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“The stable is off limits until Jack comes back in the house.”

The snake died on the table.

“I have tried to avoid hardening of the attitudes. Hardening of the arteries is no easier, but people attempt that one more often.”

“You ruled well enough. Loud, yes. Proud, yes. But ruling loud is easy. Ruling long is harder. And ruling without letting your heart turn to stone? Hardest of all.”

“But I saw everything. I always have.”

“And I have loved you and love you still, be easy my sister it’s time to relax. Te cuidaré, mi amor.”
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    To My Mother Who: 
loved the often unlovely me.
taught me how to whistle.
let me keep the kitten I 'found'.
taught me how to eat with a spoon.
and smiled through it all.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Don't be the one who says, 'why doesn't somebody do something.' just jump in there and be the one who does something.

      

    


Edith Gets Started

Henrietta Part 3

By E. H. Lester

The ladies of the Barnes family had tried to communicate to their girls that the only real limits they would encounter were those they imposed upon themselves. Heather, in the distant past in Iowa, had been instrumental at the beginning of that effort. It all started when Nikki and Savannah were small, Heather had encouraged them to try what they wanted to do, not what someone thought was a 'girl thing to do'. As a result, they were the only girls in their class at Iowa State University's 'Cow College', the only girls on campus driving a 1-ton dually pickup truck, and the only girls with hay in their truck, Sparkle had to eat. The other girls at the University thought all that was unsophisticated. The boys thought it was cool, one said 

"I saw them at the co-op loading some hay and oats, I'll bet they're feeding a horse." 

Another added, 

"That pickup truck is a six-speed on the floor, how cool is that?" 

Another had added that they were 'real cowgirls', 

"I’ve seen them loading hay in their truck, they heft a small bale like a man. That's some strong females. When I take over my daddy's ranch, I will need a woman like that!" 

That thought alone brought the boys back to their senses. They knew that while they were drinking a 'yard of ale' at the local pub, their dads were out in a combine somewhere all night long until the corn and beans were harvested. Mostly they were farmer sons, not rancher sons. One son complained about raising just corn and beans and got the usual answer from his father; 

"Then you should raise just beans and corn. There's a reason, they're called 'cash crops', boy!"  

Running two businesses from one ranch would be potentially problematic, from more than just a logistical or fiscal point of view. Of course, cows don't cross-pollinate but crossbreeding can occur, and the Japanese seemed concerned about this point even though their calves were feeder calves and brought it up when they delivered their last 52 calves. Lonnie was ready for that issue and presented a coherent plan that satisfied their concerns. Ronald and Junior would have been caught off guard had Lonnie not thought it out beforehand. Isolate the bulls behind buffalo fencing with not less than 3 strands of electrified wire in that fencing. The Japanese were very pleased with his immediate answer to their concern and revealed that they had considered a breeding operation on Jack and Lonnie’s ranch. Jack smiled and said, 

“Bring it on.” 

The buyer smiling, said 

“Three weeks, sir.” 

Lonnie produced bids for over two miles of that fencing and offered to show them a sample from the fence company. Ronald and Junior were concerned with what it would cost them, Lonnie told them later that they only had 9 bulls to be concerned with and would use one mile of the wire at about $8000 per mile plus labor to install. "We'll let you use our ranch labor and equipment at $100 per hour per man." 

Junior and Ronald went to the ranch foreman, hat in hand, and asked for a job on the fence project. His first question set the tone, 

"How many fences have you boys put up lately?" 

That established, the foreman said, 

"I'll pay you each $12.00 per hour. And you will work 12 hours per day. You should wear blue jeans, a white hat, a white shirt, leather work gloves, and cowboy boots. I have my reasons for all that and if you wonder why, ask your fathers." 

Not willing to risk angering the foreman the boys agreed without question. The first day was an eye-opener for both the foreman and the boys, the foreman expected the boys to fall out before the first break, and they lasted the day, the boys discovered the meaning of the word 'exhaustion’ and were surprised to see Savannah Leigh driving the Gator around with two coolers of water in back. "She's been keeping my crews hydrated for a long time, if you two are as reliable as she is, I might just keep you. She has a good eye for where the water is needed.”

