Fiery woman! Was he getting into something he would regret later?

John grinned as he watched her chassis heading down the street. And those gams! What a doll!
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Chapter 4
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HORSEFEATHERS!

––––––––
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“Hello, Mama!” exclaimed John with a broad smile as he walked through the door. “I sure hope you have a great meal prepared for me. I’m famished. Besides, I’ve had enough rabbit steak for a lifetime.”

“Rabbit?” Melinda asked as she set the table with bowls and spoons. “Oh, my! I guess I shouldn’t have made rabbit stew then.” 

“No!” John’s eyes widened in disbelief as he watched his mother set the table. “I can’t believe my ears. You wouldn’t do that to me.”

When he saw his mother smile, he breathed a sigh of relief and kissed her on the cheek.

“No, I wouldn’t, John. We’re having beef stew instead. I hope that’s to your liking.”

“Thank goodness. Don’t tease me about rabbit stew ever again. That’s just plain cruel.”

“What’s cruel, Son?” asked Gilbert as he strode in and grabbed his son into his arms and gave him a bear hug. “It’s been a long time. How’s the dry farm coming? Do you think you’ll have a big crop?”

“I believe so, Pa. Everything’s planted and ready for the spring rain,” John said as he sat down to the table.

Gilbert toted the stew to the table while Melinda set fresh, hot whole wheat bread on a plate. The delicious aroma wafted toward John and his mouth began to water.

After everyone was seated and a prayer was said, John asked
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