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Rose slowly walked through her cottage while rubbing her stomach. “I can’t wait until you are born little one. I wished your father was here to meet you, but he’s not.” Tears flowed down Rose’s face. “He would have loved you and protected you until he took his last breath. I will tell you about him once you’re here. What spooked the horse?” Rose walked to the chaise and sat in it. “That’s better.” As Rose rubbed her stomach, there was a knock on the door. “Really? I just sat down.” Rose leaned over and grabbed the table in front of the chaise. She turned the table on its side and used it to help her get out of the chair. “I’m coming.” Rose walked to the door and answered it. John was standing on the other side of the door. “Hey, little brother, what brings you here?”

“I was on my way to Mom and Dad’s and wanted to visit my sister first.”

“Come in.” Rose moved away from the door to allow John to enter the cottage. John walked inside and hugged his sister, being mindful of her stomach. Rose sat down in a chair, rubbing her stomach. John set down and looked at his sister’s stomach. “So how is my nephew or niece?”

“Restless as can be. I haven’t been able to sleep at all. I have no doubt he or she is ready to come now. I hoped Nathan would be here to see his child.” John hugged his sister, being mindful of the baby. “We all do, sis.”

“It’s been five months, and I still have no clue what spooked the horse to cause the wagon to turn over. No one will tell me anything. We were on our way to tell Mom and Dad about the baby when it happened. Nathan took the brute force of it. He made sure the wagon fell on his side. He held me as the wagon tipped over, making sure me and the baby were safe. I was hoping he would survive the impact when he fell to the ground, but he didn’t.” Rose noticed John’s leg tapping. “Johnny, do you have any insights into why the horse got spooked?”

“I have no information, Rose.”

“You’re lying. Your leg’s moving. It always moves when you’re hiding something. What are you not telling me?”

“Dad and I figured out what startled the horse.”

“So, what spooked it?”

“It was a bullet.”

“A bullet? You mean?”

“At first, we were unsure. Dad didn’t want to frighten you because of your pregnancy.”

“How did you find out that’s what spooked the horse?”

“Father and I traveled to the location to investigate and determine the cause of the horse's fright after you told us no animals were pursuing you and Nathan. Father found a bullet on the ground. He visited the general store and asked Mr. Anderson’s son if anyone purchased that type of bullet for their rifle the day of the accident. Mr. Anderson’s son told him a man named Rupert Martin purchased that bullet from him a few hours before the accident.”

“Rupert Martin. Is he?”

“Yes, Rose. He was the cousin of a man named Daniel Martin, who Dad killed years ago.”

“Did Dad find out why the man did what he did?”

“Yes. You know people here fear Dad. Someone was eventually going to say something.”

“So, why did it happen?” John remained silent. “Johnny.”

“Rose, I shouldn’t say anything. I’m thinking of the baby.”

“Johnny. I must know. My husband is deceased because of this.”

“Rupert Martin wasn’t after Nathan. He was after you.”

“Me? Why?”

“Rupert discovered you and I are Livingstons. He realized he wouldn’t get Dad because of Dad’s marksman skills or me because we both carry revolvers, and I’m as skilled as Dad, so he pursued you. He wanted Dad to hurt as much as him, so he went after you because you’re his daughter. Dad learned he was attempting to make it appear as an accident by spooking the horse, hoping the wagon would overturn and you would die from the impact. Instead, Nathan died, not you.”

“Nathan died protecting me. He made sure me and the baby survived the wagon turning over.”

Rose, I can’t change what happened, but understand Rupert Martin poses no further threat to you or anyone else.” 

“Why?”

“Rupert Martin is dead. Dad killed him. Rose, Nathan may not be here but you’re not alone. You have me, Mom, and Dad. We’ll help you with the baby. How’s Angie doing?”

“She’s still distraught over losing her son. I’m hoping the birth of her grandchild will help ease some of the pain. I still remember when Nathan and I first met.”

Rose walked into the barn to collect milk from the cows when she heard whistling. Curious, Rose walked to where the whistling was coming from. Rose noticed a man shirtless, with brown skin, raking hay. The man had his back to her. Rose observed him, admiring his muscular physique as he effortlessly moved the hay across the barn. The man put the rake down and dunked his head into a bucket of water, shaking his head as he came up; the water going everywhere, including on Rose. “Hey. You got water on me.”

“I’m sorry Miss.” The man turned around. “Rose? I haven’t seen you in years.”

“We’ve met before?”

“It’s me Nathan. Angie’s son. Charles’ nephew.”

“What are you doing here?”

