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Chapter 1

 


Cell block B’s cubicles were small, each one
furnished with a bed, a sink and a toilet. For the last two hours,
since returning at seven o’clock from breakfast in the mess hall,
she had prowled her cell. Prowled dangerously close to the outer
limits of her sanity. Nervous perspiration dotted her temples,
upper lip and palms. The drip of the faucet punctuated each
glacially slow minute. Come nine o’clock, she would be a free
woman.

Well, that had to be qualified, she reflected
grimly. She would be free from incarceration behind locked door
after locked door, imprisoned so deep in the bowels of the
maximum-security prison that the chance glimpses of precious
daylight blinded her.

“Freedom,” she had come to learn during the
past five days, was not an absolute term. There were variations on
freedom. For the next six months, her freedom, according to the
district judge in El Paso, would be defined as doing service duty
with the Kingdom Come Cattle Company. That was a much better fate
than serving a full seven years behind bars, seeing her
nine-year-old daughter solely on visitation days.

Because she had good references, was a
first-time offender and a prominent figure, and—most of all—
because she had insisted on her innocence throughout the entire
three-month ordeal, the federal parole officer’s recommendation had
been accepted. The sentence of seven years had been suspended, and
she had been put on comprehensive probation for three years, the
first six months of which would constitute labor under the new
service duty program.

As the judge had put it, “If you’re going to
play hard, Miss Adams, you’re going to work hard.”

Anjanette was jerked out of her reverie by the
sound of a voice.

“Get your gear, honey,” Rina warned. “The
Queen’s coming for you.”

Rina, Anjanette’s black cellmate, jerked her
head toward the corridor. Somehow the inmates who had served
lengthy sentences acquired a kind of telepathy in relation to the
penitentiary’s inner activities. Long before anything happened, the
long-term prisoners, knew of its impending occurrence.

Anjanette froze beside the bars. Yes, she
thought. If she listened carefully, she could hear approaching
footsteps, accompanied by strident female voices filled with
curiosity, animosity and desperation.

She whirled back to her side of the cell and
began stuffing her few belongings, mostly toiletries, into the
duffel bag provided by the prison. The cell wasn’t endowed with a
mirror, but she wouldn’t have bothered to check her appearance
anyway. Without makeup, her grooming had been reduced to the
basics. Her usually thick, flyaway red hair was almost lank now and
restrained by an elastic band at her nape. The shapeless
olive-green dress she wore made her look like a drab housewife of
the thirties.

The photographers for the major dailies would
have a field day this morning.

A sharp buzz from the electronic control panel
activated the opening of the barred door. Its clanging bolts echoed
in the vast correctional facility. The Queen stood on the other
side. Accompanying the middle-aged prison matron were two other
guards, their hands resting lightly on their hips. All three women
wore khaki shirts and slacks.

The Queen smiled, a smile that made Anjanette
shudder more than once. To be a prison guard required only a high
school diploma or its equivalent, but the matron’s features
indicated keen intelligence, albeit a cruel, feral one. The hefty
woman controlled all that went on in cell block B. The tough
leaders of the various prison gangs paid her tribute in the form of
bribes. After her introduction to the woman, Anjanette had begun to
suspect that anything more than a few days in cell block B would
mean attracting unwanted attention from the matron.

“Get your ass moving, glitter girl,” the Queen
said now. “The warden’s ready to see you.”

Rina gave Anjanette a thumbs-up sign.
Anjanette managed a smile, then stepped forward.

“Not so fast,” the Queen said. She nodded
curtly, and one of the guards produced a pair of handcuffs. The
prison operated according to such archaic rules that even the
possibility of being shackled at the waist and ankles was not
preposterous.

“I’m leaving this morning,” Anjanette said.
“Is this necessary?”

“You can always stay, glitter
girl.”

The Queen’s suggestive grin cut short any
further protest. Anjanette extended her wrists. The metal was cold,
the clamps tight. One more reminder of her captivity. One more
nightmare.

As Anjanette, flanked by the two female
guards, followed the Queen down the corridor, catcalls and taunts
erupted from the other female inmates. Anjanette shivered. She
couldn’t get out of this hellhole soon enough. The first thing she
wanted was a bath.

Yet there was still the discharge center to go
through, the mandatory mug shot and fingerprinting before release,
even though she had submitted to the same procedure upon arrival.
“A matter of procedure,” the clerk told her without even looking up
from the film pack she was sliding into the camera. This latest
mode of humiliation—posing for frontal and profile shots—was slight
in comparison to the five days and four nights she had spent in
cell block B.

