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Donovan Family Saga

§

The Winds of Morning, Book 0.5, The Prequel

A young woman's desperate attempt to save her family

during the Great Irish Potato Famine. 

§

Whispers in the Canyon, Book 1

A valiant young woman, haunted by abuse,

must learn to trust the man who killed her brother.

§

The Woodsman's Rose, Book 2

When a friendship is shattered,

can a fragile young woman with the gift of insight heal the rift?

§

Rainbow Man, Book 3

He’d follow her anywhere, regardless of danger,

but will her recklessness lead to their doom?

§

Without the Thunder, Book 4

An outcast Society belle falls in love with a Navajo man; 

can they defeat the woman who’s driven to destroy their happiness?

§

All Giff’s books are available in print, digital & library editions.

Check them out at:

https://Books2Read.com/GiffordMacShane



The Donovan Family Tree

[image: ]
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Cast of Characters

[image: ]


The Donovan Clan


John Patrick Donovan (1814– ), rancher & farmer, married to Molly (née O’Brien, 1831– )

Their children:

Adam (1853​– ), rancher, married to Jesse (née Travers, 1867​– ); their children, Kevin, Mary Kate

Brian (1853​– ), rancher

Conor (1855​– ), ship’s Captain

Daniel (1858​– ) (aka The Woodsman) married to Annie (née Griffiths, 18​68– ); their son Owen-bach

Evelyn (1860​– ), married to Lowell Griffiths (1861​– ), dairyman; their sons Adam, Liam, Niall

Frank (1862​– ), farmer, married to Patricia (née Flaherty, 1865​– ); their son Patrick

Geordie (1862​– ), farmer, married to Suzette (née Burkhardt, 1869​– )

Henry (1866​–1868)

Irene (1869​– ), married to Alec Twelve Trees (1865– ); their daughter Quinn

Jake (1872​– ), cowboy

.

and Rebecca Johnson, lifelong friend of Jesse


§

In the Village & Surrounding Areas


Tommy Twelves Trees (1850/51?​– ), Navajo blacksmith, widower of Elena (née Robles, 1842–1885)

Alec Twelves Trees (1865– ), son of Tommy & Elena; silversmith

Alicia Beaufort, (1867– ), visitor from Philadelphia; mother Charlotte (née Walker); brother Wesley; father Martin

Reverend Richard Hayes, preacher; married to June (née Walker)

Daisy Callendar, widow & innkeeper; her children Young Jim, Cynthia, Emily, Lily, Deborah

Theodore Barber, Doctor

Tobias (Toby) Abramowitz, Doctor

Clinton Frazer, Doctor

Owen Griffiths, shopkeeper & widower; his children Lowell, Annie

Carolyn Hodges, shopkeeper; married to Owen Griffiths 

William (Bill) Thatcher, banker; married to Nellie; their son Ben

Raymond Benson, rancher & village constable; married to Mary

John Riley, widower & farmer; married to Jane, (née Barber); his children Tim, Norah

Eli Sykes, farmer, former slave

José Alegria, restaurant owner; wife María; son Antonio

Dolores Moreno, waitress

Wang Shen, shopkeeper; his children Lei, Jenny

Sean Flaherty, farmer, married to Moira (née Sullivan); their children Michael, Patricia, Helen, Rory, Kathleen

Ruth Patterson, milliner


§

The Navajo


Running Wolf, Chief

Left-Handed Bear, his lieutenant

Small Cloud at Night,  basket weaver, First Wife of Left-Handed Bear

Blue Deer, healer, son of Small Cloud at Night

Black Eagle, warrior
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A Short Glossary of Terms
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IRISH TERMS:

This book encompasses a time when Irish people were forbidden to speak, read or write in their native language. Words were whispered and passed down secretly from generation to generation, and came to be spelled phonetically. “Mo chroi” became “Machree”; “mo chuisle” became “Macushla”, etc. It is those phoenetic spellings I’ve decided to use in this historical saga.

§

An Gorta Mor: The Great Hunger (The Irish Potato Famine)

Aroon:   my dear or sweetheart

Arrah:    beloved (from “grādh”)

Bawn:    fair of skin, also pretty/beautiful

Colleen:    girl or young woman

Macushla:    my pulse or lifeblood, also “acushla” *

Mavourneen:   darling, beloved (from “muirnīn”)

§

*In my books, the Donovan family uses “acushla” when this endearment is directed to the males, “macushlah” for the females. This is a little quirk that, as far as I know, occurs only in my family.

§

WELSH TERMS:

Bach:    boy (son)

Caraid:   my dear or sweetheart

Fy merch bach: my little boy

§

SPANISH TERMS:

Niña:    girl

Pequeña:   small one (female)

Querida:   beloved
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Dedication
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For Paul Cantrell,

who always said I could.

It took me much too long to believe it.

It is not the roaring thunder that smites, 

but the silent lightning.” 

- Ivan Panin

––––––––
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Fate is an unkind mistress. 

None of us escapes her wiles.

