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For your ready reference, Characters in this book:

Jessica (Jessie) Carlson - younger daughter of the Carlsons (Cybelle and Mark Carlson)

The Carlsons - Jessie's parents (Cybelle and Mark from my novella The Blue Jay and the Sparrow - Roses in the Dark)

The Driscolls - Seth and Leatrice - owners of the Bar LB and the Triple R (from my novella, Driscoll's Lady)

Tom Driscoll - The Driscoll's elder son, a History Teacher at Montana Tech.

Calvin Driscoll - Seth and Leatrice's younger son and current supervisor of their two ranches

Walt - the bigamist and a ranch hand on the Driscoll's ranches

Carol and her husband Herbert DeLuca - Carol is Cybelle's and Mark Carlson's elder daughter,

Jessie's elder sister (from my novella, Silvereye's Hummingbird)

Michael Sands - elder son of Harriet and Val Sands (from my novella Henderson Sands)

Geraldine and Harry Henderson (Housekeeper and her husband the gardener on the Carlsons' property overlooking the Hudson River Valley in upstate New York)

Tanner and his wife Linda - (Tanner - previous loyal, long-time foreman on the Driscolls' ranches in Montana - from my novella - Driscoll's Lady)
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At the age of nineteen, the Carlson's younger daughter, Jessica, Jessie for short, eloped with Walt, a ranch hand on Seth and Leatrice Driscoll's ranches. Jessie had met Walt in her early teens during her visits to the Driscolls' ranches, and had developed a crush on him. Her mother, Cybelle Carlson, was Leatrice Driscoll's best friend. The love stories of both mothers were legendary among their family members.

Growing up, Jessie was always a fan of her mother's and Leatrice's persistence and success in winning the hearts of the men they chose to love and marry. Jessie believed herself capable of the same — like mother, like daughter. In her haste and immaturity, she didn't look past Walt's looks. Her infatuation blinded her to his ambitious, grasping nature that he hid well under a captivating smile. When Walt responded favorably to her advances, she thought she'd followed in her mother's footsteps and won the man she wanted. Too late, when she was wedded and bedded, did she come to know the real Walt and why he fell so easily for the tomboyish, naive teenager who had followed him about like a lovesick puppy dog. It took only three months into her marriage, to realize the reason Walt had responded to her advances, was because he craved the foreman's job on the Driscolls' ranches.

The previous foreman, Tanner, after years of loyal service, and with the Driscolls' help and blessings, left to buy and run his own horse ranch with his wife Linda. The Driscolls' elder son, Tom, respectfully refused the vacant position his father offered him, in order to follow his dream of an academic career as a History Teacher at Montana Tech. Seth Driscoll offered the foreman's job to Calvin, his younger son, who eagerly and gratefully accepted.

The Driscolls were aware of Walt's hankering for the foreman's job. Walt was their top ranch hand. Out of friendship and respect for the Carlsons and their daughter, and to appease Walt for not choosing him for the position, they deeded a parcel of their combined ranches to the newly married couple, as a wedding present, in their opinion, a far better offering than the foreman's job. But the Driscolls had no idea of the devious nature of Walt's desires and plans for his future, or his selfish, immoral nature that he hid well under the guise of a good-natured worker who simply wished to better himself .

Walt didn't want a small ranch to work hard and build upon, and watch the resulting fruit of his labors over the years grow into a successful, profitable horse or cattle ranch, one to be proud of, for himself, his wife and his offspring. He wanted the foreman's job on the Driscolls' already successful and profitable horse and cattle ranches. He'd been slighted, he raged inwardly, and deprived of the effortless lucrative possibilities associated with being the foreman and son-in-law of the Driscolls' closest friends.

Alone with his wife, his true nature surfaced in plain view. Right to her face, he told Jessie the real reason he'd married her, and how sick he was of her cloying, adolescent affection. Hurt and disillusioned, Jessie's rose-colored glasses shattered. But reality wasn't finished with her. She woke in the morning to find Walt missing. On his side of the bed, a two-sentence note, brusque and to the point.

"I'm gone. Don't look for me."

All the same, Jessie waited for him, hoping he'd miss her love, or at least reconsider the chance to make something of the ranch gifted to them.

For her sake and the undeserved love she continued to harbor for Walt, Seth and Leatrice kept her ranch going. For two years she waited, with never a word, until one afternoon,  the Driscolls and her parents brought to her authenticated documents, proving that when he married her, Walt had a wife and two children under another name. Jessie buried her face in her hands. No wonder he'd been adamant about waiting to have children.

Her parents and the Driscolls immediately set about clearing her name and the bigamous marriage. An arrest warrant was issued for Walt. But he had disappeared. Jessie was free. At least in name. But her spirit, her view of life and the pursuit of happiness, were severely scarred. She swore she would never trust a man outside of her own family, or allow herself to feel attracted to one again. She'd grown up with rose-colored glasses, indoctrinated since childhood in fairytales with
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