At last the processing was over, and
Anjanette, still handcuffed, was escorted along the catwalk to the
warden’s office. The spacious, well-appointed room afforded her the
first breath of comfort she had experienced in five days. At first
she blinked at the dazzling sunlight, which hurt her eyes. Then her
eyes began to focus. The sight of the potted ivy, soaking up
March’s fleeting sunshine on the sill of a bay window, was her
undoing. Weakness, the kind that made her want to cry, welled up in
her. She steeled herself, straightened her shoulders and lifted her
chin.

The warden, an impeccably dressed man with
silvering hair and horn-rimmed glasses, looked up from an open file
folder on his desk. “Miss Adams, please be seated. I’ve only got a
few more forms to sign, and then your release to the Kingdom Come
Cattle Company will be finalized.”

She seated herself in the tufted leather chair
near the desk. She sat with her spine straight, a habit left over
from her days at a Catholic school on Guam. The school had been
ruled by a despotic nun, and along with an excellent command of
Latin, Anjanette had acquired self-discipline. Unable to place her
shackled hands on the armrests, she left them clasped in her lap.
As the warden began scribbling his signature on the forms, the
room’s unnerving silence began to bother her.

Soon, soon, she thought, I’ll see Timothea
again. At least she wasn’t taken from me!

Finished, the warden fixed her with a stern
gaze. “I hope you have profited from your brief internment here,
Miss Adams. Trafficking in heroin is not fun and games. The hard
manual labor you will be assigned over the next six months should
convince you of that. I trust you will find yourself a sadder but
wiser woman.”

Sadder but wiser. Older but wiser. Why was
wiser always coupled with something unpleasant? “When may I see my
daughter, Warden?”

“She’s waiting in the administration office,
Miss Adams. I’ll remind you that any violation of your service duty
will result in your daughter being placed in a children’s home and
your being sentenced to the full seven years in the penitentiary
without parole.”

Even here she felt claustrophobic. Please get
on with this! she pleaded silently. Set me free!

She swallowed. “I understand.”

“Excellent. Then let me introduce you to Mr.
Cooper, into whose custody you are being placed.”

Anjanette, following the direction of the
warden’s gaze, glanced over her left shoulder. She had been unaware
that there was anyone else in the room. Behind her, in the corner,
loomed a man, his shadow distorted by the walls to gigantic
proportions. But when he uncoiled himself from the chair and
stepped forward into the light, his massive size seemed only
slightly diminished. He was all hard muscle and solid
bone.

Her glance took in well-worn boots, faded
jeans, a sheepskin jacket and a black Stetson clasped lightly in a
large, weather-tanned hand. She felt compelled to stare into the
mirrored sunglasses that hid his eyes, though she was sure he was
making a full examination of her.

“Ted, this is Anjanette Adams. Miss Adams, Ted
Cooper, of the Kingdom Come Cattle Company.”

Automatically Anjanette extended her hand,
only to be reminded by the jangling handcuffs of her ignominious
position. Her hands dropped awkwardly back into her lap. Attempting
to maintain some semblance of dignity, she said, “I’m pleased to
meet you, Mr.—”

“A woman and child?” Ted Cooper dismissed her
with a grimace of his hard mouth. His jaw set, he focused his
impatience on the warden. “Is the government run by a bunch of
wackos?”

The warden passed her file to the man. “It’s a
first for the Feds, Ted, and no doubt a last, too.”

Mortified, Anjanette dropped her gaze to her
clenched hands and their bracelets of steel.

Ted slapped the folder against his thigh. “A
dealer, huh?”

Her head snapped up. “That’s not
true!”

She could feel his eyes measuring her behind
the opaque sunglasses. He looked to be well into his late thirties.
His nose was crooked, as if it had been broken several times. His
hair, badly in need of a haircut, was his only apparent attractive
quality; it was a thick, dark brown that glinted both with sun
streaks and the telltale smoke-gray of age, an unusual
combination.

“You’ve been convicted,” he said, his voice
deep. “The law says you’re guilty, and you’ll have to convince me
otherwise.”

Her teeth clenched. Would she have to go
through the rest of her life proving her innocence?

He ignored the withering glare she shot him
and turned back to the warden. “Take her handcuffs off before we
leave your office. No need for her daughter to see
them.”

