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Chapter One






Feck off.

Pearl’s inner
monologue could use some work. Her body wasn’t listening to her,
anyway, and her hands clenched around the Ford’s steering wheel as
another coughing fit racked her petite frame.

It was as if
the virus was trying to run her and Polli off the road before they
reached the ranch which was to be their new home. Pearl was pretty
sure, as she grabbed another tissue and dabbed at her disgusting
runny nose, that the nasty bugs were laughing at her. They were
kicking her ass and talking back.

No, Pearl,
we’re good here. You feck off.

She wanted to.
She wanted to crawl into her warm, comfy bed back in Kamloops and
pretend this whole thing was nothing more than a bad dream. The
years of failed attempts at making a baby with now ex-husband and
first-rate cheating bastard, Rodney Sutter III, Esquire. Even their
subsequent divorce, where said cheating bastard’s law firm raked
her over the financial coals until she’d lost everything, including
her job.

Nonaley
Equestrian Facility, where she’d worked as an instructor to the
uber-rich horsey set, was a client of the law firms at Sutter and
Daniels. When Rodney had suggested that employing his ex-wife
represented a conflict of interest for the firm, Pearl had found
herself out of a job post haste.

Cheating
bastard.

Now, even her
body was betraying her and siding with this stupid virus instead of
her perfectly reasoned -- if somewhat foul -- inner arguments. So,
yes. Right about now, crawling into bed, pulling the covers over
her head, and sleeping for about a year sounded just about
right.

At least she’d
managed to hold onto Polli.

In lieu of
alimony, the paperwork had said. Between her pedigree and her wins
on the rodeo circuit, Doc’s Pollianna, or Polli as she was called
around the stable, was valued at an easy twenty-five grand. Which
still meant Pearl would be getting the short end of the stick on
that deal. She knew it, didn’t care. Signing the no-alimony clause
was the only way she was ever going to get to hang onto the mare.
After everything else she’d lost, she refused to lose Polli,
too.

You may have
taken years of my life, but you’ll never take my Quarter Horse!

A vision of Mel
Gibson in his Scottish war paint flashed into her mind. Pearl
smirked. In life, it was the small victories. And, Pearl thought as
she considered the bastardized movie quote, it was entirely
possible that this flu was turning her loopy.

She was
approaching the intersection where the highway and the town of
Armstrong, BC -- population 4,815 – intersected, so Pearl hit the
blinker on the truck. At the intersection, Pearl’s turn was wide,
leaving enough room for the truck and the trailer she was hauling
to enter the city. When the coughing fit hit again just as she’d
started to turn, she misjudged her spot on the road and the back
wheels of the trailer banged into the side of the curb.

Pearl felt, as
much as heard, Polli’s anxious shifting, and the reverberations of
the one swift kick the mare gave the back panel of the trailer
stall. She would have cursed out loud if speaking didn’t mean
getting air to pass the razorblades slicing up the back of her
throat. It hurt too much to whimper. Besides, every time the
coughing spasms hit, her brain simply exploded. It made it hard to
think.


Un-fecking-believable.

Since her voice
was all but useless, Pearl reached behind her, banged once on the
back-window panel of the truck. The muffled thumps made by her fist
seemed to stop Polli before she became more agitated. They also had
Pearl’s entire body breaking out in an immediate sweat.

I want my
mommy.

With the
thought, her mother’s voice rose, unbidden, to her mind -- and did
nothing to help.

Leave the
cussing to the cowboys, Pearl, mom would say.

But she was
sick. She was exhausted. And she was about five minutes from
arriving at her new job. If she couldn’t curse now, then when?

Cowboy
up, her daddy would have said.

Which, as far
as Pearl was concerned, was close enough to being a cowboy
to entitle her to the occasional four-letter word.

Deliberately,
she pushed away the sadness that always came with thoughts of her
father. He’d lived by the sentiment he’d preached. He wouldn’t want
her to feel badly for him.

Sorry
mom, Pearl thought, but if cursing was good enough for
daddy, it’s good enough for me.

So, she
sniffed, and when the action made her stuffed ears pop, she simply
scowled, thought of another choice phrase which would have
disappointed her mother, and kept on driving.

She’d grown up
here. Armstrong was home. Or, it had been, once. With Jace moving
off to pursue his acting career in Vancouver and then dad’s stroke,
mom had sold the ranch.

