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With regard to the works of man,

by the word of your lips

I have avoided the ways of the violent.

My steps have held fast to your paths;

my feet have not slipped.

—Psalms 17:4-5 ESV
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__________

Sunday Supper was a tradition, and Devon Vargas wouldn’t miss it for anything. Not just because Mami’s cooking was legendary, but because it was the one time each week the family gathered, shared stories, and connected over their roots.

The family ranch house buzzed with laughter and conversation, plates stacked high with enchiladas, tamales, and green chile pork—one of Papi’s personal favorites. Devon was just finishing off his second helping when Papi cleared his throat, pulling everyone’s attention toward him.

“It’s going to be a busy fall,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “We should plan carefully with the resort’s off-season. And Mami and I want everything ready for Vargas Ranch’s eightieth anniversary.”

Devon sat up a little straighter. Eighty years. Eight decades since Dalton Sr. and Maria first put down roots in Arizona.

“That’s huge,” Dalton said from across the table. “We should do something big for it.”

Several voices chimed in with ideas—an anniversary gala, a special rodeo event, a community service project to give back—but Devon’s mind was already spinning in a different direction.

The history.

“You know, we should document it.” His voice cut through the chatter, and he turned toward Papi, who had been quiet, sipping coffee. “We talk about our family history, but how much of it do we actually have written down?”

Devon’s wife Raina handed their antsy four-year-old to him. He whispered a request to settle down before setting Cliff’s feet back on the ground.

Papi raised an eyebrow. “Padre told plenty of stories.”

“Yeah, but stories fade. Details get lost.” Devon leaned forward. “Think about it, Papi. We have generations’ worth of history tied to Vargas Ranch. Dalton Sr. starting it with Maria. Padre’s contributions. Everything you did to expand it. And now, all of us are carrying pieces of that legacy forward in different ways.”

A murmur of agreement spread around the table.

“Muy bueno!” Mami said, nodding. “A lot of history worth preserving, no?”

“I’d read it,” Drake added, earning giggles from his wife, Candi.

Papi scratched his beard. “I might have some old records and letters. When we cleared out Padre’s room, we boxed up a lot of things. Could be useful.”

That was all Devon needed to hear. His pulse kicked up at the thought of digging through decades of history, uncovering stories that even Papi might not fully remember.

As the rest of the family finished their plates and began filtering out, Devon stayed behind. He caught Raina’s hand, gave her a quick kiss, then murmured, “I’ll catch up with you later.”

She smiled knowingly. “I know that look—you’re already lost in research mode. Just don’t stay up all night.”

Devon laughed and turned back to Papi, who was stacking plates. “So, what do you say? Want to dig through the Vargas family history with me?”

Papi eyed him for a long moment, then nodded. “Let’s see what we find.”
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Tres stood in the storage room, arms crossed, eyeing the stacks of old boxes like a man staring down a herd of cattle he wasn’t sure he had the patience to wrangle.

“Not even sure what all is in here,” he muttered, nudging a dust-covered lid with the toe of his boot. “Been sitting untouched for years.”

Devon, already rolling up his sleeves, grinned. “That just makes it more exciting.”

Tres huffed but grabbed a crate, dragging it toward the center of the room. The storage shed was warm and stale, the Arizona sun pressing against the corrugated metal walls. The air smelled faintly of wood, dust, and time—a forgotten history waiting to be disturbed.

“You get excited too easy,” Tres muttered, shaking his head.

Devon ignored him, cutting the tape on the first box with his pocketknife. He carefully lifted the flaps, revealing yellowed envelopes, ranch logs, and old photographs stacked haphazardly inside.

Tres squatted next to him, picking up a sepia-toned photo of Padre as a young man, standing beside Maria in front of the ranch house. She looked strong, proud—a woman who had lived through enough to know faith was the only certainty in life.

Devon pulled out an envelope, eyes widening. “These look like letters.”

Tres leaned in. Dalton Sr.’s handwriting.

Devon scanned the date. “1941. This was during World War II.”

Tres frowned, shifting his weight. He had always thought of his grandparents’ life starting in Arizona in 1952—the year they established Vargas Ranch. Padre had shared plenty of stories about their faith, their love, their commitment to building something lasting. But he had never mentioned their early years.

Devon carefully pulled out the first letter, his fingers tracing the faded ink. “I don’t think anyone’s read these in decades.”

Tres exhaled slowly, gripping the photograph tighter. He glanced at the stacks of envelopes, the written fragments of his grandparents’ lives staring back at him, waiting to be uncovered.

Devon unfolded the letter and began to read.

July 15, 1941

Somewhere in Europe

Mi amor,

The days are long, but the nights are worse. I close my eyes, and for a few seconds, I pretend I’m back home—pretend I can hear your laughter in the kitchen, pretend I can smell your arroz con pollo on the stove. But when I wake, it’s nothing but the cold and the waiting.

I won’t lie to you. It’s harder than I thought, and I don’t know how much longer I can carry the weight of it. Some days, I think about the things I did before I met you, before I found something worth fighting for. Before you taught me what love was supposed to look like.

I still remember the night you told me, “Dios tiene un plan para todos, even the ones who lost their way.” I wanted to believe you. I want to believe you still.

I write to you because it’s the only thing keeping me steady. The thought that somewhere out there, you’re praying for me. I don’t deserve those prayers, but I hold on to them, anyway.

One day, when this is over, I promise I’ll take you West like we always dreamed—some place where we can build something that lasts, some place where I can finally be the man you believe I am.

Until then, keep praying. I think that’s the only reason I’m still standing.

Siempre,

Dalton

Tres sat back on his heels, gripping the letter in his hands. Dalton Sr.’s words echoed in his mind, settling deep in his chest in a way he hadn’t expected.

It wasn’t just the war. It wasn’t just the loneliness of being overseas.

It was the weight of regret. The quiet confession of a man who carried more in his heart than Tres had ever known.

He had always believed his grandparents’ story started when they arrived in Arizona in 1952. They built Vargas Ranch, raised Padre, and kept faith at the center of their lives. That was the only version of them he had pictured.

But this letter? It didn’t sound like a man who had everything figured out. It didn’t sound like the solid foundation Tres had always imagined.

He swallowed hard, rubbing his thumb over the faded ink. “Padre never talked about this,” he murmured.

Devon glanced at him, brow furrowed. “You really didn’t know?”

Tres shook his head. “I knew about Vargas Ranch. Knew about how faith shaped their lives. But this—this is different.”

He looked back down at the words.

“Before you taught me what love was supposed to look like.”

“Before you told me Dios tiene un plan, even for the ones who lost their way.”

Tres had spent his whole life believing Dalton Sr. had always been strong, unwavering, steady in faith. But here, on this tattered piece of history, was a man admitting he had been lost before Maria found him.

He exhaled slowly, staring at the pile of letters in front of them. How much more did they not know?

He glanced at Devon, the questions already forming.

“We need to keep reading.”

This wasn’t just history anymore. It was personal.
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