“I’m helping your father. Getting everything ready for the winter.” Rose noticed Nathan staring and smiling. “Why are you staring?”

“I’m sorry. I can’t believe how much you changed since I last saw you. You’ve grown into a beautiful young woman.”

“You find me beautiful?”

“Of course. You were eleven years old the last time I saw you. Your red hair was in two braids. Now I see you seven years later with your hair down. The men must be knocking down the door to court you.”

“They’re not. Dad frightens them. They avoid me because of him.”

“I see why he’s protective of you. You’re a beautiful woman. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. You’re Tom Livingston’s daughter. I respect your father too much to consider his daughter in that way. I apologize. I should go.” Nathan put his tunic on. As he was walking out of the barn, Tom Livingston stopped him. “Nathan, you’re leaving already?.”

“Yes sir. I’m finished with everything.” Tom handed some money to Nathan. “Here you go. I appreciate the help.”

“Thank you sir.”

“Are you available tomorrow?” Nathan looked at Rose, then at Tom. “Sorry, sir. I’m busy tomorrow.” Nathan left the barn. Tom looked at Rose as they walked out of the barn. “What was that about?”

“Dad. Your guess is as good as mine.”

“So, how long did it take for Nathan to start courting you?”

“Three years. Dad would ask him to help him, but he would always come up with excuses for why he couldn’t come over. Dad confronted him and asked him for the real reason he wasn’t coming over here. He finally admitted it was because he was interested in courting me, but he respected our father too much to court me. After he told him the reason Nathan believed Dad was going to hurt him because of Dad’s reputation, but Dad was impressed that Nathan respected him enough not to court me unless he was fine with it. After that talk with Dad, Nathan finally courted me.”

“He was a good man, Rose.”

“Speaking of courtship, what about you, little brother? Anyone I should be aware of?”

“No, sis.” 

“John, listen to me.” 

“Don’t give up. She’s out there waiting for you to find her. Perhaps you should look at other countries other than here. Have you consider the United States where Mom and Dad are from?”

“Mom and Dad don’t want us going there because slavery is still legal.”

“John, I understand slavery is still legal there, so I get why they don’t want us to go there. I remember the stories they told us. With Dad being the son of a plantation owner and Mom being a former slave on that plantation, I understand why they want to protect us, but John, we’re not children anymore. I’m twenty-eight and you’re twenty-five. We understand what’s happening over there. Mom and Dad need to understand that. You’re not a boy anymore. You’re a grown man. A man I’m proud to call, brother. I hear what the women say about you. I was constantly approached by women while out, all wanting me to introduce them to my tall, handsome brother with the green eyes. It’s not only your looks. You’re a lawyer. You own your home and the land it sits on, and you love and care for your family. What woman wouldn’t want you?”

“Rose, I want a woman who wants me for me, not because of what I do for a living, or the way I look, or how I dress. I'm not sure if they're interested in me or my wealth. That's the reason no woman has ever been to my house. It’s not because I’m respectful or a gentleman. None of the women I’ve courted know how wealthy I am, because I won’t tell them, or show them where I live.”

“Johnny, I’m going to say this for the last time. The woman for you, she’s out there, and she will love you because you’re a good man. You love, protect, and take care of your family. This is who you are. The woman for you, she will see these qualities in you, and will love you because of those qualities, not because of what you do for a living and how wealthy you are.”

“I hope you’re right, sis.”

“Of course I’m right.” 

“Another thing I discovered is, once I bring a woman home to meet our parents and she meets Mom, I never see her again. I won’t allow any woman to disrespect our mother because of her former status as a slave. I’m not ashamed of who my parents are. I love both of my parents, and I’m proud of being their son.”

“Johnny, about these women you’re courting. Do they know you’re of mixed race?”

“Yes, they do. I don’t hide who I am.”

“Glad to hear. Now that we have that out of the way, Johnny, I will say this for the last time. You’re my little brother, and I will always be protective of you. I want the best for you and that includes the woman you marry and have children with. I’m your big sister. I’m always right. I wish I could visit Mom and Dad today to hear their news, but the doctor advised me not to travel.”

“I will make sure I visit you and let you know what happened over Mom and Dad’s. Well, I must go before it gets dark. I will let you know if there’s anything you should know about.” John kissed his sister on the cheek, then touched his sister’s stomach. “I will see you soon, niece or nephew.” John left his sister Rose’s cottage. John mounted his horse and made his way to his parents’ farmhouse. John arrived at his parents’ house, secured his horse to a tree, and knocked on the door. His father, Tom, answered the door. “Son, you’re here.”

“Hi Dad. Where’s Mom?” 

