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“Jesus,” Garrett grumbled as he pulled his wagon up in front of the train station.”Damn weather will  make ya crazy.”  The iron monster sat there panting on the tracks, steam curling from its stack as if it could not wait to discharge its cargo and leave. Garrett tied off his team at the hitching post so that the snow and awful wind would go behind them. He went into the station and went up to the counter man, brushing the snow off his coat.

“How do,” he said. At six foot four and 250 pounds, with long blonde hair and a moustache, 30 year old Garrett made a rather intimidating presence. “I am here to meet the love of my life,” he said. “She is supposed to come in on this here train. Her name is Ruth Stoddard. She be here?”

The man looked through his manifest, then looked Garrett up and down as if he were crazy.

“Ruth Stoddard is the love of your life?” he smirked. “How so?”

“We met through the Matrimonial News,” Garrett said eagerly. “She be young and beautiful. We wrote letters to each other for two years.”

“Oh, you did? Do you own land here?”

“Yes, I got 100 acres of fine bottom land near a river. I been here for two years. I built a beautiful house, barns, everything.”

“Oh, that’s good,” the man smirked. “You have a barn? How big is it?”

“Big enough for most critters,” Garrett said. “Why do you ask me this? Is Ruth here?”

“Oh, she’s here,” the man snickered. “She’s right over there.” He pointed at a huge 40 year old woman sitting on the train station bench. She was eating candy, sweat running down her several chins. “Go get her, Romeo,” he chuckled.

“No,” Garrett whispered in horror  when he saw the monster. “It can’t be. She said she were young, maybe 25, and thin and pretty. That ain’t pretty,” he said, backing up. “That be a cow supposed to be tied outside your house. Ain’t no man wants that. Why she do this to me?”

“You’ll learn,” the man said. “They are all liars who want somebody to take care of them. They obviously can’t get a man back where they live, so they prey on you suckers. You idiots come out here and expect to find romance in some newspaper. This is what you get. Why don’t you find a local girl?”

“Ain’t none,” Garrett sighed. “If there was, we wouldn’t be lookin’ in no newspaper.” 

“Well, there you go,” he said, pointing at the monstrous woman, who suddenly leaned over to one side and farted loudly. “There is the love of your life,” he chuckled. “How stupid do you feel now?”

“I got to kill myself before I would roll around on that tub of shit,” Garrett whispered. “I don’t got to take her, do I?”

“No, you do not. Just stay here until she figures out nobody wants her. She’ll get back on the train if it has a cattle car. Either that, or you can just leave. Me, I’d stick around. Sometimes there are some nice women who have the same problem, they been lied to.”

“I ain’t never lied on nobody in my life,” Garrett said. “You think she’ll leave? Buffalo hunters might get her big ass,” he giggled.

“Have a seat. She’ll go. The train leaves in twenty minutes.”

Sure enough, the giant slob lumbered out of the station and got back on the train after farting again. Five minutes later, the train pulled out of the station and headed for its next destination. Garrett sighed with relief and sat down on a bench. He looked to his left, and saw an attractive young woman sitting there with  tears streaming down her face. He went over and sat next to her.

“Ma’am,” he said. “You look sad. Something bad happen to you?”

“What do you care,” she said, looking away. “You’re all the same. Lying bastards.”

“I ain’t no liar,” Garrett said. “I been lied on myself. You see that fat hog on yonder bench?”

“Yeah,” the woman giggled, wiping at her tears. “She was something. Big sweaty old woman who farts. You know her?”

“I wrote letters to her for two years,” Garrett said. “Guess I didn’t know any better. She said she were 25, slender, and beautiful.”

“Sure,” the woman laughed. “You couldn’t get milk from that cow, I bet.”

“Wouldn’t want to try,” Garrett laughed. “What happened to you? You’re a pretty gal, why are you still here?”

“Same as you,” she sighed. “I expected to meet the man of my dreams. Tall, handsome, 35 years old, with a lot of money. When he showed up here he had to be seventy. I couldn’t believe it. I ran and hid in the bathroom until he left. Now I don’t know what to do. I don’t have any money to go back to New York.”

“Well, I guess we both got hornswaggled.”

“What’s that mean?” she laughed. 

“Oh, that just means you got took. Lied to, like that.”

“Yes, that’s what happened. I guess we are both victims of circumstance. Oh, we should introduce ourselves.”

“I am Garrett.”

“My name is Carter,” the girl said. “Nice to meet you.”

“Wait a minute,” Garrett laughed. “Your name is Carter?  So is mine. Garrett Carter.”