- John Patrick Donovan
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Prologue 
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SUMMER 1890

Alicia Beaufort bounced like the kangaroos she’d seen the last time her father had dragged her to his Zoological Society meeting. Up and down and up again on the stagecoach seat, until her bones had turned to jelly. Dirt and dust trickled around the canvas window coverings, creating an atmosphere almost too thick to breathe. The shades were meant to keep out the heat as they lurched through the desert, but to Alicia it seemed hotter than any hell ever preached at her. Even the veil she’d wrapped twice around her face did not prevent the sand from settling in her nose, her hair, her eyelashes.

Nausea burned her throat. She hated riding backwards—it made her sick and dizzy. But as the last passenger to board, she’d had no choice of seats. Another bump and she slid forward, would have landed on the floor if a strong hand had not gripped her arm. She smiled grimly at her benefactor.

“Thank you.” She tried hard to sound sincere as she jerked free. For the past two days that man had been touching her at every opportunity, and she was heartily sick of him. Turning back toward the window, she muttered, “I know your type.” Safe in the knowledge that the noise of the wheels and the flapping canvas would mask her words, she added, “You smarmy, happy-handed bastard.”

Alicia allowed herself a small smile. Cursing usually improved her mood. It was a newly-acquired skill and she hadn’t found many opportunities to put it to use. Her grin widened at the memory of Geoffrey Blandings standing with his mouth agape as she’d cursed at him ferociously. Looking back, it was doubly comical—she’d learned most of the words from him.

But she’d said her farewells, both to him and to her family in Philadelphia, and if she were lucky and the driver managed it, she’d begin life anew in the Arizona Territory with her mother’s sister and brother-in-law. She almost laughed aloud at the notion of cursing at the Reverend Mr. Hayes.

I wonder what he’s like. I haven’t seen Aunt June since... I guess I was seven or eight. And I only met him that once, at their wedding. They left so quickly afterward—went to a congregation in Ohio, then bit by bit came all the way out here. I’ve no idea what he’s like. I wonder if they really want me, or if it’s just... family. At any rate, I hope we get there before my stomach leaps out and lands on the side of the road. Before the pains hit me again. I don’t know how I’d explain them.

The stage picked up speed and she bounced again—a bone-rattling ricochet that dropped her in a heap on the floor, her legs doubled under her, her hat pushed down over her face. As she fought back the veils tangled round her head, she heard a loud crack. A thud. Crack, crack. A moan. A shout. Hot liquid hit her hand. Another thud. Then crack, crack. CRACK.

Freed from the netting at last, Alicia glanced down at her hand, saw blood, and screamed.
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Chapter 1
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WHITE'S STATION, ARIZONA Territory

The stage was late.

It had been due at noon and no message had come through. It had last been heard from as it left Gallup, New Mexico three days ago, expecting to arrive in Fort Defiance, Arizona that evening. One of two things was possible: either the telegraph lines were down, or the coach had met some calamity far removed from a town.

Tired, hungry, and increasingly worried, the liveryman watched the half-moon appear beyond the treetops. Seconds later, it was swallowed by the clouds that had spit rain on and off all day.

“Whatcha think, Tommy?” his assistant asked. “Think they’ve broke down? What should we do?” Tall and blond and built like a Clydesdale, Young Jim Callendar was never known to ask a single question when three would do. “They ever been this late afore?”

“Not in years,” Tommy Twelve Trees answered. “Not since Geronimo took his Apaches south.” Tommy was Navajo, a member of the tribe that lived peacefully in the mountains northeast of town. Rumors of Apache raids would come now and then, but Tommy reckoned it was more than a year since trouble had actually materialized.

But that didn’t mean it couldn’t happen. He rubbed a hand over his face.

“Why don’ you go home, Jim? Have your supper an’ rest a bit. You’ll hear the stage when it gets in an’ you can come back then.”

“Ya sure, Tommy? I’ll stay if ya want. I’ll keep ya comp’ny.” Eager as a puppy, the youth almost convinced the liveryman to look for a wiggling tail.

“No, go ahead. Makes no sense for both o’ us t’ be standin’ ’round waitin’.”

“All right then. I’ll come on back when the stage gets in. I’ll be right here to help ya.”

“Good enough.” Tommy watched Young Jim striding away for a moment, then bent his steps toward his own cottage, the first home on this end of the street.

* * *
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Just after midnight, the stage announced its presence with a pounding of hooves, jangle of traces, scream of the brake, and a shouted “Whoa!” 

Tommy, who had tried unsuccessfully to rest and eat, came running from the stable. Splattered though it was with mud, the coach seemed to be in good shape and Tommy thanked his gods for its safe arrival. 

“Where the hell—” Tommy broke off as the driver swayed in his seat. He climbed on the wheel to help him down. “You OK?”

“Tol’able,” Sam replied hoarsely. “Need a drink.”

Tommy jerked his thumb toward the livery. “Bucket full by the forge.” He peered closely at the driver. “Can you make it?”

He got a grunt and a nod in return. As Sam staggered off, Young Jim rushed up and began to hand the passengers down. Stepping around to the boot, Tommy unlashed its bindings and began to unpack it. Two men retrieved their valises and a young couple claimed two carpetbags and a hat box, leaving a significant pile of bags and boxes, as well as a wooden trunk tied to the roof. 