“She’s outside, hanging up laundry.” John walked inside of the house, then walked outside and saw his mother hanging up bedsheets on the clothesline. John’s mother Ann then noticed him. “Johnny.”

“Hi, Mom.” Ann ran to him, then hugged him. “How’s everything? Are you eating? You look thin.”

“I’m eating fine, Mom, and if I don’t, I know you’ll make sure I do.”

“So, how’s your love life? When are you going to settle down and give me grandbabies?”

“I’m working on it, Mom, but you don’t need to wait for me. Rose is about to give you a grandson or granddaughter soon.”

“It’s more than that. I want to see you settle down with the right woman. What about that last woman you were courting? What was her name?”

“Ophelia.”

“Yes. What happened with her?”

“She was too prim and proper for me. She could never have a hair out of place. Despite everyone knowing we were courting, she refused to let me hold her hand in public. I want someone who’s proud to be seen with me.”

“You are your father’s son. Your father didn’t want a woman who was prim and proper, as well. Your father pursued me because I was completely different from the women that crossed your father’s path.”

“What did you do differently than the other women?”

“I jumped into the lake.”

“So other women wouldn’t jump into the lake?”

“Other women wouldn’t jump into the lake with their clothes off in front of a man that wasn’t their husband.”

“Mom!”

“What? It was fun. Your father saw a woman who was adventurous like him. That’s the type of woman your father wanted. He wanted a woman who was as adventurous as him. The stories I could tell you that happened between me and your father would make you blush.”

“Mom! Enough.”

“Johnny, you’re an adult. You know what happens between a man and a woman. Your father gave you the talk.”

“Mom, I know what happens between a man and a woman. I’m just saying no son wants to talk about sexual intercourse with his mother, let alone think of his mother having it.”

“Johnny, how do you think you and your sister came to be? Did you think a stork brought you?”

“Mom, enough, please. I love you, but can we please end this conversation?”

“Fine. I’ll stop talking about your parents having sexual intercourse, even though it’s alright between your father and I because we’re married.” 

“Mom, do me a favor.”

“What’s that son?”

“Never change. I love you just the way you are.”

“I won’t.” 

“So, what’s been going on with you and Dad since I last saw you?”

“Let’s go inside the house. Your father has news to tell you.”

“Is Dad alright?” 

“You father’s fine. He’s as healthy as an ox. Something happened that we feel we should tell you and Rose, but since your sister is not here because she can’t travel right now and you’re here, we figure we’ll tell you first.” John followed behind his mother inside the house and sat in one of the family room chairs while Tom and Ann each sat in another chair. “Son, we received news that my father Richard passed away.”

“Wait. Your father just passed away? You told us he passed away before Rose was born. That’s why he never met us. Why would you lie to us all these years?”

“First of all, I’m your father, so be careful how you speak to me. Second, I told you he passed away before Rose was born because I didn’t want him in my life. My father never accepted your mother and I being together. I refused to allow him to know about you and your sister.”

“So that’s your news, Dad? That’s what you wanted to tell me and Rose? That your father passed away?”

“Johnny, what your father wanted to tell you, and your sister, is that he received a letter from one of his father’s lawyers.”

Mr. Thomas Livingston:

I don’t know if you remember me, but I was one of your father’s lawyers. I’m writing this letter to give you some terrible news. Your father is dead. The former butler found him lying on the floor in his bedroom. Before he passed away, he informed us that his son was still alive and living in Canada, not dead from a horseback riding accident. We also discovered the will he left in one of his desk drawers, which states he left the plantation to you. As his heir and only child, we need for you to come to Texas and claim the plantation.

Sincerely,

Mr. Christopher Bennett

“So, all this time, your father knew where you were and chose not to come and visit and make things right before he passed away. So Dad, what are you going to do?”

“I’m not going to do anything. I don’t want the plantation. The plantation can burn to the ground for all I care.”

“Dad, listen to me. You don’t need to keep the plantation. All you have to do is go down to whatever state the plantation is in and claim it. You can sell the plantation afterwards and collect the money from the sale.”

“How can your father claim the plantation? Everyone there thinks he’s deceased.”

“You’re right Mom. Since everyone thinks Dad is dead, tell me what state the plantation is located and I will go there and claim it for you. I will say I’m the lawyer for the family and I’m here to claim the plantation on behalf of the family. I will sell the plantation, collect the money, and bring it back here.”

“I want nothing to do with the plantation.”

“Dad, I understand you want nothing to do with the plantation, but you and Mom deserve this money.”

“I said I don’t want the money!”