She hadn’t cried once during the three-month
ordeal. Maybe it was pride that had prevented her. But for the
second time in the space of half an hour she was moved nearly to
tears—this time by the rancher’s act, which she somehow sensed was
uncharacteristically considerate.

She blinked back angry tears. Damn it, she
didn’t owe this man any gratitude. If not for people like him,
ready to believe the worst about her, she wouldn’t have been
reduced to these circumstances—her career ruined, her finances
decimated, her life and Timothea’s in shreds. She and her daughter
should have remained in the Hollywood Hills instead of moving last
year to Socorro.

The sleepy little village outside El Paso, had
seemed a perfect place to settle. Its weather was amiable, and its
cost of living was low, enabling her to hire local live-in care for
Timothea when she herself had to be on location. But the town was
still close enough to El Paso’s international airport, only forty
minutes away, to make travel to various film locations easier for
her.

Ironically, Anjanette had wanted to escape
Tinsel Town’s fast life, to make a stable, homey environment for
her painfully shy daughter, the kind of life she herself had never
known in all her thirty-four years. Precisely because of her
rootless past, she had chosen to slow her acting career, which had
brought her accolades for her sensitive portrayals of a wide
variety of characters. She had given up several juicy roles in
order to spend more time with Timothea.

Despite her blurred vision, she saw Ted Cooper
hunker down before her to free her from her bondage. The handcuffs
fell away, and her hands—soft, chilled—lay palm up, a symbol of
surrender, in his much larger ones, warm and callused. He seemed as
bemused as she by the counterpoint.

“They won’t stay this way,” he mused in a deep
voice, a voice as deep as she imagined God’s would be. But then, he
would be playing God as far as her life was concerned, wouldn't
he?

She forced her gaze to meet his scrutiny
unflinchingly, but she encountered only the impenetrable silver
glare of his reflective sunglasses. Whatever compassion his action
had led her to expect was contradicted by his mouth: flat and
unyielding, and with a dangerous crease at one end warning her that
he didn’t comply with the social niceties adhered to by her coterie
of friends and business associates.

“Come along,” he ground out, rising smoothly
to his full height. “The day’s not getting any shorter.”

It took her little more than, ten minutes to
change into the salmon silk suit she had worn on entering the
penitentiary. Prison shampoo had left her hair looking dry and
brittle, and a brush did little to restore its vitality, so it was
back to the rubber band. Fortunately, years of film experience had
taught her to artfully apply makeup in a minimum of time. When she
left the dressing room to meet Timothea, the flickering ember of
her self-esteem was heating to a small but warm glow. If only Ted
Cooper wouldn’t douse it in front of her daughter.

He was almost completely silent during the
first few minutes of their reunion, speaking only to suggest that
they begin the trip to the ranch, since time was passing and they
had a long way to go.

Outside the administration building, the
winter wind whistled around her and Timothea, who was warmly
dressed in a corduroy jumpsuit and jacket. The morning cloud
buildup hovered over the Franklin Mountains, the ragged tail end of
the Rockies. Anjanette hoped the weather wasn’t an omen of their
immediate future.

Timothea clung to her arm and warily eyed the
score of reporters waking to pounce outside the prison gate.
Anjanette was immediately barraged with shouted questions.
Automatic flashes were everywhere, blinding her. She had thought
the paparazzi at the Cannes Film Festival were disorderly, but this
was chaos. Her newest jailer took her arm and shouldered a path
through the press of newspeople for her and the bewildered
Timothea.

For years now, Anjanette had managed to
maintain a low profile, with her public relations firm dispensing
teasers to the media several times a month, just to make certain
her name was kept before the public. This, however, was something
she wanted kept private, if for no other reason than to protect her
daughter. It was impossible, of course; one of Timothea’s
schoolmates had already taunted her about her mother’s arrest and
trial. In simple but forthright terms, Anjanette had told her
daughter the truth, but that still hadn’t prepared Timothea for the
pandemonium erupting around them now.

Despite their eagerness for the story, the
newspapermen parted for Ted Cooper’s big frame, and he ushered her
and Timothea toward a cowboy rig, a black-and-tan four-wheel-drive
pickup pulling a small stock trailer. Once inside the pickup, which
was mud-splattered and stenciled with the words Kingdom Come Cattle
Company, Anjanette exhaled wearily.

Timothea, sitting between Ted and her, kept
glancing back at the horde of reporters. “Do you like being famous,
Mom?”

Anjanette couldn’t keep her hands off the
precious person she had come so close to losing. She smoothed her
daughter’s mop of hair, which was as unruly as her own but blond,
like her former husband’s. “Not particularly, pumpkin.”