Jim climbed up to retrieve the mailbag and throw it down. Loosening the ropes around the trunk, he called Tommy around to the far side of the coach and lowered it to him.

Sam came out of the livery with water dripping from his head, as Tommy pushed the trunk along the street until it sat next to the piles of baggage. “Who belongs t’ all this stuff?”

Sam gestured toward a tall woman in a tan duster who stood a few yards away, peering up and down the wide street into the darkness. “All hers. But I gotta get this mail sack down the Trading Post.”

“Nobody awake there now,” Tommy told him.

“Be s’prised if there ain’t. Can you get ’er settled? I gotta take care o’ the hosses after this.”

“I’ll take care of ’em,” Young Jim volunteered. “I can do that. Be happy to.”

“All right, son,” said Sam, and waved his hand gracefully from Tommy to the woman, as if inviting them to dance.

Tommy stared at him for a moment, shook his head, then gave Sam a mocking salute and headed for the passenger.

“You lookin’ for someone, Miss?” he asked as he neared her.

She turned to face him, then stumbled back screaming.
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Chapter 2
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TOMMY TOOK ONE LONG stride forward to catch the woman just before her face smashed into the street.

“Well, hell,” he muttered, though he believed in no such thing. “What next?”

“She all right, Tommy?” Young Jim came running from the stable. “She’s all right, ain’t she? I mean, dang! She fell right over! She all right?”

“Damn if I know.” Tommy turned the woman from the shoulders, saw the veil on her face move. “She’s alive, anyways.”

“Oh, that’s good, Tommy, that’s real good. Y’know, she didn’t eat nothin’.”

“What?”

“I mean this whole trip from Gallup, she didn’ have one bite t’ eat. That’s what Sam said. Three days, not one little bite t’ eat. Said ’er stomach was hurtin’ ’er. Didn’ even want water, but Sam made ’er drink some.”

“That so?” Tommy bent over the fallen woman, put an arm under her shoulders. “Well, why don’ you run down an’ get Doc. Hell, get both the docs if they’re there. I’ll take ’er t’ Alec’s, see if Irene can do anythin’ in the meantime.”

“I’ll do that for ya, Tommy. I’ll be right quick. Quick as I can.”

“Awright. You go ahead now.” As his helper ran off, Tommy puffed out a breath. “Awright, lady, lessee if we can get you up. Hell,” he muttered once again. “What else can go wrong t’day? Though I guess it ain’t ‘t’day’ anymore.” 

As gentle as only a big man can be, Tommy gathered the young woman up into his arms. When he’d first seen her in the long duster, he’d thought she was quite tall, but now he realized her extreme slenderness had created that illusion—she was no heavier than a new-born colt. 

He strode around the empty stagecoach where two of the horses were still in harness, and headed across the wide street to the second cottage. Banging on the door with his foot, he waited for his son to issue a welcome.

“Can’t get in,” Tommy called in response. “Got my hands full.”

“Pad! What’s going on?” Alec asked as he swung the door wide. Barefoot and bare-chested, his skin was more dusky than bronze, revealing his mother’s Spanish heritage. His black hair hung loose well past his shoulders.

“Woman got offa the stage an’... I dunno. She’s jus’ standin’ there waitin’ for ’er luggage when alla sudden she fell down. I sent Young Jim for Doc Barber.”

“Put her here.” Alec propped a pillow in a corner of the sofa, then sang out, “Irene, we need you.” 

“But I’m almost—Tommy! What did you do?”

“I didn’ do nothin’, missy. She jus’ fainted plumb away. Young Jim says she ain’t eaten since at least Tuesday.”

“Really?” Irene cocked her head as she approached, her brows drawn together in concern. “Let’s get these things off her. We need the doctor,” she added as she unwound the veil from the woman’s face, loosened the buttons on her linen coat. “Help me, please, Tommy. I need you to hold her up while I take this coat off. Maybe she’s overheated. Where did she come from?”

“Come in on the stage from Gallup,” Tommy said. “I sent Young Jim for the Doc. He should be here any minnit.” As Tommy laid the young lady down, he whistled through his teeth. “I never seen nobody so thin an’ pale. You sure she’s still alive?”

“I feel a flutter on her wrist. Alec, go make Doc hurry, would you?”

But Alec had no sooner pulled on his moccasins and headed to the door when Theo Barber came rushing in. “Jim says there’s a sick girl here. Oh! I thought it was Quinn.”

“Quinn’s fine,” Irene said, giving the barrel-chested little man her seat on the sofa. “She’s been tucked in for hours.”

“Good, good. Well, let’s see what we’ve got. Who is she?”

Tommy explained as best he could.

“You don’t know her name?” Alec asked his father.

“Young Jim might.”

“It’s probably on her luggage,” Irene said. “Alec, why don’t you give Jim a hand with it—she’ll be more comfortable when she wakes up if all her things are here with her.”

A smile played over Alec’s lips, and his dark eyes glinted. “Looks like we’ve got company for a while. Unless, Doc...?”