The foreman was a real stickler about his crew's water, "Dehydration cost me time and money, any fool knows when he is thirsty. If I have to stop work to take you to the hospital, you won’t be coming back."  

Everyone knew he wasn't kidding. Junior and Ronald were handed a post-hole digger and had set in to dig the first hole, the other men were highly entertained by their efforts, and the boys wondered why. After they finished the first hole one of the other men showed up at the site with a tractor with a post-digger attachment. 

"You might want to use this," 

he said motioning to the tractor, 

"it'll make the job easier." 

Junior and Ronald realized they had been played. The foreman said, 

"Enough games, let's get this fence built!" 

After that little joke, everything turned serious, the 

foreman outworking everyone even though he was twice the age of his oldest hand. Every post hole was spray painted on the ground so that no hole was misplaced. A cow that steps in a hole you drilled in the wrong place and breaks a leg is a beef wasted! If finished out it's over $2000 revenue lost unless you process her and put her in your freezer. Bill had run the fence lines with the surveyor’s equipment the day before and marked each post hole, the crewmembers took turns on the tractor digging the holes, and Junior and Ronald dropped the posts into the holes. Four days passed quickly, and the first fence was finished a little under a mile of fence and 875 posts were used. The Wagyu bulls, when they were delivered,  would have a nice corral so they could wander a bit and not be locked up inside all the time. The foreman decided to give the fence crew two days off. While they were taking their break, Bill, not a part of the fence crew, would run the fence line and mark where the post holes would be drilled. Ronald and Junior were glad for the break and the opportunity to eat in the 'big house' where the cook did her magic. But they were still anxious to get their corral for their bulls built. After the break the crew showed up at 06:00 AM, getting a head start on the heat was always a good idea in Texas. Before the heat set in, 1/4 mile of the fence was finished and two rattlesnakes were sent back to rattlesnake heaven, the boots were a good idea, after all. The foreman always carried a sidearm, a Taurus Judge loaded with .410, #12 shot, to deal with snakes in case Rupert wasn't around and rattlesnakes were gracious enough to let you know when they were near. Their bite cannot kill a grown cow, but it can kill a smaller animal or a cowboy. Besides killing snakes, Foreman kept the ranch running like the finely tuned Swiss Watch. Jack said Foreman was equal to 3 good men when it came to ranching. Bull enclosure number two was finished, and the fence crew went back to running fence lines on the ranch fences, a never-ending job, there was always some sort of fence repair needed. The perimeter fence was more than 47 miles long with over 12,650 posts. Repair was always preferred over replacement since fencing costs had risen so sharply. Junior and Ronald sat in the shade looking at their bulls finally out of the shelter and grazing in their new enclosure, the Wagyu bulls were just watching the Angus bulls and testing their fence. They would brush up against it, get a shock, and withdraw. The Angus Bulls, for some reason, didn't test their fence. Ronald said that they probably had some experience with electric fences with their previous owners, eight of them were over three years old and the ninth was just over four years old. The Wagyu bulls were all over four years old but there were eight of them instead of the nine that were originally discussed, but eight would work. A good rule of thumb for bulls is that they can service one cow for each month of his life, so if you have 24 cows, a 2-year-old bull will get the job done. The fertility rates will depend on a host of factors including the two actors in question. Tracking would require knowing the date of introduction and the ear tag number of the bull and cow. Both bull and cow would be closely monitored for fertility. In addition, the cow for ease of delivery and hardiness of her calf, a failure of either party would result in a trip to Richard's processing plant, beef ranching is filled with harsh realities and reames of record keeping. So far, the breeding program has been successful, data was recorded, and two introductions made, it took the better part of the week to get the initial service accomplished. In 35 days, the bred heifers would be blood tested to detect pregnancy. In the meantime, the heifers would be sheltered from any unnecessary stress, and the bulls isolated from each other, bulls become very aggressive when 'love is in the air'. They tend to fight and injure each other.

The boys had passed their written driver's test and had their learner’s permits for over nine months. With no small amount of coaxing, they had agreed to take their driving test. They would be going to Texas A&M in the fall and would need to drive, Carmen and Nikki had both put their foot down, “Not going to come and get you every time you need to come home. If you’re old enough to shave and own cattle, mommy isn’t going to drive you around anymore.” 