Which was just
weird.

Pearl never
thought she’d see the day when her active, country-loving, ranching
parents would settle into apartment living. That’s what they’d
done, though, moving to Vernon and one of the nicer assisted living
facilities there. Surprising as it was, they seemed happy enough.
Once she was healthy again, Pearl promised herself, she’d drive
down there first thing and see for herself.

It was odd
being back, Pearl thought, as she avoided the town’s main drag of
small businesses in their Victorian-style heritage buildings. She
turned, instead, onto the parallel street, Wood Avenue, and drove
down the backside of the business sector -- such as it was.
Development might be soaring in Armstrong these days, but not much
had changed on this side of town. Things got more rural the further
along she drove.

As her truck
chugged past the backside of the town’s IPE fairgrounds, Pearl kept
her gaze firmly on the road in front of her. She didn’t need to
look, didn’t need the reminder of who she’d been then, before
Rodney. Cheating bastard. Biggest mistake of her life.

Maybe it was a
blessing in disguise that she felt like such crap. She wasn’t sure
how she’d feel about returning if she wasn’t so distracted by the
burning sensation between her shoulder blades and the waves of hot
and cold that seemed to be gripping her inner thermostat. So, for
today, she’d just do.

Tomorrow she’d
think.

She followed
the curve of the road, turning north, hit the brakes when the road
dipped down, powered back up to make the incline on the backside of
the hill. Small farms now dotted the scenery outside her window,
their fields plowed and growing crops in orderly green rows. She
passed the Morgan Ranch on her right, and the sign for Caravan
Theatre, which meant her turn was just ahead.

We’re almost
there, Polli.

And, a good
thing, too, since she was feeling totally light-headed.
Dehydration, probably, due to the fever she was running.
Unfortunately, she had drank the last of her Gatorade back in
Salmon Arm, and instead of stopping in Enderby to purchase more,
had decided just to power thru.

It had seemed
like the thing to do at the time. As the gates of Rock Bottom Ranch
approached, though, Pearl had to admit, she couldn’t have made it
much further. The drive might only have taken two hours, but this
time, when the coughing fit gripped her, she felt her vision blur
just a little. She pulled into the gravel driveway and slowed down
to maneuver the rutted tracks in the dirt drive. The truck bounced
a bit on its shocks, and Pearl braked even more until she was
crawling up the road.

Giant evergreen
trees lined the driveway to the left, sitting up against the
property line fence. On the right-hand side, the ranch opened up
into sprawling hills of fenced pastureland. The paddocks on that
side of her truck were full of grazing horses. Normally, she would
have wanted to take a closer look, see what kind of animals she
would soon be working with. Today, though, Pearl just wanted to get
Polli settled and find someplace to crash for an hour.

She kept
driving past the paddocks and the oval riding ring with its
bleachers and rodeo tower. No one seemed to be riding today,
anyway. Nothing to see there.

About halfway
up the driveway, she found the barn and its covered hitching
stalls. A half dozen horses in varying degrees of tack were hitched
to the rails there with people milling around the animals and
performing different tasks. It explained why nothing was happening
in the ring. Either she’d arrived at the beginning of a lesson or
the end of one. Didn’t matter which, she wasn’t on shift until
tomorrow. For now, though, Pearl pulled up alongside a shiny Dodge
Ram truck. She idled there a moment, taking in her
surroundings.

When the tall
man in the boots and the Blue Jays ballcap started walking her way,
she stuck the gear shift into park. Pearl turned off the ignition,
but she stayed in the truck while the engine shuddered and finally
cut out. Opening the door, Pearl slid out of the truck and was
surprised when her legs trembled and threatened not to take her
weight.

“Pearl?” The
man said. He was walking towards her, hand outstretched, smile on
his face. Tim Wenger, former town bad boy, now owner and operator
of Rock Bottom Ranch. She gave him a weak smile, took two steps
towards him. Then her vision hazed over, her knees buckled out from
underneath her, and Pearl pitched forward into her new boss’
arms.











“Woah.”

Tim had a split
second of warning before Pearl started to fall. Lunging, he reached
out and caught her limp body underneath her armpits. Her head
tipped forward, forehead bumping into his pecs. Everywhere they
touched radiated with heat. The woman was burning up.