“She should be fine here. Her heartbeat’s getting stronger. I’d as soon not move her unless I have to.” He pointed a finger at Irene. “Don’t know what more I can do for you young ladies when you don’t eat.”

Irene flushed crimson as Alec hooted. 

“Get out of here,” she ordered her husband with a laugh, and as he left, she turned to Barber. “And I don’t need any sass from you!”

“You need as much sass as I can give you,” the doctor retorted. “All right, she’s coming around now.”

The young woman’s eyelids fluttered open. Her hand twitched in the doctor’s as she looked up at him. “Wh... wh...?”

“You’re all right now,” Barber said. But she looked over his shoulder, shrank back against the pillow as her eyes rolled into her head. The doctor turned around, saw only Tommy standing there. “She passed out again. What’d you do to her?”

“Would ever’body stop sayin’ that!” Tommy hissed. The fleeting glimpse of smokey gray eyes had affected him deeply and he didn’t know why. But it made him defensive. “I didn’ do nothin’. She got off the stage, stood right there for a minnit an’ fell down in a dead faint. I didn’ do nothin’.”

“The stage was attacked.” Alec’s voice came from behind a pile of bags and boxes, and continued as he stacked them against the wall. “A handful of Apaches came across them near Willow Springs, and Sam says there were four or five that gave chase. She fainted when an arrow came through the window and struck the wall above her head. She’s lucky she’s not dead. One of the other passengers took an arrow to the shoulder.”

Equally laden, the stage driver followed Alec in. “Drove like hell fer Fort Defiance. Made the last few rods as the Cavalry come out t’ scatter ’em. None too soon, thet was. But the Army made us wait there ’til the scouts come back next mornin’ an’ they was sure the coast was clear. We was half a day late by then. An’ we had t’ leave the injured fella behind.

“Did my best t’ make up the time, but the hosses couldn’ be drove hard fer too long. An’ today, jus’ afore I pulled up at the way-station fer lunch, one o’ the wheels come off the coach. Thet held us up some more. Telegraph’s been down a couple days, so I couldn’ let anyone know how late we’d be.”

“No wonder she was frightened,” Irene said. “How far did she come?”

“Seems I heard ’er mention Philadelphia.” Sam pulled at the unruly whiskers on his chin. “But I ain’ really sure.”

“Philadelphia! If that’s true, she might not know anything at all about Indians.” Irene looked up at her father-in-law with compassion. Though he wore brown twill pants and a bleached muslin shirt, his bronze face was sharp as an eagle’s, and didn’t hide his native blood. 

“I knew it was that ugly mug.” Barber shook a playful finger at the liveryman, then asked seriously, “Why don’t you step out into the kitchen? Alec, you might go with him.”

“C’mon, Pad,” Alec said, “I’ll find you something to eat.” 

With his son’s hand on his shoulder, Tommy left the room.

“What should I do?” Irene asked the doctor. She’d known him—her parents’ good friend—since she was a child, and she trusted his judgment implicitly.

“Her pulse is getting stronger. I think she’s just worn out and scared. It didn’t help that she stopped eating either. You know what to do about that.”

As Barber winked at her, Irene couldn’t help giving him an embarrassed grin. A winter back, she’d been ill and had hidden her lack of appetite from her family; she’d come close to starvation before the doctor took her in hand.

“It’s only been a few days, though,” Barber said. “She should come ’round in a little while—cool compresses might help it along. Then you can give her some tea, maybe a biscuit. After a bit she can have a little soup and crackers. Did they get her name?”

Irene went over, chose a box, and read the label. “Alicia Beaufort. Pretty.”

“Think she’s gonna be a looker, too, once she gets up and around. I’ll just leave her in your hands. Send for me if you think anything’s wrong.”

“Thanks, Doc.”

“And keep Tommy away from her, at least for tonight. Give the girl a chance to get well before he mows her down again!”
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Chapter 3
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SOMETHING COOL LAY on her brow, and a warm hand touched her cheek. She heard a little moan, then someone said, “You’re safe now. No one’s going to hurt you.”

Safe. Could she be safe at last?

She sighed, but it was a moment before she could force her eyes open. Beside her sat a beautiful woman with eyes of deepest blue and skin luminous as the moon. Her raven hair hung over the shoulder of her robe in a single thick plait. As her lids drooped again, Alicia half-heard someone call a name and realized they meant her.

“Come back to me, Alicia,” the voice said. “Come back now. There’s nothing to be afraid of.”

“W-where—”

“You’re in White’s Station, Arizona.” 

“Made... it...” She managed to focus again on the woman, saw concern and kindness on her face.

“Yes, you’re here. I’m Irene, and this is my home. You’re safe now. Can you sit up a little bit? That’s better. Are you hungry?”

It took Alicia awhile to answer. She was tired, and still frightened despite the reassurances. But mostly tired. “I don’t know.”

“I’m going to make you a cup of tea,” Irene said, “then we’ll see if you want anything else. All right?”

“Yes. Thank you.”