“I don’t think I ever want to be famous,
Mom.”

Anjanette managed a smile. “You don’t have to
if you don’t want to. When you grow up, you can do anything you
want.”

“I want to be an artist,” she
announced. Last year it had been a nurse. She turned to the man and
asked shyly, “Is that a cow you’re pulling?”

“A steer.”

“How do you tell the difference?”

The bracket at one end of his mouth deepened
in amusement. “You’ll learn how. You’ll learn a lot about cattle
over the next six months.”

Anjanette frowned at the man. She had wanted
to be the one to prepare her daughter for this latest upheaval in
their lives. Now she spoke up quickly. “We’re going to live at the
Kingdom Come Cattle Ranch, babe. I’ll be working there.”

“Gee, that’s great, Mom. We’ll be together all
the time now.”

Guilt attacked Anjanette, the kind that she
supposed every working mother experienced, except that her work had
required her absence for weeks, sometimes months, at a time. When
Timothea had been a toddler, Anjanette had taken her on location
with her. But once Timothea had started school, Anjanette had had
to make compromises between her roles as mother and actress. She
knew she would be farther along in her career if she weren’t a
mother, but that would have been an awfully lonely path.

Relieved that Ted Cooper wasn’t predisposed to
loquaciousness, she rested her head on the back of the seat and
closed her eyes. For the past four nights she hadn’t really slept,
frightened by the howls she had heard from the other cells, howls
the Queen and her contingent had either instigated or
ignored.

Behind her lids, Anjanette saw the vicious
expressions, the leering ones, the sly ones, of the prisoners who
had taunted her upon learning she was that Anjanette Adams. Then
the cell itself took the place of the faces, its living walls
inching in on her.

Her eyes snapped open. She could have used a
cigarette, but her pack was in the duffel bag that Ted Cooper had
tossed in the back alongside feed sacks and blocks of salt. At her
side, Timothea was beginning to nod with drowsiness.

“Mr. Cooper,” Anjanette said quietly, so as
not to disturb her daughter, “I’d like to thank you for what you
did back there—removing the handcuffs before Timothea joined
me.”

“Hell, darlin’, don’t mistake that for a
charitable act.” He tugged the Stetson’s curled brim lower. “I want
both you and your daughter’s willing cooperation at Kingdom Come.
It’s like breaking a bronc—brute force doesn’t achieve anything.
But if it takes brute force, I’m more than willing to
accommodate.”

“Delightful,” she murmured. This man with
power over her life and death had a dark sense of humor.

She would dearly like to see his eyes. The
sunglasses kept her at an impersonal distance, making it difficult
to read the man and adjust her actions accordingly. She had worked
with wranglers on location, so she was familiar with the breed.
They had to be able to shift for themselves and endure isolation.
They seemed to thrive on physical hardship and a certain amount of
danger. She supposed it was in their bones and blood.

The trophy belt buckle this man wore had
obviously been won in some kind of rodeo. It was the equivalent of
a military medal, she imagined. The cowboy had proven himself under
fire. The buckle marked him as an expert in the skills the others
of his kind most admired.

The way those sunglasses scanned the horizon,
the way those even white teeth gnawed his thin, unlighted cigar,
told her that he thought she was an absurd irritant, an intrusion
into his own steady existence, an annoyance that would require
repair. “While your daughter’s asleep,” he rumbled, “is as good a
time as any to discuss the rules you’ll abide by while living at
Kingdom Come.”

Her mouth compressed into an obdurate line.
She stared out the window at adobe homes banked by denuded
cottonwoods. “I can hardly wait.”

He ignored her sarcasm and went on talking in
the whiskey-rough baritone she had first heard in the warden’s
office. “The conditions of your service duty are easy enough. You
don’t leave the ranch without one of the owners—either my sister or
myself—accompanying you. You don’t mess with firearms, and you
don’t mess around with the men.”

Her head whipped toward him. “Mess with the
men? Mr. Cooper, I assure you, that is the farthest thing from my
mind. I might demand that I be accorded the same right—that no men
‘mess’ with me!”

“Listen, darlin’,” he said with elaborate
politeness, “you no longer have any rights—least of all the right
to make demands.”

Feeling unable to carry the argument further
with her daughter asleep between them, she retreated into silence.
She broke it only to give him directions to her home.