“Pearl? Hey,
Pearl, you with me?”

Tim looked back
over his shoulder at where his afternoon class stood, staring
wide-eyed. Vanessa was nearest. She was also the newest. The little
bit of a thing might not have been his first choice, but Tim called
her over, anyhow, acting on more faith than he truly felt. If the
program was going to help the girl, she had to engage sometime.
Looked like today was the day.

“Hey Vanessa,
come on over here and grab her feet. We’re gonna carry her to my
truck. Brody,” Tim said, jerking his head in the direction of the
skinny boy with the black eye who was sitting on the hay bale near
the corral gate, “I need you to open up the back door to the truck,
then go up front and grab me the bottle of water I left in the
console cupholder. Come on guys,” he barked when both teens stayed
frozen, “Let’s move.”

It was awkward
shifting Pearl’s unconscious form so that the back of her head
rested against his chest. Her arms dangled down near his legs, and
her right hand bumped his thigh as Tim shifted his hold under her
arms.

“You got her,
there, Vanessa?”

Speechless, the
girl nodded, her long, blond ponytail bobbing with the motion. Then
she grabbed Pearl by the ankles. She didn’t speak as together they
maneuvered her into Tim’s truck, but she didn’t run, either, once
Pearl was lying on her back inside his truck.

“What’s wrong
with her, Dr. Wenger?”

“Not sure yet,
Vanessa.”

Tim crammed one
knee onto the narrow floor in the back seat of the truck and leaned
inside. When the rhythm of Pearl’s pulse fluttered against his
fingertips, he nodded, relieved.

“You got that
water for me, Brody?”

The boy passed
him the bottle. Tim twisted the cap, then tossed it onto the floor
of the truck where it immediately rolled under the front seat.
Cradling Pearl’s neck on his forearm, Tim propped her up, then held
the bottle up to her lips. Nothing happened at first except the
stream of water dribbled down her neck.

“Want me to
call 911, Dr. Wenger?”

Tim glanced
over his shoulder, noticed that his entire group had crowded near
the truck.

“Hold that
thought, Jeannie,” he said, trying to sound reassuring as he smiled
at the tallest member of his group. He turned back to where Pearl’s
lips had now parted, watched as her throat swallowed convulsively
as more water poured into her throat. “I think she’s starting to
come around.”

As if she’d
heard him, Pearl’s eyelids fluttered.

Her cheeks
might have been flushed, but there were dark, puffy circles under
her eyes. When her lids did slit open, Tim could see that the
whites of her eyes were red tinged, almost as if her blood vessels
had popped. Still, when she opened her eyes for real, focused in on
his face, Tim found himself up close and personal and staring into
those same baby blues he remembered from way back in high
school.

“You always did
like to make an entrance, Pearl,” Tim said. “Good to see nothing’s
changed.”

“Feeeck,” she
groaned, and Tim grinned.

“Welcome to
Rock Bottom, Pearl,” Tim said. “We’re glad to have you.”

And with that
Pearl sat up and coughed right into his face.


Chapter Two


“Don’t be
stupid,” Pearl said, “I’m not going to the hospital. It’s just the
flu. And besides, I need to get Polli settled.” She started to
stand up, swayed slightly, sat back down. “Okay, so maybe I’m a
little woozy still. It’s just the dehydration.” She took a long
drink of water from the bottle Tim held out, then held up a hand as
he opened his mouth to speak. “No. I just need a minute.”

“First of all,”
Tim said, crossing his arms over his chest, “We’re not in high
school anymore, Robinson. I’m your boss now, and if I say you’re
going to the hospital, you’re going to the hospital. Get used to
it. Second of all, you’re not the only person in the world who
knows how to stable a damn horse.”

“Technically,
you’re not my boss until tomorrow.”

He scowled at
her, started to reply. When he heard the snickers from behind him,
Tim backed out of the truck, turned around and pointed at
Brody.

“You,” he said,
keeping his voice mild despite the amused smirk on the teen’s face,
“And you,” he said waving his finger to include Vanessa, whose eyes
were big and clearly fascinated by the interaction between the two
adults, “And all the rest of you – back to work. I’ve got this. And
I will be with you shortly. DJ, you’re in charge while I get Ms.
Robinson here squared away.”

He turned his
attention back to Pearl, who now sat with her eyes closed, fingers
rubbing a spot on her temple.