As Irene left the room, Alicia lifted the cloth from her forehead and glanced around. The dread that had invaded her spirit found relief in the soothing colors she was surrounded with. The walls were stained rich brown with furs and pelts hung on them, some adorned with beads or silver medallions. The ceiling had been been painted a soft blue. Over the wide stone fireplace, the mantel held a forest of intricately carved animals, while woven baskets in delicate earthtones were scattered on the tables. Draped on the floral armchairs flanking the fireplace were blankets in shades of brown, cream, deep red, and green. Every other scrap of fabric she could see was green—from light apple green to the deepest hues of the forest, green predominated. Soothing her senses, calming her soul. She breathed deeply, let her eyelids close as the strain of her journey yielded to the peacefulness that surrounded her.

She started when a hand touched her shoulder, but seeing only Irene, Alicia attempted to smile. She’d never known it was possible to be too tired, too lethargic to smile.

With Irene’s help, she sat up a bit further and took the teacup gratefully. The first sip tasted of honey, and her smile grew wider. Civilization at last.

Irene sat next to her. “Sam told us what happened to you and the other passengers. You must have been petrified. I want you to know there are no Apache around here, and the man you saw at the stable is Navajo. His son is my husband. They’re a peaceful tribe, living in the mountains northeast of town. You may see some of them around. They won’t bother you.”

“Y-you... you mean...” Alicia stammered, her mind racing, trying to fit these new facts into her memory. Before getting on the coach, she’d been told that the stageline was secure, that there were no longer threats of violence from the Navajo. She’d believed it. But she had no way of distinguishing them from the Apache who still marauded. Easterners shared many a myth about Indians, and if she’d ever been told there was a difference between Navajo, Arapahoe, and Apache, she’d have laughed in the speaker’s face.

Just as the heat was more than she had ever experienced so, too, was the terror of seeing those Apache charging after the stagecoach. The life she’d held none too dear for the past several months had suddenly become of paramount importance to her, as half-naked men on ragged ponies gave chase. She knew she had screamed at the driver and the other passengers, but she had no recollection of her words. Assuming there had been words—she believed she might have been screaming gibberish.

Irene was speaking, but Alicia hadn’t heard her. She rubbed a hand across her forehead. “I’m sorry. I just...”

Irene stroked her arm. “You can rest here tonight. Do you have business in town, or are you moving on?”

“I... I have relatives here. I’ve come to stay with them awhile. My Aunt June and Uncle Richard. He’s a preacher.”

“Reverend Hayes is your uncle? Didn’t he know you were coming today?”

“My mother wrote to Aunt June. I thought they’d be meeting me.”

“Well,” Irene said, “if the letter was mailed around the day you left, it was probably on the stage with you. I bet they pick it up tomorrow. What a nice surprise it will be for them!”

“I guess. At least I hope so.”

“Of course it will be,” Irene avowed. “They’re the nicest people, especially Reverend Hayes. But they’ve been here quite a while—since I was about thirteen, I guess. When did you see them last, Alicia?”

“I...” Alicia’s hand fluttered. “I don’t want to be rude, but would you mind...”

“Whatever it is, I promise not to be insulted.” Irene’s gentle smile gave Alicia more courage.

“Well... my name... it’s not ‘A-lee-shah’. It’s ‘A-lis-see-ah’.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry—”

“No, no, don’t be. You had no way of knowing.” Pleased by Irene’s soft pat on her hand, Alicia continued, “I only met Reverend Hayes once. At their wedding. And I really can’t remember too much about Aunt June. I was in normal school when she left, just learning to add and subtract, so I might have been seven or eight.”

“That’s a really long time. Didn’t you ever hear from them?”

“Well, Aunt June is my mother’s sister and they corresponded. But my father thought it was crazy for them to come all the way out here, so my mother tended to keep the letters to herself. She’d let me read one sometimes, but there were plenty of others. I think she hid them. Or maybe burned them, so my father wouldn’t get upset.”

Irene was silent for a few moments. She couldn’t fathom the thought of a family being so restrictive. Her father and mother got letters a few times a year—from the cousins in Ireland, and from Irene’s older brother, Conor, captain of his own sailing ship; they were passed around with the cake after dinner on Sunday. Each of her family members would read a portion aloud, and they’d all enjoy the news of their Irish kin or Conor’s tales of exotic sights and foreign customs. Especially Adam, her eldest brother, who always seemed to have an additional tidbit about whatever country Conor had visited. If any of those letters had been hidden from her...

The clink of Alicia’s teacup brought Irene back to the present.

“I’d like you to meet my husband,” she said. “I promise you there’s no need to be afraid of him.”

The small affirmative Irene got in reply expressed some reluctance, but she ignored it and went to the kitchen to return with her arm linked in his. Alec wore the velveteen shirt common amongst his people, though he’d slipped out of his shoes.

“Alicia, this is Alec Twelve Trees. Alec, meet Alicia Beaufort. She’s Preacher Hayes’s niece, and she’s going to be staying in White’s Station for a while.”

“Welcome,” he said, his voice deep and rich and without accent. “I hope you’ll enjoy your visit. Is there anything I can get for you?” He gestured at the stack of bags and boxes against the wall.