He turned off State Highway 20 southeast of El
Paso at the exit marked Socorro. The village had been founded in
1680 by Spaniards and Piro Indians fleeing the Pueblo Revolt in
northern New Mexico. The potholed road that led to Socorro had to
date back to the Great Flood, Anjanette thought darkly. But the
jarring ride didn’t seem to bother Timothea, whose coltish legs
were curled up under her slight body. The child slept happily in
the nest created by Anjanette’s encircling arm.

Anjanette had been so terrified that Timothea
would be taken from her that a silent litany of thanks ran
repeatedly through her mind. Thank you, Lord. Thank you, Lord.
Thank you!

As a child Anjanette had attended church with
her parents on a convenience basis. As an adult she attended in the
same haphazard manner and figured she owed no one an explanation,
since God seemed to know and understand her very well. But what had
been in God’s mind for the last three months she would dearly like
to know.

“At the plaza, turn left,” she said
curtly.

Her house was a meandering ocher-colored adobe
set on two acres that backed up to the unpredictable Rio Grande.
The Mexican woman who kept house and cared for Timothea, a
naturalized American citizen, met her at the door. “Senora, I’ve
been so worried! A woman police officer, she came for Timothea this
morning. She told me all would be well, but I didn’t know
what—”

“It’s all right, Chela. I have Timothea. She’s
asleep in the pickup.”

“And you, senora? You are all right?”
Chela was against government agents of any kind, particularly the
border patrol, and she had been incensed when she had learned her
employer was going to jail.

Touched by the fifty-year-old woman’s genuine
concern, Anjanette patted her plump arm. “I’m fine, Chela. For the
next six months, though, Timothea and I will be in the custody
of—uh, staying with, this . . . this man.”

She glowered over her shoulder at Ted Cooper,
who was lounging just inside the doorway, hat in one hand,
sunglasses in the other. Her glower faded at the sight of his
powerful features. His compelling eyes a perennial squint from
facing the harsh high-desert elements. Their hazel color seemed
uncommonly light in contrast to his sun-toasted skin and dark brown
hair.

He grinned. A wolfish grin, she thought,
noticing the way his lip drew up at one end and his eyes narrowed.
He unnerved her. He wasn’t anything like the plastic-handsome
actors she worked with. This man looked tough—and unable to
appreciate anything better than a prizewinning heifer.

She felt his eyes on her as she and Chela
moved around the house, quickly packing the essentials Timothea and
she would need for the next six months. If she felt uneasy under
Ted Cooper’s relentless regard in her own house, she thought, how
much worse would it be in his?

After she and Chela finished packing, she
instructed the Mexican woman to forward all telephone messages and
mail to her agent in Hollywood. “Brent will know how to reach
me.”

At the door, she paused beside her two
suitcases and glanced expectantly at Ted Cooper.

“You’ve got two hands, Miss Adams. You’d
better learn to use them.”

He was right, of course. She could no longer
expect doors to be opened for her and chairs to be pulled out. She
flushed with embarrassment. That was the worst thing about being a
redhead. Her emotional responses showed in a blaze across her
cheeks. She arched one brow, an old defensive trick. “You don’t
like women, do you, Mr. Cooper?”

“I don’t like drug dealers.”

This time she didn’t even bother to protest
her innocence. It didn’t matter what he thought anyway, did it?
What mattered was getting through the next six months. She picked
up the heavy suitcases and followed him out the door.

The paved portion of the road to Kingdom Come
followed a portion of the route of El Camino Real, the
ancient road between Mexico City and El Paso. Foot soldiers,
colonists, priests, conquistadores and caravans of ox carts had all
traveled this trail. After a tautly silent hour, Ted turned off
onto a caliche road that paralleled the Mexican border some twenty
miles away and rumbled over a cattle guard.

Timothea awoke just as the pickup was passing
between crumbling limestone walls that supported an arched iron
grill announcing the Kingdom Come Cattle Company. “Are we there?”
she asked, excitement brightening her pale cheeks.

“Not for another seventeen miles,” Ted told
her with that wolfish grin.

Timothea didn’t seem at all daunted by what
masqueraded as his smile. “Gosh, Kingdom Come must be big! Bigger
than Universal Studios.”

The pickup crossed a considerable stretch of
isolated country. After some thought, Anjanette decided that
“stretch” was an inappropriate description. The desert landscape
wrinkled, folded and twisted into gulches, hogbacks, peaks, sand
dunes and mesas. Yucca, juniper and greasewood were the only
apparent vegetation.