“Pearl,” he
said, in what he thought was an entirely reasonable and moderated
tone, “I hired you because I need you. You’re no use to me
sick.”

Her eyes sprang
open, and Pearl tried to struggle past him out of the truck.

“I can work. I
need this job, Tim.”

“Woah.” He
recognized panic when he saw it. It wasn’t a reaction he’d ever
expected from the former Queen of the IPE Rodeo, but that’s what
had flared in her eyes. The arguments, the sass, that didn’t
surprise him in the least, not coming from Pearl Robinson, but the
fear in her eyes was something new. He frowned, put his palm on
Pearl’s shoulder and gently held her in place in the back of the
truck. “That wasn’t a threat. I’m not firing you, Pearl. I need
you. But I need you well.”

She sagged back
then, only to double over as the next coughing fit overtook her.
When she finally stopped, she had to admit, she was about out of
energy.

“Okay, boss,”
she said, “How about this. You find me a bunk, and I’ll crash, and
take care of me, and I’ll trust you to take care of Polli.” The
look she gave Tim was both weary and pleading. “I really just need
rest, Tim, to get over this bug. It’s a compromise.”

He stared at
her a moment, then shrugged. “You bunk down in my spare room where
I can make sure you are okay for tonight. If you aren’t showing
some serious improvement by tomorrow, I drive you to the hospital
myself. That’s a compromise.”

Pearl gave Tim
a measured look, then nodded. “Thank you. Boss”

He grunted.
Backing out of the truck, he grabbed her legs and pivoted them
inside the truck.

“I’ll drive you
up to the house.”

Pearl didn’t
bother protesting. With her head flopped back against the seat, she
waited as Tim jumped into the front seat and the truck roared to
life.

He was
different than she remembered. Of course, high school was a ways
back, and he’d been a couple years ahead of her, anyway. Still,
this Tim was stronger, more confident, and he carried an air of
authority. Which, even given his reputation back then, shouldn’t
have surprised her considering he was running this place.

He was also
hotter than she remembered.

Her new boss
definitely wasn’t a scrawny teenager anymore. And, Pearl decided,
watching him from her spot in the back seat, she liked the way his
dark hair curled out from under his ball cap and around his ears.
Not that she should be noticing things like that about Tim Wenger.
After all, he was, as he’d pointed out, her boss. If she was
finding him attractive it was probably just the fever talking,
anyway.

Sure,
Pearl thought, let’s go with that.



She was
watching him. Tim could just feel it. When he glanced into the
rear-view mirror, he saw the assessing look on her face. He
wondered, for half a second, what she saw, then decided it really
made no difference.

He hadn’t been
lying when he said he’d hired her because he needed her. It had
only been three weeks since Ty had quit and walked off shift, but
that was three weeks – three very long weeks – when he’d been
pulling double-duty running the day camps and the stables and
battling the books alone. He needed that second set of hands, and
he needed it yesterday. So, he’d been juiced when her resume had
shown up in his inbox. Had barely glanced at it before he’d offered
her the job.

It just
figured, given the luck he’d been having lately, that she’d arrive
out of commission.

Well, he
thought as he pulled up outside the rancher he called home, he’d
just get her healthy. And then he’d get things back on track.

Pearl’s eyes
were closed – and stayed that way -- when he stepped around back
and opened her door. She was asleep, Tim realized. He leaned his
way inside the truck and got his hands under her, then he banged
his head on the door frame as he straightened up with her in his
arms. He flinched, and when he ducked, bobbled her slightly, but he
got her out of the truck and shifted her so that one of his arms
was behind her back, the other behind her knees. The sound of his
boots against the planks of his patio brought Maxie out of the
doghouse he’d built her, tail wagging.

“Hey girl,” Tim
whispered. The swollen belly of the border collie swayed as she
walked over. Another week, Tim figured, maybe two, for the pups to
arrive. “I brought you a friend.”

She was a
friend who woke up just as Tim was trying to figure out how he was
going to turn the doorknob to the front door without dropping
her.

“What are you
doing?” Her voice was groggy. “Tim, put me down.”

“Sure.” It
saved him from kicking in his own front door. He set her down but
kept a hand at the small of her back just in case she decided to
pass out on him again. “Come on in.”