Carmen drove them down to the DMV in a pickup truck and Nikki, Eloise, and Barbara followed in Carmen’s Mercedes. As soon as the boys passed their driving test the ladies roared off for a ‘girls’ day off’. The boys celebrated their license with a meal at McDonald's drive-thru, they had to get back to the ranch to help Bill get the second cutting of Alfalfa undercover, even with all three working it would take at least one and a half days to complete. Bill had said, 

“If you can’t find something to do on a ranch you’re just not looking hard enough.” 

Alfalfa undercover, the boys did relax, but in the horse exercise pool, which irritated the ducks. Rupert heard the duck’s uproar, came around the house, and started barking at the boys in the exercise pool. Jack and Lonnie were in the house and came out to see what troubled Rupert, finding the boys in the exercise pool, Jack asked, 

“Why are you boys pissing off my ducks?” 

He required an explanation. 

“We were covered in hay dust and didn’t want to clog up the pool filter, so we just cooled off in the exercise pool.” Jack and Lonnie went back into the house, Jack commenting 

“Maybe we quit drinking bourbon too soon!” 

Lonnie added, 

“Maybe not soon enough, could be those boys got brain damage from our drinking. There’s an outside shower down by the barn.” 

Lonnie smiled and added, 

“Sins of the fathers.” 

The boys falsely assumed they could take a day, but Eloise summoned them to her home to learn about ‘Reconciliation’. They were initially anxious until she told them to bring the business checkbook and their receipts. She had told them to set aside at least a half day for the session and be prepared to eat breakfast. Ellie prepared and served waffles, bacon, and cantaloupe. Eloise taught them checking account reconciliation, taxable versus nontaxable expenses, and operating expenses, it was like drinking from a fire hose, it came hard and fast. She finished with, 

“If you don’t track your finances, you will lose your hindquarter!”

Ellie popped in with lunch and said, 

“Momma meant you’ll lose your ass.” 

Eloise frowned at her comment, Ellie was a replica of her mother when Eloise was younger, a rowdy cowgirl. The boys just laughed; they had heard her cursing her Gator ATV when it failed to start on a few occasions. The boys inhaled their lunch, Ellie was a darn good cook, Eloise had taught her, and she hung around Richard’s steakhouse kitchens when she got the chance. Even though she was only sixteen years old, she had saved every money gift her parents had given her over the years and was also an aggressive day trader. With her savings, she had purchased twenty-one acres on Highway 6 near Waco Lake. She planned to build a beer bar and restaurant with mechanical bulls. Sensing that her mother would object, she had kept her parents in the dark, or so she thought. She frequently asked the steakhouse managers questions of how to buy beef and other staples, these questions had been passed to her father and, in turn, to her mother. Eventually, they cornered her with questions of their own. 

“What is it you have in your pretty little head, Princess?” Richard asked. 

“I’m going to open a bar and restaurant with mechanical bulls and live bands on the weekends,” Ellie said. 

“My God!” Eloise interjected. 

Ellie turned to Richard and said, 

“Daddy, you probably need to take care of that woman, it doesn’t look like she’s going to make it.” 

“What about college?” Eloise asked, still reeling from Ellie’s announcement. “Not interested!” Ellie said, 

“But daddy will have to get me my liquor license, I’m too young. Cowboys can’t do shots if I can’t sell them liquor, and you know they’re going to do shots and order boilermakers. Until I turn 18, I can’t tend bars. It will be a ‘private club’ as far as liquor sales are concerned, and a restaurant as far as dining is concerned. Bar will be separated from the restaurant, but alcohol will be served in the restaurant.” 

By the time Ellie finished Eloise was apoplectic and stormed off to her bedroom. Richard, on the other hand, had listened closely to what she had said. 

“Show me your numbers, Princess, maybe I can help.” 

Ellie got her journal, bid offers, and other estimates, and Richard and she pored over them for an hour. Richard said, 

“I can’t see a downside to your plan. Let’s do it!” 

By that time Eloise had regained most of her composure and came out into the den, still opposed to Ellie’s plan. “I’ve looked at the numbers and she’s got a sure winner here! The location is excellent, the idea is a winner, and her business plan is perfect. She has researched it just like you would, She’s her momma’s girl. Show your momma the numbers, Princess.” 