“Dad, look at this situation a different way. This could be a way for your father to make up for what he did to you and Mom all those years ago.”

“I haven’t heard from my father in thirty years. He never sent a letter of apology for what he did to me and your mother. He won’t accept blame for what he did to us. Especially to your mother. He thinks the money will make up for all the things he did, and I will just forgive him like that? He thinks it’s that easy to be forgiven for everything he did to me, your mother, those female slaves on the plantation, and my mother! You have no idea what type of man I protected you from. I don’t want the money, and I don’t accept his form of apology. End of discussion!” Tom tore up the letter and threw it into the fireplace and watched as the flames consumed the paper until nothing remained but ashes. Tom stormed out of the house. John stood up. His mother grabbed his arm. “Johnny now is not a good time. You know your father’s temper. Let him cool down outside by himself. He will come inside when he’s ready.” 

“Mom, I don’t know everything that happened on the plantation because he won’t tell Rose and I but you and Dad deserve this money. I want you to have the life you should have had.”

“Johnny, we have a good life. We have you and Rose. This is your father’s decision, not yours. Leave it alone.” John hugged his mother and then walked outside, mounted his horse, then went home. 
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The following day, John visited Rose to share the news he discovered during his parents' visit the day before. John knocked on the door and Rose answered. “Hey, Johnny, so how’s Mom and Dad? Is there any news I should be aware of?”

“There is sis.” Rose moved away from the door so John could walk into her cottage. Rose sat down in a chair while John sat down in a chair in front of her. “You remember what Dad told us about his father?”

“Yes. Dad told us he died before we were born.”

“That is what Dad wanted us to believe. His father recently passed away and left the plantation to Dad.”

“That is news. Is Dad going to claim the plantation?”

“He’s not. He wants nothing to do with the plantation. I suggested going myself and claiming the property for him and selling it so I can bring the money back here, but he doesn’t want the money. Mom told me to let this go, but I can’t Rose. I made a decision. I decided to go personally to the state where the plantation is and sell it on his behalf, then bring him the money.”

“Johnny, are you sure about this? People there think Dad is dead. What if someone finds out you’re Tom Livingston’s son? They’ll realize Tom Livingston is alive. Dad says everyone there fears him. If they find out he’s alive and you’re his son, your life will be in danger.”

“Sis, I thought about that. I’m going to use a different name. No one there knows you and I exist. As you said. Everyone there thinks Dad is dead. Also, I don’t look like him physically. Yes, I inherited his skin coloring and his green eyes, and his height, but that’s it. You’re the one who inherited his red hair color. Not me. My hair is brown. No one there could look at me and say I resemble Dad. Dad told us he inherited his red hair and green eyes from his mother, not his father, and his mother passed away when he was twenty-five. That’s thirty-five years ago. Also, Dad’s father wasn’t tall. Dad said his height came from Grandpa John. That’s why Dad was taller than his own father. The only thing Dad inherited from his father was the plantation.”

“Johnny, please be careful. You may not look like him, but you have his mannerisms.”

“What do you mean?”

“You have his stubbornness. When you make up your mind about something, no one can make you change it. You have his temperament. When you’re angry, you become really quiet. Afterwards you storm out of a room the same way Dad does, and yell and hit something, so you don’t hit Mom or I, before coming back. You have his intuition. You know when something doesn’t feel right or when someone is lying. It’s why you’re a successful lawyer. After Nathan’s death, the first thing you and Dad did was question the townspeople about the supposed accident and discovered what really happened. You also sit like him, and you stand the same way he does. So, your mind’s made up about this?”

“Yes, sis.”

“Nothing I said about having Dad’s mannerisms will make you change your mind.”

“No, sis. I must do this.”

“What did Mom say when you told her what you’re doing?”

“She doesn’t know I’m doing this. Sis, after everything Dad told me while I was over there, they deserve that money.”

“What did Dad tell you?”

“Dad told me his father sold Mom to another plantation owner without Dad’s knowledge. Dad entered the mansion and retrieved his rifle, then shot the plantation owner and another man to save Mom. He even pulled the rifle on his own father because his father wouldn’t accept blame for what transpired on the plantation. His father told Dad he had no son. Dad was dead to him. That’s why Dad hasn’t seen his father or spoken to him all these years and told us he died before he was born. I do have a concern.”

“What’s your concern?”

“I don’t know where Dad is from. He never told me where he’s from. He only told us tidbits about his life.”

“I overheard Mom and Dad talk about where they’re from once. I believe they said Texas.”

“This is perfect. Thank you, sis.”

“Johnny, are you sure this is the right thing to do? If Dad wants nothing to do with the plantation, you should perhaps leave it alone.”

