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The Widow & Her Baby Meet The Handyman Along The
Oregon Trail

Beautiful Clara & Her Short Cowboy

The Widow & Her Baby Meet The Handyman
Along The Oregon Trail - A widow tries to provide for her baby
along the arduous trek of the Oregon Trail. When a
mysterious stranger joins the train, carrying precious little other
than his carpentry tools, he tells her that the Lord will provide,
if she has faith. Bartering his services for things like food and a
bright red sweater, Mary grows closer to Henry as their journey
progresses, and the emotional ending of this story highlights how
every human being has it within them to be generous within their
souls, and that love can come easily if you just let it.
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The first couple of weeks or so on the trail
were easy enough, pleasant even. The roads were well cut and the
riding was for the most part easy. The territories surrounding the
Missouri Valley were well established and a person could get
anything they needed quickly and cheap enough and then have their
little prairie schooner rolling in line again without ever falling
behind too much.

For Mary though, it was always hard. She had
wished for a hard trip. The easy ride only gave her mind the space
to wander off toward all the suffering in her life. Mary’s husband
had passed on a year before.

She had married young. Johnny had been the
only man that Mary had ever loved and one of the few that she had
even really known. Mary knew of course that things were rough for
lots of folks. In the wild territories, many had suffered some
terrible loss of their own. It had been rough living all around and
many folks had it far worse than she did. She couldn't help but
feel this terrible hurt though.

Their baby had been born eight months after
Johnny was killed. At the time, Mary hadn't been sure that she was
with child yet. When those Indians came and took his life, though,
Johnny entered the next world not even knowing that he had a son on
the way.

Mary mostly blamed herself for this. She
could hardly harbor much hatred for the Indians who had killed
Johnny. When it came to retaliation for the wretched misdeeds of
the other, neither whites nor Indians tended to be very discerning
of who exactly was on the receiving end of their retribution.

Mary regretted only that the world was so
wicked.

When the Indians had come, clearly on the
warpath, Johnny took up his guns without a second thought or
moment’s hesitation. He was only trying to protect his wife, which
he did. He picked off two from far out with his long rifle as the
Indians rode in on them.

He'd dispatched two more to the afterlife
with his pistol as they neared and then flung himself between the
women and a group of Indians with nothing but his buck knife.
Johnny had to have known that it was a fight he didn't stand any
chance of walking away from, but he bought those women enough time
to get to the cover of the soldiers that had come riding in from
the nearby fort, when their scouts had reported spotting the band
of rogues on the warpath.

The women were saved but the soldiers arrived
just a little too late for Johnny. A world away from any real
family, Mary had to bury him herself. It wasn’t long after that
when her belly started to round over and it was clear that she was
with child.

There was nothing left for Mary there
anymore; only misery. While she hated to leave her husband’s final
resting place so far behind her, she vowed to give her son
something more. She gathered what she could on her own.

The soldiers back at the fort, feeling mighty
low for watching this poor woman’s husband slain before their very
eyes, took up a little collection for her and with the calling in
of a few favors they’d arranged for her to receive a team of eight
strong oxen when she got to the Missouri Valley.

What Mary had all together sure wasn’t much
but it was enough to get a light schooner and a few basic supplies.
With a strength and determination that she could only attribute to
the grace of God, Mary made her way across the territories to the
Valley and with her baby on her hip she procured and pieced
together enough of the bare bones equipment and supplies to get
started on the trail.

Mary was naturally a little self-conscious
about her meager provisions for the first part of the trail. Most
of the others around her were married couples or stalwart single
men. There were a few families on the trail and some extended
families of course. Almost all the travelers, though, were loaded
down with a whole lot more than Mary had the means for.

She didn’t have any spare wagon wheel
strapped to the back of the schooner, and no extra wagon tongues.
Her oxen were good but they were scrawny and ill tempered compared
to some of the teams of ten or twelve fine beasts that other folks
had.

There certainly wasn’t much food either. She
fed the baby from her breast and ate as little as she could from
her paltry supply. She did have her husband’s long rifle with her
though and she imagined herself killing a deer or a moose--maybe.
She’d never fired a gun though and folks couldn’t think how Mary
could hunt too well with her baby on her hip.

Mary could see in the way some of them looked
at her that many folks didn’t expect her and her baby to make it
all that far along the trail with what they had. Mary started to
wonder about it a little herself. She did her best though to do
like she’d been taught and not to covet what others might have.

After a week on the trail, a man joined the
wagon train and that made Mary feel like she was stocked with every
frivolity the world could hold. His schooner looked like it had
been pieced together from scraps of old wood that most others would
have thrown out.

It had no canopy over it and everyone could
see that inside it held little more than a heap of other wood
scraps and a few tools. There was hardly a suitable place for the
man to sit. The ugliest, meanest team of roughshod, stubborn mules
one could imagine pulled the whole thing.

The man himself, however, was possibly the
least downtrodden person that Mary had ever met. He wore a wide
brimmed hat on the top of his head over bushy, dark hair and a
smile on his face nearly as wide as his hat brim. He had fallen in
right alongside Mary on the trail.

On the first day, he didn’t even attempt to
sit up in his rickety wagon. Instead, he walked with his team of
mules following behind him and when they came to a soft, grassy
prairie that day he shucked off his boots happily and tossed them
haphazardly into his schooner, traveling on bare feet the whole
day.

He had a handsome face that showed a genuine
delight at the sight of every person and every animal or majestic
hilltop that he laid his sparkling eyes upon. His hands were as
busy as his smile too, always carving at some scrap of wood as he
walked without ever seeming to look at it.