Eloise sat down and spent an hour going over Ellie’s plan and asking questions, she finally pushed back and said, “Damn girl! You got this nailed! I just didn’t want you to lose your ass.”  

“You mean hindquarters?” 

Ellie said and they both laughed. 

“Call your builder and get it started.” Richard said, “Momma’s bank will probably float the loan.” 

“The hell they will, You and I will loan her the money.” Eloise said to Richard, 

“You’ve got more money than God, and I’m not exactly on welfare, we can afford it. How much can it cost to build a barn structure like she wants?” 

“Ellie’s Cowboy Corral opening soon!” Richard said. 

“I like that name!” Ellie said, “can I tell Uncle Lonnie?” Richard said, “Yeah, but don’t let Jack and Lonnie run a tab at your bar, they used to be able to put away some beer. They were legendary at A&M, ask your Momma.”

Richard called the builder and he said he could start right away, by the time Richard, Eloise, and Ellie drove out to the site, dirt work had started—5 acres under one roof with 16 acres of parking. Ellie had offers out on the 5 adjacent acres to expand the parking lot. The nosy owner of the adjacent property was prowling the site and asked Ellie what they were building, and she answered, 

“A feedlot.” 

Eloise just turned and got back into her Escalade and sat laughing. Ellie’s email sounded on their way home with the acceptance of her offer. 

“I guess I should have told him it was a feedlot for people,” Ellie said to her mom. 

“If he doesn’t know that the zoning laws prohibit a feedlot that close to Waco Lake, how is that your fault?” Eloise responded. 

“Waco gets its water from Waco Lake, and several other towns around as well, it’s a reservoir for public water supplies.” 

Richard added, “It’s also a federally designated wetland. You are just one mile from that boundary. I’ll bet you got the last 26 acres available anywhere near Waco Lake. If you are careful, you might wind up a rich woman.” 

“I plan on it,” Ellie said.  

Savannah Leigh started at A&M in the fall semester and made the Dean’s list for her first semester. Her brother and Ronald would have some big shoes to fill, Savannah Leigh tested for course credits and was ranked as a second-semester sophomore. 

No one was surprised, her high school GPA was 4.0 throughout the entire four years. Junior and Ronald were nowhere near her in academic standing, it was more of a lack of interest on the part of the boys rather than ability. But they had their eyes on reducing the interest on the loan their fathers had given them and asked about it 

often, it would spur them to achieve at A&M. Jack and Lonnie knew that their real talent would come to the forefront as soon as they got to A&M, they were both 

frugal as hell, it had something to do with them having to make their way. They often heard 

“I am rich, you are not!” from their fathers. 

They blamed their grandfather; he was the originator of the ‘I’m rich’ mantra. They had heard that from their fathers ever since they got big enough to work. They didn’t mind since they both liked ranch work, and the town kids in their school were envious of them being able to work with cattle and horses. The stingy gene came from their moms, Nikki and Carmen oversaw the ranch finances and squeezed every nickel until the buffalo cried ‘Uncle’. Their Aunt Eloise didn’t help, being a banker, she looked at every transaction on their checkbook reconciliation with a critical eye. They were afraid to be irresponsible; they would get nailed from a dozen different directions. The boys had both completed the ‘Generation Next’ A&M program by correspondence and had gained a better understanding of ranching as a business. Ronald and Junior had talked often about how it would be, going to A&M, and neither of them cared about four years of college.

“We will graduate at the same age as most people when they start their freshman year, we will be campus freaks.” Ronald said, “Like a circus sideshow!” 

“Not quite, we’ll only be three years younger than our classmates, and if we hang with the geniuses, we will probably be older than some of them, but we’ll have to get good grades, or they’ll reject us.” 

Junior responded. “That’s what I mean, it will be three or four years of hell, either way.” 

Ronald said. “It doesn’t matter, our dads aren’t going to let us blow off college.” Junior said, “We may as well stay until we get an MBA like Aunt Eloise. Bet we can get it in three years tops! And we got Bill to help us with our herd. And in a month, we’ll have the beef to sell that’s worth $475,000 if the prices hold. How many people our age can say that?”