“You sound like Mom. Rose. Do you remember why I became a lawyer?” 

“You said you wanted to be wealthy like Dad was.”

“Yes, but not for the reason you think. I wanted to be wealthy so I could help you, Mom and Dad; not because I wanted to flaunt my wealth like Richard. Richard used his wealth for power and image. I use my wealth to help my family. I remember the stories Mom and Dad used to tell us about their struggles trying to raise us themselves. All I want is for them to have the life they deserve. As you pointed out, perhaps I should look beyond this place for my wife. You said it yourself. The woman for me is out there. Maybe I’ll find her in Texas. You never know.”

“I hope you know what you’re doing. You may be taller than me, but you are my little brother and, as your big sister, I’m only looking out for you. I want you to be safe.”

“I will be sis. Everything will work out. You’ll see.” John stood up and hugged his big sister and kissed her on the cheek. John put his hand on her stomach. “Niece or nephew, stay in here until I get back from Texas. I want to be here when you arrive.” John was reassured when he felt his niece or nephew kick, confirming they had heard him. John left his sister’s house and went to see his parents to tell them his decision. He knocked on his parents’ door and Tom answered. “Son, what are you doing here?”

“Can I come in? I have something I want to discuss with you.”

“Sure son.” Tom let John in and John walked to the dining room and set down in one chair with his dad sitting across from him. “Son, what did you want to discuss?”

“It’s about the letter you received from your father regarding the plantation. I think you should claim the plantation, sell it, and collect the money.”

“Son, we’ve already been through this. I don’t want the money.”

“You say that now, but think of the life that money can give you and Mom. You deserve it. That’s the reason for my visit. Since you're unwilling to claim the plantation, I decided to go and claim it for you. I’m going to Texas to sell the plantation for you and bring you the money from the sale.”

“You are not going to Texas. Not with slavery still being legal.”

“Dad. It’s only for seven days.”

“How did you find out I was from Texas? I never told you and your sister where your mother and I were from.”

“I visited Rose before I came here. Rose told me she overheard you and Mom talking about Texas. That’s how I found out. Don’t be angry at Rose.”

“I’m not angry at your sister. You are not going to Texas. I’m going to say this for the last time. I don’t want the money. I gave that life up when I chose your mother. My father told me it was your mother or the inheritance. I chose your mother. I chose love. I have no regrets about my decision and the actions I took to make sure your mother was safe. This conversation is over.”

“But Dad.”

“But Dad, no. You’re not going and that’s final.”

“First of all, I’m a grown man and I don’t need your permission to go anywhere or do anything. Second, I’m a lawyer. I'm the only person, after you, who can claim the property, sell it, and bring you the money.”

“You’re right. You are a grown man and you don’t need my permission to go anywhere or do anything, yet you always want my advice on what you should do.”

“True, but that is more out of respect for you than anything else.”

“Son, I don’t care about the money. I care about your safety. You’re my only son and I love you. I’m looking out for you as a father would. You’re not going and that’s final. End of discussion.” 

“But Dad?”

“But Dad no. You wanted my advice? I gave it to you. You’re not going and that’s final. I don’t want to hear another word about it. This conversation is over.” Tom stormed out of the house, the door slamming behind him. “What’s all the noise about?” Ann asked, while walking out of the bedroom and into the family room. “Hi Mom.” John stood up and hugged his mother. “I heard yelling and then a door slamming. Is everything all right?”

“Dad’s upset because I told him I’m going to Texas.”

“What? Johnny no.”

“Mom. I’m only going to Texas to sell the plantation and bring Dad the money from the sale. No one else can do it but me, since Dad wants nothing to do with it. That’s all I am doing. I’ll be back in seven days. No later. I promise. Mom, I would really love your support in this. I’m doing this for the both of you.”

“But, son, your father does not care about the money. That’s why he gave that life up. He didn’t even know his father passed away and left the plantation to him until we got the letter.”

“Mom. Think of all the good that money can do for you and Dad, especially after everything Richard did to the both of you. You two deserve it.”

“Son, that’s the past. Your father and I already forgave Richard a long time ago, even though your father doesn’t want to admit it. We have a good life here. You don’t need to do this.”

“Mom, you told Rose, and I stories of the struggles you and Dad went through. You started with nothing when you came here and now your struggles have paid off. You can now have everything.”

“We have everything. We have a good life, and we have you and your sister. Yes, we had struggles, but those struggles connected us. We worked through those struggles together and they have brought us closer. More than you can ever imagine. Our marriage is stronger for it. When you get married, you’ll understand.”