Alicia gave him a small “Hello” and glanced at the pile of her belongings. “Oh, that red and blue carpet bag has all my night things in it.” When he brought it to her, she shrank back a little but thanked him. 

He stepped away and turned to Irene, kissed her on the cheek. “I’m going to turn in.”

“Check on Quinn, will you? I’ll be along as soon as I get Alicia settled.”

He touched a finger to his forehead, gave her a salute. “Yes, ma’am.” 
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Chapter 4
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SHORTLY BEFORE NINE the following morning, Alec Twelve Trees opened the door to his shop. Its carved wooden sign displayed the symbol of his heritage and one word: Silversmith. He stood on the narrow porch for a moment, enjoying the sunshine and the hint of yesterday's rain that still hung in the air.

The village was quiet—the local farmers and ranchers still involved in their daily chores—but he spied Young Jim Callendar making his way up the street, stopping occasionally to hand an envelope or small package to someone. Though the Trading Post was the official post office, Jim volunteered his services to deliver the mail in town each morning after a stage came in. He took the job seriously, but wasn’t above accepting a cup of coffee or a biscuit, or picking up bits of gossip.

The whole town will know she’s here before noon, Alec thought. The Reverend will be coming down to get her soon.

Alicia had wakened, obviously still weak and disoriented, but her pale shakiness had improved after a cup of coffee, and she’d seemed less afraid of him. He ran a finger down the fine scar on his right cheek that still sometimes felt numb, wondering if it had added to Alicia’s fright. He’d excused himself so Irene could help her dress, but not before he noticed the unusual color of her eyes, the light smokey gray a sharp contrast with her deep brown hair. She might be quite attractive once she’s settled in and put a little weight on her bones.

With that thought, he decided to get to work. His shop, once the cottage’s main bedroom, was graced with the same deep wall color that made his home so soothing. Glass-fronted cabinetry displayed his wares, and a narrow ledge along the north wall served as his workbench. Tucked here and there, as a counterpoint to bright silver medallions and bracelets, fancy bridles and holsters, were woven baskets in the softest tones of blue and green, gold and ecru, made by a Navajo woman who’d been his friend for several years.

He settled himself at his workbench, searching for an idea for his annual gift to Annie Donovan, whom he credited with saving his life several years ago. She’d forgiven him for what had seemed to her a mere mistake, but what he saw as betrayal. She rarely thought of it—he never forgot. 

He took a deep breath to clear his mind, found inspiration in her Welsh heritage, and began to shape a medallion.

* * *
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After washing and dressing, Alicia decided she felt almost human again. She’d been able to eat a couple of biscuits—Irene had made them so soft and fluffy, a skill Alicia had never mastered—and she’d let down her hair and brushed at least some of the dust and sand out before twisting it back into a chignon. The day, so far, had been the most pleasant since she’d begun her journey west.

She’d begged the privilege of holding Irene’s tiny daughter, and sat now in a rocking chair, admiring Quinn’s big dark eyes and caressing her soft black hair. The baby, just two months old, stared up at Alicia as if trying to memorize her face, and didn’t respond at all to the insistent knocks on the door.

“Just a moment,” Irene called from the kitchen. She rushed through the living room, drying her hands on a towel. “Patience is a virtue found in few,” she muttered to Alicia, who lifted one brow and gave her a sly smile in response.

“Oh, Mrs. Hayes, how nice to see you.” Irene held the door open and gestured her in. “I guess you’ve heard of Alicia’s arrival. Let me take Quinn and get her out of the way.”

“Oh, she’s not in the way at all.” Alicia brushed a hand across the baby’s head again as she released Quinn to her mother. She approached her aunt, stomach fluttering. “How are you, Aunt June? And how is Uncle Richard? I didn’t mean to surprise you.”

“Yes, yes. We’re fine. And you’re here now.” June glanced at the pile of luggage. “I take it you’ve brought a sufficiency of clothes.”

Alicia twisted her fingers together. “I wasn’t sure what would be appropriate, so I packed just about everything.”

“Well, if you take a few, I’ll take a few, and then we’ll see what can be done about the rest.”

“Alec would be happy to bring the others later,” Irene offered.

“I’ll talk to Young Jim,” June replied. “He’s always looking for errands to run.”

Alicia didn’t understand the curt dismissal in her aunt’s voice. She remembered June as a gentle woman, much like her mother. One who’d spoiled her with candy and story books. This June seemed... harder. But saying nothing, she picked up a carpet bag and a small wooden reticule. The latter held the money she had left from her journey, as well as the pens and stationery she’d need to send a letter home, telling her parents she’d arrived intact.

As June selected three bags, Alicia dropped a kiss on the baby’s head.

“Thank you,” she said to Irene. “You’ve been very kind.”

“You’re very welcome. And you’re welcome any time you’d like to drop by.”

With a light stroke of Irene’s arm, Alicia hurried to catch up with her aunt, who was already down the path and at the street.

“What were you thinking?” Her aunt’s tone was fierce and accusing, despite being little more than a whisper. “Why would you stay with those people?”

