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Chapter 1

Windy Hudson didn’t want to be a tomboy. It didn’t even come naturally to her, but her father always wanted her along to help him. To “be his friend,” which was code for filling in where her brother always did, going along on her father’s adventures, playing golf, tennis, renting boats—all the things her father wanted to do. He said he felt too lonely doing these things alone, which is what he had to do since Windy’s mother left, for parts unknown, and her brother got stationed in Germany with the Army. 

Windy felt she needed to get away herself, to do something except hang around downtown Reno, Nevada, by the Truckee River, riding her skateboard, visiting art galleries. 

She decided that now, almost halfway through college, she’d better get something to do, some sideline, either doing oil paintings, or taking care of horses. 

She liked dumb animals. They didn’t hassle you. She decided to get a job somewhere—perhaps on a ranch. 

She checked want ads almost every day, in cheap, free newspapers.

Chapter 2

In early March of 2016, Jack was asleep in his bedroom in his grandfather’s house north of Reno.  He was staying there after his release from jail. He had been incarcerated for five days for suspicion of drug trafficking. 

A hitchhiker, at a gas station, had left a bag of marijuana on the dashboard of Jack’s pickup truck. The hitchhiker had been looking for money in his pockets, as he had offered to pay for the gas.

Instead, a deputy sheriff walking by arrested both of them.

It took almost a week of investigation and interrogation before the hitchhiker was able to prove that he had a prescription for the drug, and didn’t know Jack. 

While in jail, another cellmate of Jack sold him a horse named Fred and a trailer for $100. Jack’s cellmate was about to be transferred to federal prison for tax evasion.

After he had been home from the county jail just a day, in the middle of the night, Jack heard a voice say, “Come here. I need to see you.”

Jack ran into his grandfather's room and said, “Grandfather, you wanted to see me?”

“No,” his grandfather said. “Go back to bed.”

An hour later, Jack heard, “Jack, come here. I need to speak to you.”

Jack got up, and rushed to his grandfather and said, “You wanted to speak to me?”

”No,” his grandfather said. “Go back to bed.”

An hour later, Jack heard, “Jack where are you? I need to speak to you.”

Again, Jack rushed in to see his grandfather. 

”Pop,” he said. “I’m here. You asked to speak to me?”

”No,” his grandfather said. “It might be God. Next time. Just stay there.”

After some difficulty, Jack fell asleep again, only to hear, “Jack, come quickly. I must speak to you.”

”I’m listening, God. I will stay here.”

”Sorry to disappoint, Jack, but I am just a fish in the Truckee River. Please come to the river, west side of Reno, at Dorostkar Park. I have to speak to you.”

Jack put on his clothes, and drove down to the river at Dorostkar Park, on the west side of Reno.

He pulled off the road, and stopped the pickup truck, a dark brown, rusted out 1994 Ranger 4X4 with 149,000 miles on it, and ran down to the river.

He heard a voice say, “Here, under the bridge.”

Jack ran alongside the river towards the bridge.

“Please, where are you?” the voice called out.

”I’m coming,” Jack said, and edged closer to the water. As the sun rose in the East, as it usually does, even in Nevada, Jack said, “Here I am. “ 

He then saw the head of a fish stick out of the water.

“Okay, good. Just checking,” the fish said. Then, it disappeared.

Jack called out, “Hey! What’s up? Where are you?” But the fish didn’t surface again.

Chapter 3

Jack’s parents had died and left him not much other than 60 acres of Nevada desert. It was located near Pyramid Lake on the California border.

Visiting there, with Fred, was a lonely adventure.

He had planted some potatoes, garlic and onions and two tiny apple trees.

His work as an astronomer was tedious, time consuming and full of frustration. The other scientists (and actually, Jack couldn’t call himself a scientist—he was just a scientific worker) continually criticized Jack’s theories, and ideas. 

They were physicists with PhDs. Jack had a BA in English.

These days, he loved visiting the land, but Fred the horse got hot, needed water and a lot of care.

Jack decided to advertise for a hired hand in the Pyramid Monthly. It was a ten-dollar ad.

He only got one call. It was from Windy Hudson. He didn’t know who she was. Then he found out she was a young woman. 

Chapter 4

Windy, ¾ Irish 1/8 Danish, 1/8 Scottish and 1/9 South Korean, she didn’t know how, wasn’t sure she wanted to stay in Nevada University studying physics, and spent a lot of time doing oil paintings of desert flowers, and riding her skateboard. 

She knew she had to do more. She didn’t know what.

“I saw your ad,” Windy said, when Jack answered his phone. 

He didn’t get many calls—only a few relating to his work as an assistant clerk in the astronomical observatory near Fort Sage in the Sierras north of Reno, Nevada.

Jack hesitated. He wasn’t sure. The voice sounded like a young girl’s. 

“How old are you?” he said.

There was a pause. 

“Nineteen,” she said.

“Okay, meet me tomorrow—Saturday, at the gas station—general store, in Doyle Loop.”

”I know it’s Saturday.”

”What?”

”I said I know tomorrow is Saturday.”

”So, can you make it?”

”Yup.” There was a short pause. “How much is the pay?” she said.