When he first came up alongside Mary and the
baby he tipped his hat to her with a kind, smiling nod like a true
gentleman and remarked at what a beautiful day it was. Mary had
been so lost in the melancholy that she hadn’t noticed, but she
looked around herself and realized that he’d been right.

Mary smiled back at the strange fellow and
was thankful for the disruption. She tried to discern just what it
was that he was trying to carve and couldn’t quite make it out.
Mary assumed that maybe he was just whittling for the sake of
whittling.

He dropped back as the wagons moved ahead and
Mary lost sight of him. When he reappeared with a happy step beside
her schooner, he was holding a shiny apple in each hand. He held
one up to Mary with a smile and didn’t say a word.

The apple looked positively delicious and
Mary was elated at the kind and unexpected offer but she hesitated
to take it.

“Well, go on ma’am,” he said with a nod. “I
picked this one out especially for you.”

Mary blushed. She leaned over to the side and
craned her neck around to look behind her. She could see his little
patchwork schooner with its scanty supplies and beyond that she
could see the next wagon with an uppity couple looking down with
clear distaste at the pitiful sight before them. Mary turned back
around and looked down at her son sleeping peacefully on her lap
before turning her gaze back to the horizon ahead.

“You don’t have much, do you, sir?” she said
in a kind voice.

“Nope,” the man proclaimed almost proudly. “I
do have an extra apple for a pretty young lady.”

He smiled up at her.

Mary blushed again and peered down at the
strangeness of the man.

“Well, aren’t you worried about it?” she
asked, hoping not to offend him.

“No ma’am.”

He chuckled, still holding the apple out
towards her.

“Well, what are you going to do when you run
out of food?” Mary asked with genuine concern.

“Oh, don’t you worry about that,” he said,
looking around at his beautiful surroundings as he walked.

He turned back to her and tossed the apple
up, giving Mary no choice but to catch it. She giggled as she
bobbled it and at last grasped on to it.

“The Lord is going to provide for you and me
both,” the man said with a wink and then he fell back out of sight
again.

Mary thought that apple was the best she’d
ever tasted. She reveled in its every crunch as the sweet,
nourishing juices surged over her tongue and over her lips,
dribbling down her chin. She closed her eyes and chomped on it
decadently.

The sun warmed her face and a cool breeze
tousled her hair.

For the first time in a long time, Mary felt
good.

 


 


Mary didn’t see the strange, handsome man for
the rest of the day. By morning, the wagon train had slowed to a
crawl. Something way up front had to be holding them up. The baby
was awake and playful and Mary cherished the slow going.

She stole a moment to check on the wagon
behind her, hoping to see her new friend. The mules were trudging
along, taking the occasional nip at one another and the schooner
bumped along peacefully behind them.

The man, however, was nowhere in sight.

It was late in the day and after the line had
sped up again when Mary finally spied him walking her way, from
ahead. He was carrying a box of tools, swinging it joyously as if
it didn’t weigh an ounce, whistling a tune and nodding at the
sour-looking passers by.

His shirt hung open nearly to his belly and
his hard chest glistened with perspiration. His sleeves were rolled
up past his elbows and his wide hat was pushed far back on his
head.

A lock of dark hair clung damply to his
bronzed brow.

As Mary and he neared one another, he tapered
off the tune he was whistling for fear of disturbing the baby and
Mary smiled at his considerate kindness. He bowed his head forward
and tipped his hat to her.

“Well, howdy ma’am,” he greeted her
politely.

“Well, howdy to you sir,” she greeted him
cheerfully in kind.

“You know, I’ve got to apologize. I only just
now realized that I haven’t introduced myself properly yet. My
name’s Henry.”

He took a sweeping bow like some actor on a
stage. “At your service,” he added.

Mary laughed, “Well, pleased to make your
acquaintance Henry. I’m Mary.”

The baby cooed joyfully and a little giggle
erupted from the piled bunch of blankets next to Mary. Henry tipped
his hat again and stood on his tiptoes to peek at the baby.

“Well, pleased to meet you too, sir.” He
grinned at the baby.

“This here is Joseph.” Mary introduced,
pulling the blankets away from the baby’s face for Henry to
see.

“Well, that’s a fine, strong name.” Henry
nodded.

Mary nodded in agreement with a proud smile.
She only hoped that her son would grow up to be so kind to
strangers. The whole line suddenly lurched ahead and Henry had to
trot to stay alongside Mary’s wagon.

“Well, looks like were fixed up down the
line.” Henry puffed out his chest a bit; proud of his handiwork in
the repair of the broken wagon at the front he’d been at all day.
“Do you folks need anything?” he asked with genuine concern.

Mary simply shook her head. She was becoming
quite proud of the fact that Henry Henry was fast becoming a
friend.

“You’re quite handy, aren’t you, Henry?” Mary
stroked his ego a little.

Henry blushed the tiniest bit and he hunched
his shoulders over like a schoolboy with a crush.

“Oh, I just do what I can Mary,” he said
humbly as he tipped his hat again and set his feet in place as the
schooner rolled by.

“Pleased to meet you Joseph,” Henry added as
his mules came alongside him and he patted one on the rump as it
trudged by.

Joseph let out another giggle. Henry climbed
up onto his rickety schooner and tucked his box of tools in
someplace. Mary looked back at him one last time and he gave her a
friendly wave, then busied himself digging through the wood scraps
in his wagon.

Mary took Joseph beneath the canopy of her
own schooner and had a bite to eat, fed the baby, and laid down for
a little nap with him.

She woke up before Joseph did and poked her
head out of the canopy flaps to see that the sun was sinking in the
sky. There was something on the seat before her eyes. It was a
stubby legged little wooden horse, or maybe a mule.

Mary reached out and picked it
















































































































































































THE END
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