“W-what? Why? They were very nice.” Alicia had to trot to keep up with June’s pace. She could see the chapel at the end of the wide, dusty street, and hoped they’d go no farther. The pain below her breastbone was threatening to wake.

“Half-breed,” June hissed. “And that girl no better than she should be.”

“I don’t understand. What does that mean, half-breed?”

“Indian blood. And his mother, they say, was Mexican royalty—as if there were such a thing! She was disowned by her father for running away with that liveryman. And everyone knows that Donovan girl spent three days and nights alone with the son up in the mountains. They didn’t even have the consideration to marry immediately.”

“Wait. Please wait.” Alicia dropped her bags and doubled over as pain wracked through her body, her hands clutching at her clothes in a futile attempt to ease it.

“Stop dawdling! It’s not far now. No need to stop here. Come along.”

“I-I can’t.” Still pulling at her clothes, Alicia sank slowly to the ground. 

“Here, lemme help you.” She hadn’t seen Tommy coming out of the Trading Post, a small paper bag in his hand. He put that on top of her reticule and with an arm around her shoulders, lifted her halfway up. His other arm slid behind her knees and he swept her up against his chest.

She wasn’t able to catch enough breath to thank him, and hated the little moans that escaped her lips. But the warmth of his body and the steady pulse of his heart against her cheek gave her a strange kind of comfort.

“What are you doing? Put her down!” 

Alicia scarcely heard her aunt, but again was struck by the curtness of her demand.

“She can’t walk,” Tommy answered calmly. “Somethin’s wrong, an’ if I put ’er down, she’ll jus’ lay there in the street.”

“Oh, all right. But hurry now. I don’t want...”

“You don’ wanna be seen with me. Some things never change.” His voice was so low, Alicia was sure her aunt didn’t hear. 

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“Don’ make no never mind,” he assured her. “Lemme jus’ get you home an’ I’ll send the Doc. If you want me to.”

“No.” She fought to control her little moans, changing them to shallow gasps. “I’ll be fine... in a little while... Thank you anyway.”

Another few strides and Alicia heard a door opening. She was torn between relief that she’d be able to sleep the pain away and a longing to stay where she felt safe. The strong arms, the gentle words had taken her back to childhood, when her father would hold her during her fevers. At the same time, a strange magnetism she sensed coming from him made her long to be held as a woman, not a child.

“Put her down here,” June ordered.

As Alicia felt herself being lowered onto cushions, she couldn’t help taking a quick look around. A home more different than Irene’s she couldn’t have imagined. The walls were stark white, decorated only with a multitude of samplers. Home Sweet Home, Waste Not Want Not, were hung close to the door. She closed her eyes to them and reminded herself to breathe softly. The pain was fading, but she knew it would be hours before it was completely gone.

“June, what is it?” Alicia heard a voice she didn’t recognize. “Tommy...” 

Tommy stepped aside and Alicia saw a tall, thin man dressed in black.

“Is this our Alicia then?” he asked as he sat beside her. “What’s happened, child?” 

“I fainted. I’m sorry. Are you Reverend Hayes?”

“None other,” he answered, a soft smile lighting up his face. “And no bother. Just rest for a few moments.” He patted her shoulder then approached Tommy, offering his hand. “Thank you for bringing her. We appreciate it.”

“De nada,” Tommy answered.

Alicia heard her uncle chuckle. “Of course.”

“Sam put a trunk o’ hers in the livery. I’ll bring it by later on.” 

“Whenever it’s convenient,” Hayes replied. “And thank you again.”

He’s coming back, Alicia thought, then wondered why she was pleased. Maybe by then I’ll be able to talk to him. Thank him properly. If only he doesn’t ask too many questions.
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Chapter 5
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WITH LAUNDRY AND BAKING to do, Irene had little time to think about the morning’s happenings, though at one point she considered asking her husband to take Alicia's things to her after lunch. But that might take a tip away from Young Jim, so she dismissed the thought and went on with her chores.

Early in the afternoon, while she rocked Quinn after changing and feeding her, a light tap-tap on the door was followed by her brother Adam’s head poking in. She waved him over and watched her daughter smile up at him when he tickled her chin.

Of all the Donovan siblings, she and Adam were the only ones with black hair. In fact, she looked remarkably like him, with fair skin, Cupid’s-bow lips, and a tall, slender build. Her eyes weren’t the brilliant blue of his, but deeper and flecked with green. He was her favorite brother, and she knew he knew it.

“I thought you boys were going on a round-up this week.” However old they got—Adam and his twin Brian were now thirty-six—to the family, they and their five brothers would always be “the boys”. Just as she and her older sister would forever be “the girls”.

“I came in with Brian to load the last of the supplies. But I’m not sure how much of a ‘round-up’ it’s going to be. Most of the cattle are on our land, and they’re only bringing them to the canyon. Anyway, I’m not going—I’ve got a family to look after. The rest aren’t leaving ’til Tuesday.”

“How’s Jesse doing?” Since shortly after the birth of her daughter Mary Kate, Adam’s wife had been plagued by bad dreams. Not nightmares exactly, but disturbing visions of swirling colors and hands that reached out of the gloom.