At last she saw the towering tip of a silent
windmill. Then scattered outbuildings came into view. Next she saw
ocotillo-staked corrals, then an immense barn, what looked like a
carriage house converted into a machine shed, adobe bunkhouses and
an arena—with a grandstand, no less. In a more substantial corral
made of creosote-dipped posts, a cowboy with a turkey feather in
his hat was working cattle from the back of a mule.

Then the pickup reached the main house, which
was surrounded by a low, mud brick wall and shaded by a few large
mesquite and honey locust trees. The two-story house was built in
the old Territorial style of soft rose adobe and roofed with
corrugated iron, now rusted a deep reddish brown. Old-fashioned
canales, or waterspouts, protruded from the flat roof. The
hacienda was surrounded by elaborate wooden verandas on both
levels. “Impressive” was the word that came to Anjanette’s mind. It
was impressive and solid. A sense of antiquity pervaded the
place.

On closer inspection, however, she could see
that Kingdom Come was in a state of deterioration. Fences needed
mending, the barn painting; the yard wall— along with what appeared
to be a gristmill—was crumbling. The lower veranda was weathered,
and warped in places where the cedar bushes teased the
balustrade.

Ted Cooper halted the pickup alongside a Jeep
and several other four-wheelers parked outside the yard, then
propped his forearms on the steering wheel, staring glumly outside.
A stiff wind took dust from the scrubland and sent it swirling up
through the dry trees. The clouds hurried to the western mountains,
as if they were being sucked over the horizon.

“Welcome to Kingdom Come,” he said, his voice
echoing the harsh reality of her new home.

He swung down out of the cab. His long,
ambling stride easily covered the windswept sand as he passed
through a weathered gate. A dog that looked part coyote padded
after him, and an owl, perched in a bare tree, ruffled its feathers
at the man’s approach.

Anjanette watched until he reached the
shadowed veranda and was out of sight—this man who for the next six
months owned her, body and soul.


Chapter 2

 


I don’t reckon you’re gonna be any help, but
I’d be obliged if you didn’t hinder me, either.”

Ted’s sister, almost as tall as he and
whipcord-lean, looked Anjanette up and down, her lips pressed
tightly together. Anjanette judged the woman to be young, not more
than twenty-one or so. At the sight of Timothea, peeking out from
behind Anjanette, Samantha’s expression eased somewhat, but not
enough to soften the harsh contours of her countenance. Light hazel
eyes, with the same directness as her brother’s, looked out of a
face with prominent cheekbones and a strong jawline. On her brother
the features were powerful. On Sam, as she was always called, they
seemed severe, made more so by the fact that her dark brown hair
was pulled back in a single braid that hung almost to the waist of
her jeans like a frayed rope.

Snapping a rawhide quirt against her thigh,
she paced off several steps in front of an arched fireplace wide
enough to roast a whole cow in. Mounted above it, observing the
comings and goings in the large, cluttered main room, was an
enormous buffalo head.

At one time the ranch headquarters must have
been a showplace, but in this century it had gone to seed. The fat
easy chairs, perfect for curling up and reading, were almost
threadbare. Dust coated everything. Humans, dogs and cats had
tracked mud from the hallway to the main room. Hay flecked the
soiled carpet. The house smelled of old rawhide, accented by
manure.

Sam gave an impatient snort, then said, “Well,
come on. I’ll show you your quarters. After you change out of
that—” she waved the quirt at Anjanette’s tailored two-piece silk
suit “—you can help old Horse Man throw together some
supper.”

Their quarters, in one of a half-dozen or so
adobe bunkhouses, weren’t that bad, especially not when compared to
the prison cell Anjanette had just vacated. The main room was a
combination kitchen, dining room and living room. The furniture was
rustic, handmade of pine, the stove and refrigerator antiquated,
and the sink still operated by a hand pump. The beds in the two
tiny bedrooms looked a lot more comfortable than her former cell’s
steel frame covered by a thin mattress.

And the bathroom . . . oh, how Anjanette had
longed for a real bath in place of the prison’s open communal
shower room. And here, alongside a toilet with a pull chain and an
old-fashioned pedestal sink, was a huge claw-foot tub of the kind
commonly used in the late 1800s. It had an oak rim and brass
fixtures. Well, tonight, after dinner, she would indulge herself,
soaking for hours in this reminder of lost wealth, until the prison
smell was washed away from her hair and skin.

Timothea went first to her own bedroom, then
back to the kitchen, marveling at the mechanics of the hand pump.
Anjanette began unpacking, setting
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