“I understand. To appease you and Dad, I will leave today to sell the plantation and be back in six days. It will take three days to get there, sell the plantation, then three days to get back. I will not stay the extra day.”

“You are just as stubborn as your father. Once you two have your mind made up no one can change it. Son, your father and I don’t want you overworking yourself. Take the extra day you need to sell the plantation and come back to us as soon as possible. I will handle your father. Just promise me you’ll come back to us.”

“I promise Mom. Dad taught me all his skills. I will return to you and Dad. Besides, no one knows that I’m Richard’s grandson. Richard disowned Dad after he chose you, so he never knew about Rose and me. Despite having curly hair, no one would ever suspect that I'm of mixed race because I inherited Dad's skin coloring and green eyes. Everything will be fine. I promise.”

“Come back to us.” Ann hugged him with tears in her eyes. “I will Mom. I promise.” 
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The following day, John heard a knock on his front door. John opened the door, and a gentleman was standing there waiting for him. “Mr. Livingston, I’m here to take you to the train station.”

“Thank you.” The gentleman took John’s suitcases and walked to the carriage to put them into the carriage. John stepped into the carriage and the carriage headed to the train station. Once the wagon arrived at the train station, the gentleman exited the carriage, took the suitcases out of the carriage and placed them on the ground. John exited the carriage, picked up his suitcases, and carried them as he walked to the cashier’s office. John paid for his first-class train ticket. Afterwards he sat down on a bench and waited to board the train. “Extra, extra, read all about it.” John looked around and saw a newsboy with newspapers at the train station. John walked over to the newsboy. “Hello young man. I would like to purchase one of your newspapers.” 

“Thank you, sir.” John gave the newsboy a gold coin from his satchel. The newsboy saw the gold coin and looked at John with a worried look on his face. “Sir, I cannot take this. This is too much for a newspaper.”

“Keep it, young man. It’s yours.”

“Thank you, sir.” The newsboy handed John a newspaper and John walked back to the bench, set down, and waited to board the train. The train conductor exited the train. “All aboard.” John put the newspaper in his satchel, picked up his suitcases and boarded the train. Once John was on the train, everyone on board stopped what he or she was doing, either reading or talking, to stare at him. Tall and fit from years of work on his parents’ farm, John knew he would stand out, much like his father. Especially from the women. Despite his professional success and affluent lifestyle, John opted for a more relaxed attire while running errands, choosing not to showcase his wealth. John was well aware of the importance of image in the community being raised by his father, but John preferred not to flaunt his wealth. John wanted the women to love him for himself, not for his wealth, like his father. All the women smiled at John, even the ones who were sitting next to their husbands, but John wasn’t afraid of their husbands. John wasn’t afraid of any man. He had no reason to be. His father’s Tom Livingston, a man feared by all. John understood why his father was so feared. His mind flashed back to a memory of when he feared his father’s wrath after accidentally giving his father a shiner.

“Johnny, I believe it’s time you learned how to fight.”

“Dad, who will teach me? You don’t allow anyone here because of how protective you are of Mom.”

“I will be teaching you son. You remember my childhood. I grew up fighting because of my childhood. Fighting is one reason I’m so feared. So let’s go out to the back so I can show you how to fight.” John walked out of the farmhouse to the back and waited for his father. “Tom, are you sure this is a good idea? What if he gets hurt?”

“Ann, Johnny is not a baby anymore. He’s twelve. He’s growing up. He needs to learn how to defend himself and his family. I’m the only one who can train him properly. Remember how I grew up? Fighting my entire life. Having to show everyone I wasn’t weak. I don’t want our son going through what I went through, but if he gets into a fight I want him to fight back and defend himself. I will never hit our son the way my father used to hit me. I won't lay a hand on our son. Our son is going to do all the punching, and I will block all of his punches. I want our son to know what to do if he gets into a fight.”

“But what if he hits you?”

“Ann, I love you, but you forget who you’re married to. One, I can take a punch, and two, I’m Tom Livingston. Remember? I can hit our son, which I’m not going to do, faster than Johnny could hit me, and block his shot at the same time. Everything will be fine.” Tom kissed Ann then walked outside to the backyard where John was waiting for him. “I’m ready to learn, Dad.”

“Alright son. Since I’m taller than you, I’ll kneel down and I want you to punch me.”

“Dad, are you sure about this? I don’t want to hit you.”