“Oh, not that, my Christian name is Carter. My family name is Reynolds. I am Carter Reynolds.”

“So if we got hitched, your name would be Carter Carter?” he laughed.

“I guess it would. That’s funny, isn’t it.”

“I suppose so,” he said, looking down. “Look, I don’t mean no disrespect or nothing. I am a Christian man of good character. You are stuck here with nobody and no place to go, and you are a fine looking young woman. I would like to invite you to come stay with me until you decide what to do. I got a nice place.”

“Thank you,” Carter said. “I see something good in you. What do you see in me?”

“A really nice gal,” he said.

“And I am,” she said. “I am plain, I know that. But I have nice long hair, I am slender, I have nice blue eyes, and I have nice big soft breasts. Men like that, don’t they?”

“They sure do,” Garrett laughed. “If you want to come stay with me, we best git going. There be a bad storm out there.”

“Okay, let’s go,” Carter said. “You better be nice to me. If you aren’t, God will get you.”

“God gave you to me,” he nodded. “You got nothing to worry about.”

They got into the wagon, the snow and wind tearing at them. “Here,” Garrett said, giving Carter a buffalo blanket. “Wrap this around you, and it will keep you warm.”

“What about you?” she yelled above the din of the storm.

“Don’t worry about me, I been through this before.”

Half an hour later, they pulled into Garrett’s farm. “Go inside,” he yelled. “Feed  the fire. You know how to do that? Wood be right outside in the shed. Fill ‘er up and leave the bottom door open.”

“I know how,” Carter yelled. “This is nuts, is it always like this out here?”

“No, just in the winter. Git the fire up, and I’ll be right in. Start the fireplace too, so we kin roast meat. Then we kin eat.”

“I like to eat,” Carter said eagerly. “What do we have?”

“Some of everything. Just git, girl. Start that fire. I got to take care of the horses.”

“Yes, boss,” she said, firing off a salute.

“You be a funny gal,” Garrett laughed. “That’s what life is about. Having fun.”

“You be nice to me and I’ll show you what fun is all about,” Carter cooed.

Twenty minutes later, Garrett came in. “Cold out there,” he said, warming his hands over the cast iron stove. “Looky there,” he said, looking at the roaring fireplace. “That be a fine fire you made.”

“I know how to make things hot,” Carter said.

“Yeah. Well, close that damper so the coals build up. Then we kin cook. I’ll get some steaks and such in a minute.”

“I want to take a bath,” Carter said. “I smell. Do you have a tub?”

“In there,” Garrett said, pointing at the wash room. “There be a tub in there. You got to boil water, though. We got water coming in with a pipe from a natural spring and a drain going out, but it’s cold water. There is lye soap and a brush in there.”

“Lye soap? Isn’t that strong?”

“That it be,” he grinned. “Strong soap for a high smelling woman.”

“I’ll show you what smells high,” she said. “Go make me a steak. What else can you make?”

“You’ll see,” Garrett said. “Man what lives alone in the west can cook. Ain’t much else to do hereabouts.”

“That may change soon,” Carter said as she filled kettles. “I think I like you.”

“I like you too,” Garrett said. “Don’t rush it. Don’t make a mistake.”

“I won’t. I know better. What can I wear after I wash up? I forgot to pack my night dress.”

“Take one of my muslin shirts. That’ll be about the same size as yer night dress.”

“And if it’s too small?”

“Then I reckon I’ll get to see the promised land before I die,” Garrett grinned.

“Go cook,” Carter said. “Moses will decide how good the dinner was, then maybe you’ll get milk and honey.”

“Yes Ma’am,” Garrett smiled. While Carter bathed, Garrett started a pot of stew made from diced beef, elk, wild mushrooms, wild onions, salt meat, cherries, potatoes, corn, and Pemmican. He added some rum and a bit of corn liquor, and finished it off with flour as a thickener. When the bed of coals was deep enough in the fireplace, he put in an iron grate. On the grate, he put two big steaks from the ice house. He made a dough mix from flour, yeast, sugar, salt, and animal fat, then made a pan of biscuits which he put on the grate off to the side. He made a pot of coffee, put on more kettles of water, and waited.

“Here I am,” Carter said as she came out, twirling in circles.  She hugged him, the night shirt riding up. “Do I smell good?”

“You do,” he said. “Watch the food, I got to clean up my own self.”

“Wash the good parts,” Carter giggled.

Half an hour later, Garrett came out. “Those steaks should be done,” he said. “Let’s get to eating.”