The boys were resigned to having to attend college at their fathers’ insistence like darn near every other male college student, females went to find a husband, maybe at their mothers’ insistence. Junior and Ronald, at least, had a financial motive, the interest on a million-dollar loan, was reason enough for the moment. No one even tried to say, 

“You’ll thank me later”, 

Jack and Lonnie were smart enough to know that wasn’t going to happen. Savannah Leigh had rented a house just off campus in College Station the year before and had planned for the boys to live with her. The rent was astronomical, but she was daddy’s little girl, but now split three ways it wouldn’t be so bad. The boys had other ideas until Jack and Lonnie directed otherwise.

“You will live with your sister!” Jack said. “She’s not my sister!” Ronald interjected.

Jack turned to Lonnie, “She is for the next four years, dumbass!” 

Lonnie roared, getting a rise out of Nikki and Carmen. “Gently, Cowboys, let’s, do this easy.” Nikki said and turned to the boys, 

“Either live with Savannah Leigh or you pay your dorm room fees.” 

The matter was settled. Nikki knew how cheap (frugal?) the boys were and played to that fact. Savannah Leigh was informed that she was not in the KGB, and unless the boys were getting into real trouble no reports would be required. Nikki mentioned to Savannah Leigh that the boys needed a little space to try their wings, 

“Momma, do you know what some of the women at A&M would do to get a rich husband? And they know these boys' bank balances better than they do. Some of them would trip them and then beat them to the ground!” Nikki did not answer, “Unless you get them fixed, I’d better watch them. Getting a decent man gets tougher every year, it’s a real jungle out there. And your boys are fresh prey with rich daddies.”  

It was getting real at the Barnes Ranch.  

Registration day at A&M came and the boys signed up for agriculture courses, complaining that they had to take Row Crops, a core requirement for the agricultural 

degree they were pursuing, but Beef Cattle Nutrition was interesting. One section of the course dealt with Alfalfa and other grasses and was in the cover crops section, 

“Alfalfa isn’t a cover crop!” Ronald objected and found several of his classmates who agreed. 

“But we can’t make an issue of everything in the text, or we’ll be picking the fly shit out of black pepper all 

semester. Some sources say Alfalfa is, in fact, a cover crop that improves the soil and prevents erosion.” 

For a beef rancher, Alfalfa is a feedstock, it’s a matter of perspective. The semester flew by, and the holidays came.  The boys were tied at 3.85 GPA, Savannah Leigh earned a 4.0 GPA, which she usually did so it was no big deal to her. The boys said if she wasn’t so darn pretty, she might not be at 4.0. 

Ellie’s Cowboy Corral was almost finished, the only thing they lacked was Wagon Wheel Chandeliers. They had to be custom-made. Someone suggested they open without them, but Ellie said, 

“The people need to read the damn menu! I hate going to a restaurant and having to use my cell phone flashlight to read the menu.” 

Everyone agreed, having experienced the same lighting issue. 

The 6 special golf cars were waiting, locked up at Ellie’s Cowboy Corral. She had said that if a patron had to walk to the restaurant from the far reaches of the expansive parking lot, they would be too tired to eat. 

“We will transport them to the door where they can check in. Nobody walks.” 

The Wagyu Beef had gone to Richard’s processing plant, a short ride on the truck, two loads, and Adcock and Barnes Beef Company had gotten a wire transfer of $695,500, the per pound price had increased by $0.35. The buyers asked again if an expansion would be 

welcome, and Jack and Lonnie agreed. The custodians of the Wagyu cattle got a bonus again, $2000, and everybody was happy. The next harvest would be near 200 cows if the buyers were right. The buyers didn’t say anything if they weren’t certain they could make it happen, they were serious people. A harvest of 200 Wagyu beef cows would be just shy of $1.4 million. But just like in the US, beef demand was always more than the supply.