“Feeling good,” Adam answered, and tweaked a stray curl. “Mother’s given her some tisane that’s helping her sleep.”

“Anybody home?” A roar came from the open doorway. Brian didn’t wait for an answer, but ushered himself in, ducking under the lintel by force of habit. The hound that had been lying quietly in a corner roused himself and gained a head pat from his first master—the one who’d raised and trained him. “Good boy.” 

Leaving the dog, Brian strode over to Irene and plucked the baby from her arms. “How’s my favorite niece?” Like Adam, he chucked her under the chin to see her smile. “Ain’t you a beauty!”

Adam feigned outrage at the insult to his own daughter. “I thought Mary Kate was your favorite.” 

“Mary Kate ain’t here,” the big man replied. “How’s she gonna be my favorite when she’s hid away in some canyon?”

“A canyon you just happen to live in.” Irene pointed a finger at him. The Rocking Chair Ranch, in a canyon west of the river from the Donovan range, was home to both brothers. “And they say women are fickle!”

“And what are you going to say when they’re both together at Mother’s and Mary Kate asks that question?” Adam asked. “You hurt her feelings, I’m gonna have to knock you down.”

Brian’s burst of laughter shook the rafters. There was no one in the Territory who could knock him down in a fair fight, with the possible exception of Tommy Twelve Trees. The two men had never put it to the test, each avowing that he was deathly afraid of the other.

“Hush a bit,” Irene demanded. But her daughter, indifferent to the noise, was still gazing up at Brian. It always amazed Irene to see Quinn in his arms, her whole body scarcely larger than his hand. As he swayed with her, back and forth, the baby’s eyes were slowly closing.

“What’s all this?” Adam waved a hand toward the pile of luggage that still rested against the wall.

“It’s Alicia’s,” Irene replied.

“It’s a what now?” asked Brian.

“Not a what. A who. June Hayes’s niece came in on the stage last night,” Irene explained. “Alicia... I think her last name is Buford. Anyway, Young Jim’s supposed to come and collect it. I told Mrs. Hayes that Alec would bring it over, but... she seemed really odd.”

The brothers exchanged a look. “She has been different lately,” Adam said. “Holding everyone at arm’s length. It’s odd, but also sad in a way. Even Mother’s noticed it and says it might be because she’s getting older. She says the doctors call it ‘the change of life’.”

“I guess.” For Irene, that didn’t excuse the shortness in June’s manner. And seeing her daughter was now fully asleep, Irene moved to take her, but Brian shook his head. 

“Don’t get t’ hold ’er near enough. You need t’ be bringin’ ’er out t’ see us.”

“When she’s a little bigger,” Irene agreed. “Do you boys want some tea?”

“I’d take a cup of coffee,” Adam said.

“Got anything t’ go with it?” Brian asked. “Pie? Cake?”

“Made fresh bread this morning,” Irene said and watched him frown. Eyes glinting, she added, “And scones. I might let you have one.”

“Miss Annie’s recipe?” At Irene’s nod, Brian said, “Lead the way!” And followed her into the kitchen with the bluetick hound at his heels.

“Got some honey t’ go with ’em?” Brian asked as the basket of scones hit the table.

“I put the last of it in Alicia's tea last night. We’ll have to wait for Daniel to go bee-hunting. Have you seen Annie lately?”

The room went quiet for a moment. 

“She says everything will be fine,” Adam said. Their brother Daniel’s wife was a delicate young woman who’d caught pneumonia over the winter and was very slowly recovering her strength. Her reassurances were taken as gospel by the family—she’d inherited the gift of insight from her mother, and they’d never known her to be wrong.

“I hope so,” Irene said. “Would you mind seeing if Alec’s busy? Maybe he has time for a scone, too.”

“Better beat me to ’em,” Brian quipped.

“Even you can’t eat a dozen.”

“Don’t you go bettin’ on it.” Baby nestled in his arm, hound at his feet, Brian settled into a chair at the kitchen table. “Bring ’em on!”

* * *
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With the baby sleeping and Brian’s huge appetite temporarily sated, the brothers left Irene’s. Adam strolled up to the Trading Post where they’d parked their buckboard, while Brian headed to the livery to collect his horse. The pounding of iron against iron greeted him, as Tommy worked on a shoe for a mule that dozed by the doors.

“With you in a minnit,” Tommy said.

“No hurry.” Brian stood and watched as an almost-triangular shoe was shaped, identifying the owner of the mule for him. He blinked rapidly as Tommy dunked the shoe in a bucket of water and the steam rose and blew in his face. “Packy’s in town?”

“Yep. Goin’ out prospectin’ again t’morrow, ’e says. After ’e gets some grub.”

Brian picked out a short length of hay from a bale, stuck it between his two front teeth & dug around. “Don’t know how he ever makes a livin’, do you?”

“Nope. But ’e always









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
5 Thunder






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
s |y
-
PR -
)
o 15) |
m D181 ™ Lowel Grifins { Lam
Katherine M"IW Nall
(O'Brien) Frank - b 1862
‘m Patricia (Flaherty)
m Suzette (Burkhardt)
‘m Alec Twelve Trees. Quinn
—






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