Carter took the steaks off the fire and set them out on plates. “These smell divine,” she swooned. “What’s that other stuff you made?”

“Oh, that’s an old stew recipe from the west. Mountain Man Stew, they call it. And biscuits.”

“That looks so good. I wish I could cook like this.”

“Didn’t you ever learn?”

“No, my Ma died when I was young. My Pa couldn’t cook worth a shit. All we got was burned deer meat. I got so tired of it, I never want to see venison again. I learned how to cook Italian food in New York, but nothing like this. I didn’t have the money for fancy steaks.”

“I ain’t much for venison either,” Garrett said. “Deer is tough and tastes gamy. It’s okay if you got nothing else. Years ago, that’s all they had, deer and elk. I like my beef critters.”

“Me too,” Carter said as she dug in. “This is nice. Very juicy, pink, and tasty. Just like a good woman,” she giggled.

“You are a bad girl,” he laughed.

“Those are the best ones, aren’t they?”

“I guess,” Garrett said. “Men be funny. They want the bad girls when they be courting, but they want the Virgin Mary when they git hitched. Don’t make no sense.”

“She was not a virgin. I’ll explain that later if you like. Where are you from? You talk funny. I mean, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that. You just sound......different.”

“I know,” Garrett sighed. “My grandpa came to live with us in Montana when he were too old to keep up his life. He was a mountain man. Free trapper, from the Rocky Mountains. That was the best life any man could have according to him. You lived free, and everything you wanted was right at your fingertips. That be gone now,” he shrugged. “Ended a long time ago. They had their own way of talking, like I talk sometimes. It be a special language,” he grinned. “Maybe you’ll learn it some day.”

“Montana,” she said. “I hear that is wild country.”

“It is. I lived there until five years ago, then I couldn’t take any more. Ain’t anything there except mining camps and railroad towns full of Chinese fellers.”

“No girls?”

“None you’d want,” Garrett said. “Mostly either married gals or whores. I would not want to go back there. You think it’s cold here? You should see a Canadian blizzard. Kill you dead in fifteen minutes you get caught outside.”

“What do people do out there in the winter?”

“Drink and screw Injun gals. Sorry, I didn’t mean to be crude. That’s what they do.”

“We are at war with the Indians, aren’t we?”

“We were, and they lost. Damn shame, too. My grandpa fought the army in the old days when they came to take Indian lands. Here, eat a biscuit. Put some honey and jam on it.”

“How would you like to eat my biscuit?” Carter giggled. “I’ll put honey on it for you.”

“You are a wound up lady, huh,” he laughed. “I think you ain’t had any in a long time, talkin’ like that. What makes you think I’d do something like that?”

“You’d do it,” Carter smiled. “Men are pigs. They’ll do anything a girl will let them do.”

“Not to that hog in the train station,” Garrett laughed. “You kin put a gun to my head and I would not touch that pig.”

“I don’t blame you. But I am not her.”

“I see that. What’s in New York?”

“My daughter,” Carter said. She suddenly clamped a hand over her mouth and stared at Garrett in terror. “I’m.....I would have told you about her eventually,” she said, looking away. “I know this could be a problem for most men.”

“You got a daughter? How old?”

“Twelve. I did a very stupid thing when I was sixteen. But she is beautiful, and the love of my life. I know most men don’t want somebody else’s kid. If you want me to go because of this, I understand.”

“Don’t bother me any,” Garrett shrugged. “I like kids. Nobody is perfect. You made a mistake. I probably made a lot more than you in my day. Where is she now?”

“With my parents. I told her I wanted to go west and find a good man, then I would send for her.”

“Well, I reckon you found you a good man,” Garrett grinned.

“Reckon,” she laughed. “You talk funny.”

“Yeah, I suppose I do. You full?” he said, indicating her plate.

“Maybe,” she said, leaning back, her breasts straining against the nearly transparent muslin shirt. “One part of me is, but the other part needs to be filled up. Can you take care of that for me?”

“I will do my best,” Garrett nodded. “How’s yer biscuit?” he grinned, pointing at her plate.

”Delicious,” Carter said. “You come taste it tonight and find out.”

“Damn, girl, you be a heller.”

“You’ll see,” Carter said. “I would like some of that. What is it?” she said, pointing at the earthenware jug on the table.

“Mountain man rum. My grandpa told me where to get this. It is very strong. You sure you want some of this?”

“I do,” she said, holding out her cup. “I can drink. I’m a heathen,” she giggled. “Bound to be a worse one.”

“There isn’t anything wrong with a gal who can drink,” he said as he filled her cup. “Women who can’t hold their liquor ain’t worth having around.”