Ellie’s Cowboy Corral was finally ready to open, the cost to build was $9,801,000. That included paving and striping the parking lot and all the restaurant parts and pieces, exterior equipment, and golf cars. Ellie’s restaurant was the biggest establishment in that part of Texas, it could hold nearly 2000 people, it had two bars, a full-service restaurant, a café, and a game area with the two mechanical bulls. The guests were given club memberships. They would be served by 100 trained and experienced servers, 20 cooks manned the expansive grills, and the cooks would put their own numbered steak markers in the steak to show who cooked the steak and color-coded to indicate the level of doneness. 30 of the servers mingled through the tables with pots of ranch beans and bread. Nothing had been left to chance. The bars open from 10 AM to 2 AM, the café, 7 AM to 11 PM, and the restaurant from 11 AM to 10 PM. On opening night 1108 were served in the restaurant, 480 in the café, and a total of 604 in the two bars, the two bulls were busy all night and sold a lot of beer. The first night’s receipts were huge and profit was calculated at just a little over $74,000. Ellie was disappointed, she got a $10 million lien, but very little advertising was done to announce the opening, with an advertising blitz the crowds would swell. She talked to the local ‘country and western’ radio music stations and bought a bunch of advertising. The servers said the tips were phenomenal, and the people were very satisfied with their meals. Ellie stayed in the restaurant to avoid an appearance of illegality, a minor in a bar. Eloise and Richard were very pleased, for an unknown restaurant on its opening night, the turnout was fantastic. If the turnout was constant like the opening night, and we knew it wouldn’t be, she would net $444,000 per week if they closed on Sunday. The first week's net receipts were $535,000, the number of customers increased and the half day the law allowed for Sunday was a help, after expenses, the numbers shrank dramatically but that was expected.  The people who worked there would need one night off, minimum, to avoid ‘burnout’, scheduling 

became a critical function and Ellie hired a person to handle scheduling.  The pace was hectic. But the rewards were good, one server said she got $430 in tips on opening night, Ellie said, “I don’t want to hear it, plausible deniability if IRS should ask me, don’t tell people what you make in tips ever again, that is for you busting your ass no one else deserves a part of it, just you, certainly not the IRS. They’re going to whine about paying your ‘Fair Share’, but what is their fair share of the money they didn’t earn? I’d like to know. Colonists had a revolution over far less tax.”

Albert Jefferson (Jeff) had just turned 13, and Amanda Leigh nearing 15, Nikki had started to wonder if she should have more children, she had done her part after she passed 2.75 kids. Heather had said when Nikki posed the question of more, 

“Well, they don’t stay kittens very long.” 

Jeff was already an accomplished barrel racer and had trained several of Jack’s Appaloosa fillies as cutting horses. He seemed older because of his work ethic. Jack had asked him what he wanted to do with his life, Jeff answered, 

“It’s a little early to decide just yet, maybe what I’m already good at, I’ll cowboy for a while longer, then decide.” 

Nikki was still very much in love with Jack and having a baby would be nice, but their time alone together was something she was not willing to forfeit. And if you think a baby doesn’t take up all your time, have one, and then get back with me.

Carmen had only two children, Ronald, and Melanie Rose, and it looked like she might have decided that was enough. Melanie Rose was a daddy’s girl and Carmen felt alone sometimes but Lonnie would take Melanie Rose to school and come home and sweep her off her feet she had said that Lonnie was an irresistible force of nature. She looked forward to school startup every September, Ronald was in college and Melanie Rose in High School, and she could have Lonnie all to herself, Life was good. Carmen and Nikki were talking when everyone else had left for their chores after breakfast and they decided that this was a time in their lives when they were just supposed to enjoy their men while the men were still young enough to rise to the bait, no pun intended. “Save a horse, ride a cowboy,” Carmen said, and they both laughed. 

Jack and Lonnie stayed busy with the Wagyu cattle and Bill watched Junior and Ronald’s herd and tended the Alfalfa and other hay pivots. 

Mike and Barbara had moved to Dallas to be close to the Mounted Security board meetings, Lonnie rarely 

attended unless an important vote was pending. Mike was his proxy. 