”I don’t know. It is collaboration. An entrepreneurial something.”

”A what?”

”Meet me in Doyle, at the general store. The Grocery Hotel. I’ll show you the land.”

He didn’t know if it was the right thing to do—hire a woman as a hired hand, but within a few moments of meeting her—tall—thin—strong looking—wearing cheap, but apparently clean clothes, he figured he could try it.

He needed a hired hand to work on his land in Nevada, such as it was.

Chapter 5

The next day, Jack waited outside Grocery Hotel, as it was called, in Doyle, California, near the Nevada border. A truck pulled up. A door opened. A young woman got out. The woman said, “Thanks,” waved at the guy who dropped her off, and looked around as the truck sped off.

Jack checked his watch. It was 1:40 PM. She was ten minutes late. “Oh, well,” he said to himself.

“Hi,” she said, sticking out her hand to shake.

”Oh, okay. Hi,” he said.

He shook her hand. It was bony. Her grip was tight. She was tall, dark haired and wiry looking. She looked like she might be a native american, maybe a Washoe. She didn’t say much of anything at first. 

“Yeah, I’m Windy Hudson. Call me Windy.”

He said. “You don’t have a car?”

”No. My dirt bike is getting fixed. I figured you’d drive me to the land.”

”Sure. Let’s go.”

Chapter 6

When they got to the land, after a longish, twelve-mile bumpy trek over a dirt road, they looked around for a few minutes. It was hot. Windy kept looking at the trailer. 

Then she said, “You should get him out of there. He’s probably hot.”

Jack was none too confident about getting the horse out. He usually tied a rope to the back of the trailer, through a metal ring in the front, near the window, open just a bit, where Fred liked to look out.

Jack started to pull the horse by the rope and he backed out.

Fred looked pretty happy, tied up to the back of the trailer.

Windy looked at Fred for a minute, rubbed his nose, untied him, and then smacked him on the rump with her hand.

Fred ran off in a cloud of dust.

Jack watched him run away towards California.

“Now, why did you do that?” he said.

“If he loves you,” Windy said. “He’ll come back.”

Chapter 7

Jack and Windy sat on the front bumper of the truck for a half hour. Fred didn’t come back.

Jack was pretty upset.

“Well,” Windy said. “I got to get going.”

“You got to get going? You let my horse go, and you got to get going?”

”Yup,” she said.

He looked at her for a second, looked away, and didn’t know what to do. He knew practically nothing about women. She looked to be about 20 years old, younger than he was, but she didn’t look stupid.

“How much do I get paid?” she said.

“For letting my horse go?”

”No, just for being up here.”

Jack had to wonder how much it was worth. She was pretty attractive, in a kind of bony, dungaree way. “How about fifteen bucks?”

”What?”

”Yeah. An hour.”

”Sure,” she said. “Okay.”

He reached in his wallet, and pulled out a five and a ten. “Here,” he said.

”Listen,” Windy said. “We’ll come back tomorrow. I’ll bring some apples. He’ll be back.”

For some crazy reason, that made Jack happy. He wasn’t sure, but said, “Okay.”

Chapter 8

As they drove back to Doyle, Windy said, “Just drop me off at that gas station. My Dad will pick me up.”

He looked at her for a second.

“I could drive you home.”

”No,” she said. “I’m okay.”

“Fine,” he said. “Tomorrow is Sunday.”

“Yeah,” she said, and smiled just a little. “I know.”

”Well, I’ll meet you here, same time, one thirty.”

”Sure,” she said.
Chapter 9

Jack was sound asleep. He heard a voice say, “Jack, I need to speak to you.”

At first, he thought it was his grandfather. Then, he remembered.

So, he got his clothes on.

It was very early, about 5:30, but there was just a glimmer of light in the east. He headed down to the Truckee River.

Parking at the overpass west of downtown Reno, he walked to the edge of the water.

A shiny blue and silver fish stuck his head out of the water right away.

The fish said, “Whatever she says, whatever she asks you—say yes.”

Then he disappeared.

“Wait,” Jack said. “What do you mean?”

The fish never showed his head again.

Chapter 10

Jack had asked Windy to meet him at the general store, Grocery Hotel, at Doyle Loop.

He sat at the table inside at the window.

He looked away then all of a sudden he heard the loud sound of a motorcycle. 

Windy skidded to a halt outside the store. She took off her helmet, shook her hair out, and stepped in the store.

“Okay, let’s go. I’ll follow you.”

Chapter 11

They rode out to the land and parked. Jack still had the empty trailer behind his truck.

In just a minute, Fred stormed up, stomping his hoofs. Windy rubbed his nose. Out of her jacket pocket, she pulled a small red apple. Holding it in her open palm, Fred ate it in one bite, and chomped it happily. 

She grabbed the reins that still hung from his neck, and tied him to the bumper of Jack’s trailer.

“Here,” she said. “He’s back.”

Jack couldn’t contain himself. He grabbed Windy and gave her a tight hug. She pulled back, kind of expecting something. Kind of, questioning. 

So, he kissed her. 

It was a big surprise, but she kissed him back. Jack had never been so happy.

They hugged for a minute or so, until Jack felt
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