“I can hold my licker,” Carter giggled. “By the ears.”

“I got a feeling you have  a favorite thing you like to have done to you,” Garrett laughed.

“You’ll find out,” Carter nodded as she slurped her rum. “How long can you hold your breath?” she giggled. “Can you breathe through your ears? Oh, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t talk like that. You’ll think I’m some common street prostitute. I don’t run around doing it with everybody. In fact, it’s been five years.”

“Well, that explains a lot. You must be all wound up. I reckon you need somebody to work on you a bit to relieve all that frustration.”

“Sure,” she said, looking out at the wildness of the storm. “But it better mean something,” she said, looking down. “Otherwise it isn’t worth doing.”

“It always means something,” Garrett said. “What about that kid you got? She a nice kid?’

“Sort of,” Carter said, looking away. “She’s.......different. She can cuss, and will not hesitate to do so. Why do you ask?”

“Well, you are a fine looking woman, and if we get together, she will come out here and live with us, right?”

“Well, yes. I told her that. I told her about the west.”

“What did she say?”

“She didn’t seem too thrilled about it. She’s.....a city girl.”

“She ain’t seen the west yet.”

“You haven’t seen her either,” Carter muttered.

“She a bad kid?” Garrett laughed.

“Give me some more rum. We’ll talk about her later, okay?”

“Sure. I ain’t stupid. You got a bad kid, right?”

“No, she isn’t bad. She’s just different. I don’t know what she is,” she sighed.

“Well, I be different myself. That doesn’t make you bad. What does she like?”

“Law,” Carter laughed. “Can you believe it? Twelve years old and she thinks she’s Stephen Douglas.”

“That’s a good thing for a kid to do. She may be a great lawyer some day. Don’t try to talk her out of this.”

“Nobody can talk her out of anything. I don’t know where she gets this. She is so........I don’t know the word. Headstrong, I guess. She won’t listen to anything or anybody. She just does whatever she wants. Ever see a twelve  year old kid study law books at night by candle light?”

“No, but that is a good thing. If she loves the law, that means the Almighty wants her to be a great lawyer. And she will be.”

“Where, out here? What is she going to do, defend the buzzards and coyotes in court? She won’t like it here. I guess this is my mistake. I don’t care where I live, but she will.”

“We got courts here,” Garrett said. “She can make her way here as good as anyplace. We have a lot of things here to resolve. The Indian nations, things like that.”

“She is a crusader,” Carter said. “If two cats attack a rat, she’ll defend the rat.”

“I got no problem with them that sticks up for the people suckin’ hind tit.”

“Sucking what?” Carter laughed.

“That’s just a saying. It means you defend them what can’t defend themselves. That be honorable.”

“I suppose. I have never been much for honorable. I’d rather just make my own way.”

“Her too,” Garrett said. “That’s her way. That’s what you don’t understand.”

“You know, I never thought about it that way. It’s late,” she said, stretching again. “Let’s go to bed. You can taste my biscuit.”

“I’ll bring the honey,” he grinned.
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“What’s for breakfast?” Carter said as she sat down gingerly. She leaned to one side. “Jesus, that hurts,” she laughed.

“You have pain? I guess your biscuit met its match,” Garrett said slyly as he warmed up several black iron frying pans and put in lard.

“Yeah,” she sighed. “It did. I feel like the Confederacy after Grant showed up.”

“Well, the Confederacy never had nothing that big shove its way into their headquarters,” he grinned as he filled  a pan with bacon.

“Good one,” Carter said. “It’s like that frying pan,” she said, trying not to laugh. “You have to get it hot before you put the pork in,” she giggled.

“You know how to make pancakes?”

“I think so. Flour and water, you mix it up and cook it, right?”

“You be Jewish?” Garrett laughed.

“No. I am Protestant.”

“Well, what you just described is in the good book. Unleavened bread. Bread made in haste, cause they had to git out of town fast. It cooks, but it comes out flat. That ain’t something you got to worry about,” he said, eyeing her chest.

“And you certainly enjoyed that last night, didn’t you.”

“Yes, I did. Now here is how you make pancakes. You do use flour and water, but you add yeast and hot water. Then some eggs and salt. Now you stir it up and watch it get big.”

“I did that last night,” she giggled.

“Yes, you did. But this be breakfast. You want to eat, you got to know how to cook. Watch this.” He spooned a ladle full of batter into the pan, then another. They started to simmer. Small bubbles appeared after a while. “Now you turn them after you see them bubbles.” He flipped the pancake, which was a golden brown and all swollen up.