“Son, you’re not going to touch me. Trust me.” Tom kneeled and looked at John. “Alright, son. Punch me the way you would punch the beef that was hanging in the barn before we brought the beef in and stored it in the pantry. Now hit me.” John was nervous, but he put his hand into a fist and extended his arm.. Tom extended his arm and blocked John’s fist with his hand before it made contact with his face. “Try again son with the other arm.” John extended his other arm and tried to hit his father, but Tom blocked his punch again. “Now son, throw your punches quickly.” John punched with his left arm, then his right arm and Tom blocked both shots. “This is what I want you to do with me every day. We will train every day. As you get older, your punches will get stronger and faster.” 

For the next three years, John and his father would go outside, and John would practice his punches with his father while Ann watched, smiling, not worried. “Dad, my punches are getting stronger, and you don’t need to kneel anymore because I’m almost as tall as you.”

“I can tell your punches are getting stronger by my hands. Soon you’ll be standing eye to eye with me, afterward we can assess your progress.”

“I can’t wait Dad.”

“Two years later, seventeen-year-old John was standing eye to eye with Tom. John and Tom walked out to the back of the farmhouse. “Dad, when are you going to throw a punch? I want to see if I can block your punch.”

“Never son. I will never throw a punch at you, son. I’m not going to lay a hand on you.”

“Well, Dad, can we at least practice? I bet I am stronger than you now.”

“Let’s see.” John started throwing punches and Tom blocked every shot. “Lunch is ready.” Ann said as she walked outside. Tom turned to look at his wife. “Alright Ann. We will be there in just a few minutes.” Ann walked back into the house. Tom turned back around, but it was too late. John had extended his arm and punched his father in the eye and Tom fell to the ground. John noticed his father on the ground, with his hand over his eye. Fearing his father’s temper, John immediately apologized. “Dad I’m so sorry. It was an accident. I didn’t mean to hit you. I would never hurt you.” John kneeled to check on his father. “Mom, come quick. Dad’s on the ground.”

“Tom.” Ann ran out of the house to Tom. Ann kneeled and hugged Tom.. “Tom, please tell me you’re alright.” Ann hugged Tom and kissed him with tears running down her face. “Ann I’m fine. Johnny I’m fine. Johnny, where are you?” Ann looked around. “He must have gone inside. He must feel terrible and feels you’re angry with him.” Tom stood up. “I need to fix this.” Tom kissed Ann and went inside the house toward John’s bedroom and walked in. Once Tom was inside the bedroom, he saw John sitting on the edge of the bed, a nervous look on his face. “Son, we need to talk about what happened outside.” John looked at his father then stood up and stood in front of his father. “Dad, whatever punishment you want to give me, I’m ready for it.”

“Son, I’m not going to lay a hand on you if that’s what you’re thinking. It was an accident. You caught me off guard.”

“Dad it was definitely an accident. I would never hit you. I feel terrible about what I did.”

“Don't worry, I'm not mad at you and there won't be any punishment. You hit me when I wasn’t looking. I know it was an accident.”

“Completely an accident. It will never happen again because I don’t want you teaching me anymore about fighting, Dad. I don’t want to train with you again.”

“Are you sure about this, son? I am the best. You won’t find someone better to teach you than me.”

“I’m sure Dad.”

“Alright son. If that’s what you want.” Tom walked to the bedroom door. Once Tom was at the door, he turned around and looked at John. “By the way son, you’re right. You’re as strong as me. You hit hard. No one has ever made me fall to the ground from a punch since I was eighteen. Son, you can officially say you are the last person to best Tom Livingston.”  

“It will never happen again. That is a promise.” 

John set down and retrieved the newspaper he purchased from his satchel and started reading it. As John was reading the newspaper, he started drifting off to a memory of when he was five and wanted a train for Christmas.

“Mommy, I want that train for Christmas.” Five-year-old John pointed to a red toy train that was in the display window of the general store. He pressed his face to the window. An older woman came out of the store and pointed to John. “Is this your son?”

“Yes, he’s my son.”

“He looks nothing like you.”

“What are you talking about? He has brown hair like me.”

“Well, I don’t believe he’s yours and he’s smearing my window with his breath by putting his mouth on the window. I’m losing business because of him. No one can see my beautiful Christmas display.” The older woman then spotted an officer walking around the area. “Sir, this woman is claiming this little boy is hers and this little boy is smearing my window with his breath. I want this woman arrested and the boy’s parents to pay for my window” The officer looked at Ann. “Ma’am, is this boy really your son?”

“Of course he’s my son. Why would you ask me a question like that?”