Tim kept a tidy
house. Pearl half-noticed, but honestly, at that moment she just
didn’t have the energy to pay attention to much else about her
surroundings. She followed him straight to the guest room, eager to
be alone and to collapse into the pillows of whatever bed awaited.
Whatever he said to her along the way to the room was really just a
blur. She did notice – and like -- the gingham check of the
curtains hanging in the window, with reds that mirrored the
sunburst pattern on the bedspread.

“I can’t stay
with you, Pearl, not with the kids down there alone.”

“Go,” she waved
him away, “I told you I’m fine. I’m just gonna sleep. And Tim,
watch when you take Polli out of the trailer. She’s not a big fan
of loading and unloading.”

He huffed deep
in the back of his throat, the sound halfway between amusement and
irritation.

“I can handle
your horse, Pearl.”

He shook his
head in consternation. Then he grinned. Even as sick as she was,
the woman was a horseman through and through. He’d made a good
hire, here. Having her around was going to be worth waiting a few
more days for her to recover.

“You get some
rest. And Pearl,” Tim stopped, hand on the door handle to her room,
“Mi casa es su casa. Make yourself at home.”



Pearl didn’t
waste any time taking Tim up on the rest he recommended. The second
he was gone, she pulled down the window shade behind the gingham
curtains. At the same time, she worked her belt buckle. With the
belt undone and her fly unzipped, she stepped out of her jeans.
Leaving them in a crumpled puddle by the side of the bed, she
yanked back the covers and slipped between the sheets. Within
minutes, she was asleep.

It was dark in
the room when she finally woke to find a weight pushing down on her
legs. Pearl pushed herself up to a sitting position and looked down
at the foot of the bed where a very obviously pregnant border
collie lay stretched out on her side.

“Well hello,”
Pearl murmured. Her voice sounded thick to her ears, raspy from
coughing. “Where’d you come from?”

The dog didn’t
budge from the bed, but one eye opened and her tail thumped twice
before her eye closed again. Even when Pearl started to cough, the
dog took it in stride, raising her chin slightly before lowering it
back to where she was before.

“Good to know
at least someone around here doesn’t overreact. You should talk to
your daddy, dog. He needs to learn to chill.”

The collie
woofed once from deep down at the back of her throat, although
Pearl couldn’t tell if she was agreeing or not. In order to make
her point, Pearl lifted the back of her wrist to her forehead,
found it cool and dry. She still felt weak – she couldn’t deny that
– but it seemed her fever had broken while she slept.

Pearl’s eyes
acclimated quickly to the dim light of the room, and she stripped
back the covers and disentangled her legs. Her jeans, she noticed,
were no longer in the pile where she’d left them. Now they were
neatly folded on the seat of a yellow wooden rocking chair that she
hadn’t even noticed before. On top of them lay a folded bath towel,
and beside the chair, her purse and her duffel bag.

Someone –
probably Tim -- had been in the room while she slept. She wasn’t
entirely sure how she felt about that, but Pearl was intensely
grateful for the glass of water she found on the bedside table. She
drank the whole glass in big, thirsty gulps, and immediately wanted
more. Leaving the dog manning the bed, she padded across the room
and tugged on her jeans, then she opened the bedroom door.

The house was
pitch black, and silent, and Pearl lay a hand flat on the wall and
felt her way down the hallway towards the living room. She stumbled
once, knocking her shin into a table, then maneuvered her way
around it and continued on until she felt the smooth wood of the
front door. She groped around for the doorknob, found it, turned,
and then she was out into the cool air of the evening.

The first thing
Pearl noticed was the wind. It had picked up while she slept and
the sound of it whistled in the tall pines surrounding Tim’s house.
It was a nice sound, a familiar sound, soothing her as it ruffled
her hair. The moon was out, stars dotting the sky like tiny
twinkling LED lights, giving her just enough light to locate her
boots. She snagged them, then sat down on Tim’s steps to put them
on and was gripped by a coughing fit. She glanced back over her
shoulder to see if the noise had disturbed anyone, but the house
stayed quiet and dark behind her.

She stood and
let the moon guide her down the driveway toward the ranch barn.
When she heard coyotes howling in the distance, Pearl felt
something inside her release. It was as if the single lonesome
sound was all she needed to let all the unhappy years lived in
Kamloops ease away. She was back home where she belonged.