“It gets all swollen and big after you make it hot,” Carter giggled as she hugged Garrett. “Like you.”

“Girl, you got sex on the brain. We kin fix that later. Just watch the pancakes. Couple minutes, they be done. Start some more.”

“And what are you going to do?”

“I done my part last night,” he grinned. “I am truly weak. I’ll make the coffee.”

They had pancakes with wild honey and jam. Carter ate until she felt like she would explode.

“Delicious,” she said. “I can’t eat another bite.”

“Country breakfast,” Garrett said. “That be good for you. You didn’t tell me that Virgin Mary story.”

“Oh, that. When they translated the Hebrew scriptures to Greek, they had very limited vocabulary. They picked whatever word fit. In Hebrew, the word they used to describe Mary actually mean young woman. When the Greeks translated it, they picked the closest thing they had, which was a word that meant a virgin.”

“Oh. Well, I got to go make firewood,” he sighed. “We’ll need it for winter.”

“You mean this isn’t winter?”

“Nope. It gets worse than this. You just stay inside when it does.”

“There isn’t much to do here, is there,” Carter said.

“No different from back east. You go out in the winter back in New York?”

“Depends on where you live. I lived in the city, so we had taverns we could go to. You could find somebody to talk to over a drink. It wasn’t really exciting, but it was something to do.”

“Folks here have a harder life. You have to make wood, you have to grow crops, can vegetables, it never stops. It’s a hard life and it wears you out. Most folks are happy to go to sleep at night. But it’s a good life, honest, clean, and mostly free. Back east you got to deal with dirty people, shit in the streets, criminals, you name it. Now they got all them people coming in here from other countries. They can’t even speak English and they got no work. You think life is hard here? How would you like to live like that.”

“I would not. I’ve seen it, tall buildings in the city with no heat, rats running around, dirty people who can’t even wash up because they have no way to make hot water. These places have a little stove just big enough to cook. You can make a pan of hot water and put it in a basin, and you can wash.....well, you know. The women call it shits, pits, and tits. There are no bathtubs. God only knows what the men wash, if they wash anything at all.”

“Damn, that be rude,” Garrett laughed. “Even in the old west, my Grandpa told me they had a wash house and could make a lot of hot water. They had fire pits and big stoves. They didn’t always clean up, because there was no reason to unless they had a woman.”

“You have any women out there?”

“Not really. I had me a nice Blackfeet Indian gal, but she got shipped off to a reservation. That was a long time ago, maybe ten years.”

“All right, I won’t ask any more questions. It isn’t my business, and it doesn’t matter. W hat matters now is you and me, and if we like each other enough to make a life together. I think we do. What do you think?”

“I think you are the most wonderful gal I ever met. You can believe me or not believe me. That’s up to you. But I would be proud and happy to have you stay with me.”

“I won’t do that unless you commit to me. I want to be a Prairie Wife, not a kept woman who gets thrown out when her man gets tired of her. I’ve been rejected enough in my life. If you don’t want me, I’ll figure out a  way to get back to New York, and I’ll take care of my daughter. That’s just the way it is.”

“The bad kid,” Garrett laughed.

“She’s not bad. You would be proud to have her as your daughter.”

“I guess I would,” he sighed. “If she is like you, I would love her.”

“Then love both of us,” Carter said.

“I will,” Garrett said. “After one more night with you.”

“Well,” Carter said, inching around on her chair. “Can it wait? I think we overdid it last night.”

“Okay,” he said. “I guess we did get carried away. I’d be happy just to have you in bed next to me. So I can hold you close all night. Just don’t fart.”

“You are so bad,” Carter laughed. “Girls don’t fart.”

“Sure,” he laughed. “Like that pig in the train station. She tore one off that probably peelked tha damn paint off the wall.”

“Never mind her. Just concentrate on me. You can do that, can’t you?”

“Yes, I can. You are here because you want to be. You like it here?”

“Not yet, but I can learn. There is nothing  to do here.”

“Well, we got the Grange. That’s a Christian Church organization that meets every Saturday night. They have dancing and food. Maybe you’d like that.”

“Maybe,” Carter said. “We’ll go and see.”

“This place ain’t all excitement and parties. This be quiet country life. A hard life, but a good life. You make of it what you can.”

I see that,” Carter said. “But I have a daughter. Without her, I wouldn’t care. My only worry is that she won’t like it here.”

“You leave that up to me,” Garrett said. “I’ll teach her about America.”
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“By the powers invested in me by the State of Oklahoma, I now pronounce
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