“Ma’am, I’m only trying to find the truth.” John saw the officer talking to his mother, so he ran over to her. “Mommy, what’s happening? Why is this man talking to you? Did I do something wrong?” Ann kneeled to talk to John. “Johnny, you did nothing wrong. You are a good boy.” Ann stood up then took out two silver coins and gave the coins to the officer. “Here you go sir. This is to pay for the woman’s window. I was going to use the coins to buy the toy train that my son was looking at, but apparently this woman thinks her window is more important than a child’s Christmas. Let’s go Johnny.” Ann grabbed John’s arm and pulled John along with her. “But Mommy, what about my train?”

“We will get you another train. A better train.” Ann said, looking back at the older woman and the officer. John and his mother Ann arrived at the house.  John and Ann walked inside the house. Tom and John’s sister Rose came into the house from outside. Tom went and kissed his wife. “Ann, what’s wrong?” 

“Johnny, go play with your sister. I need to talk to your father alone for a moment.”

“Alright Mommy. Come on Rose. Let’s go to the lake and I will show you how to catch frogs.” 

“Be careful, you two.”

“We will Mommy.” John and Rose said together. John and Rose walked outside to the lake behind their house to catch frogs.  Once John and Rose were gone, Tom looked at Ann. “What happened Ann?”

“It’s none of your concern Tom.”

“Anything pertaining to my family is my concern. Now tell me what happened.”

“I went to the general store to purchase Johnny that train he wanted for Christmas and this woman spoke to this officer who was walking around the area about Johnny breathing on her window. I had no problem paying for her window, but her words to the officer were truly upsetting.”

“What did she say to the officer?” 

“She told the officer she didn’t think Johnny was my son because of the way he looks.”

“Are you serious!” 

“Tom calm, down before the children hear you. This is why I didn’t want to say anything. I didn’t want to get you angry.”

“I’m already angry. Who is this officer? I need to remind him who he’s dealing with.  No one messes with Tom Livingston’s family.”

“I don’t know who he is. I never asked his name. Can we please drop it?” Tom wiped the tears from Ann’s eyes and kissed her. “I will let it go this time, but if that happens to you again, get a name. I will deal with that person myself. Understand?”

“I understand.”

“Good. Now that’s settled let’s go outside and watch Johnny and Rose catch frogs.” Tom and Ann walked outside the house, hand in hand, to the lake behind their house where their children were trying to catch frogs. 

The next day was Christmas, and John came out of his room looking for his toy train. “Mommy, where is my train? You said you would get me a better train than the one at the general store.”

“And I did Johnny. Your dad is your train. I also made you a train conductor hat to wear while your dad takes you around the living room”. Ann put the hat on John’s head. Tom got on his hands and knees and John got on top of his father and set down while Tom walked on his hands and knees around the living room making train noises while Ann and Rose watched, smiling. After the train ride, John got up off of Tom and hugged him. “Daddy, that was fun. Mommy is right. You are the better train.” John looked at his mother and hugged her. “Thank you, Mommy for my Christmas present. This train is better than the one in the store. Thank you, Mommy and Daddy. I love you.”

“We love you, son. Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas Mommy and Daddy.”

John woke up smiling, remembering what his parents did for him and his sister. What his parents could not buy him and his sister in physical gifts; they made up for in other ways with their imagination and creativity. “Now I understand why Dad was so adamant about me not going to Texas. This memory reminded me of two things I need to do while I’m in Texas. First, I need to make sure no one discovers my mixed-race heritage while I’m here, and two, I need to make sure nothing stops me from bringing the money back to my parents because they truly deserve it.” 
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John arrived in Texas. The entire trip took three days. John picked up his suitcases, and walked off the train. While waiting at the train station, John noticed two women in skimpy clothing, wearing heavy makeup, watching him closely with their eyes fixed on him. John walked over and introduced himself. “Hello ladies. Paul Carter.”

“Hello Mr. Carter. My name is Daphne, and this is Charlotte.”

“Nice to meet you. Can I ask you two ladies for a favor?”

“Anything,” the two ladies said. Daphne and Charlotte started touching John and batting their eyelashes at John. John knew what they wanted, but he was not in the mood for anything the two women were offering him. He was on a mission. His focus was helping his parents and bringing the inheritance to his father. “I’m looking for the Land Commissioner’s office. Can you show me where I can find that office?”

“The office is right over there.” Daphne said as she pointed to a one-story building. “Thank your ladies for your help.” John then gave the two ladies each a silver coin. “Are you sure we can’t help you with anything else?”

“No, you two ladies have done enough. Thanks for the help.” John picked up his two suitcases and walked to the Land Commissioner’s office. John entered the office and an older gentleman walked toward him. “Hi, can I help you, sir?”

“Yes. My name is Paul Carter and I am looking for the land
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