The barn was
just another shadow in the night until Pearl was right next to it.
Only then did she notice that the sliding door was about a third of
the way open -- as if someone had pushed it just far enough aside
to slip inside, then had forgotten to close it behind them. She’d
have to remind everyone to close the door fully from now on, but at
the moment Pearl was glad she wouldn’t have to struggle with the
heavy door. Turning sideways, she slipped her body in through the
narrow opening.

Even with her
nose still plugged from being sick, the pungent smells of the barn
met her and made her smile. There were very few places where Pearl
felt as complete as she did inside the comfortable warmth of a
well-maintained stable. Courtesy of the moon, Pearl could see that
this barn had the expected layout with a broad centre aisle and
rows of box stalls on each side.

The gentle
sounds of horses moving in their bedding met Pearl’s ears as she
wandered further into the barn. She paused at each of the half-open
French doors to peek in at the occupant. First, Pearl passed a
chestnut, and then a paint, followed by a big black with a broad
white stripe down his face. It was too dark to tell much about the
quality of the animals, and they mostly ignored her presence as
they stood placidly chewing hay.

The horse in
the fourth stall was a bay. He was lying down in the centre of his
bedding, neck bowed, nose touching the straw near his forelegs.
When Pearl walked past, though, the animal’s ears twitched, and he
suddenly lurched up to a standing position, then walked forward to
jut his head into Pearl’s arm. With a smile, she reached up,
stroked the flat of her palm down the animal’s nose.

“And who are
you, lovely?” Pearl murmured. In response, the horse ducked back
into his stall, then turned and stood with his tail pointed in her
direction. “Oh yeah?” Pearl said, amused. “Sure, be that way.”

She backed away
from the stall and heard the soft sound of Polli’s whicker from the
other side of the barn. Polli’s head popped out over the stall
door, and Pearl grinned. Stalks of alfalfa jutted from Polli’s
forelock -- her mare had obviously been playing tug of war with the
hay net.

“There you
are,” Pearl said, still grinning. “Good to see you’re making
yourself at home.”

She took two
steps forward, the periphery of her subconscious noting that the
stall beside the bay was empty, and then from behind her, a
calloused hand clamped over her mouth. Before she could react, she
was jerked up onto her toes. Strong arms went around her, and
Pearl’s back slammed up hard against a torso that felt as hard as a
rock.

Pearl’s
reaction was instantaneous. As adrenaline surged into her system,
she didn’t even think. She just struggled to get free as her
assailant started hauling her backwards into the shadowy depths of
the empty stall. She flailed around with her arms, twisting and
squirming in an effort to break free as panic rose in waves of bile
inside her. The man merely wrapped his arm more firmly around her,
and it was like trying to squirm out from underneath some kind of
fallen tree. Useless.

Swinging her
leg out in front of her, Pearl used the momentum to add force as
she kicked backwards with the heel of her boot. She connected
squarely with his shin, felt the reverberations all the way to her
knee, and felt fierce satisfaction when she heard him grunt.
Instead of releasing her, though, the man simply scissored his leg
over hers, pinning her against him. She tried to scream, but the
sound was muffled by the man’s hand. In desperation, she ordered
her muscles to lunge against the restraint of his arm, but it was
no use. He had her.

And then he
said her name.

Hissed it was
more like.

“Pearl.”

The single,
urgent whisper of breath into her ear shocked her enough that she
forgot to struggle. The man took the moment to lean closer.

“I don’t want
to hurt you.”

His breath was
hot on her cheek as he hissed into her ear, but she recognized
Tim’s voice, and she believed him. The second she stopped bucking
against him, Pearl felt his iron grip ease.

“Someone’s in
here,” he whispered. “I need you to be quiet.”

She nodded that
she understood, and he removed his hand from her mouth, then backed
away a step, putting some space between their bodies. When she
whirled on him, her expression angry and demanding, Tim stabbed a
finger up to his lips, motioning for silence. He grabbed her wrist
in his left hand, tugging her forward with him when she hesitated,
then stepped silent as a ninja out of the stall.

Tim pressed
himself against the wall of the barn and gestured to Pearl to do
the same. When she did what he wanted, he glanced at her, then
pointed down at the far end of the aisle. Pearl peered around his
body, and for the first time, noticed a sliver of light shining
from underneath a closed door. She glanced quickly at Tim
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