Mike, Barbara, Madison Leanne, and Michael commuted with the Honda Jet.  She came back and stayed at Jack’s house when they harvested beef herds, still inspecting beef at Richard’s processing plant. Barbara’s mother watched Madison Leanne and Michael when school was in session, and they couldn’t come with their mother. Mike would accompany her if no board meetings were forthcoming. The cook was delighted when the house had guests, she could pull out the stops and show her talent. During semester breaks Ronald, Junior, and Savannah Leigh would come home and resume their place at the table, the cook couldn’t be happier, the house was alive again during summer. Not a house with a broken heart like poet Joyce Kilmer alluded to, still, an empty nest is a very large speed bump for most women and not a few men, Jack noticed Nikki’s moods elevated when the house was full for the holidays but was at a low ebb when fewer people were there, to be honest, he felt the same way, too. It was not the eggnog laced with Irish whiskey because she was elevated before the first sip. He mentioned it to Lonnie, and he said Carmen was the same way, and he felt it, too.  

“It’s probably a shortage of aggravation, let’s all take up golf, that will provide at least as much aggravation as our boys.” 

They became members and enrolled in golf classes at Ridgewood Country Club, not too far from Ellie’s Cowboy Corral.

After their classes were done, they scheduled their first outing on a Monday, usually a very light day at the club. There was more cursing from this one foursome than had been heard on the course in the previous year. They had found a replacement for parenting, at home, they laughed and talked about the game, and the mood was much better. Lonnie said, 

“It was a shortage of aggravation.”

At the club, Nikki had bragged a 95 but didn’t tell the bartender it was on the front 9, no problem, Lonnie and Jack filled him in, and they all had a good laugh. Someclub members were scandalized, “You aren’t supposed to have fun with golf, it’s a serious game, for God’s sake!” But these four novices were playing terrible golf and 

having a delightful time. In the clubhouse dining room, they ate a delicious meal, had drinks, fellowship, and more laughter. They seemed to be a tonic to the other members of the dining room, their fun and good humor were contagious, and the mood in the room shifted in a very positive direction. Nikki and Carmen were stunning in their golf outfits and Jack and Lonnie certainly noticed it, which led to a renewal of a different type, not 

unwelcome, at all.

Savannah Leigh stayed at the university to finish her MS in Physics and added an MBA while keeping her brothers out of jail. There was never an imminent threat, Savannah Leigh did not let it get that far, an older sister with your daddy on speed dial is a deterrent that can cool the passions of any young man. Indeed, Ronald was technically her half-first cousin, but he knew her awesome power with Lonnie and Jack and had no appetite for a confrontation that he would inevitably lose. In all fairness, Ronald and Junior worked hard at A&M and kept their noses clean for the most part. Except for crossing swords with faculty when the professors were wrong, they were good students, no one was more surprised than Savannah Leigh. The Beef Cattle Nutrition instructor complained that class ended for everyone else 30 minutes before it ended for our boys, they held him over asking questions on every point until he missed lunch most days. “I must thank them for the weight loss, but if they show up on my front porch again with their questions, I’m 

calling the campus police.” 

Ellie’s Cowboy Corral was packed every night except Sunday after the radio advertisements aired. The bars had short times that drinks could be served on Sundays, otherwise there would be no break in the number of clients. A waiting area was established outside on the 

veranda and guests would be called when a table was ready, or they could wait in one of the bars. The First Baptist Church preacher said he preferred to wait on the veranda, 

“What if one of my parishioners saw me in a bar?”  

“It’s kind of dark in there, maybe they won’t recognize you.” 

The hostess replied, implying his parishioners were in the bar. The preacher was shocked and said, 

“Well, I never!” 

The hostess said, 

“Don’t stand there and tell me that, you’ve got 6 kids. I’ll bet you have!” 

He waited outside for his table instead of running off; the steaks were that good. Besides after he thought about it he chuckled quietly. It might have been his wife though; she was laughing at the exchange. Richard had words with the hostess about the exchange, I think he said, “Quick thinking!”

Ellie rode the mechanical bull and drew applause for the ride. Eloise was pissed, but Richard intervened by saying, “Seems to me I recall a plaque on the wall at Gilley’s with your name on it about your bull ride there. Stayed there until Gilley’s burned in 1989.”

“Momma’s a legend and I didn’t know it?” 

Ellie asked, 

“That is so cool!” 

“You’re not even supposed to be in this part of the building.” Eloise snapped.  

“My daddy is with me, perfectly legal.” Ellie offered. “Well, your daddy and I are going to have a little chat about that.” 

Eloise fumed. Richard had disappeared.

Eloise would calm down, and Richard would reappear. 

All by the Physics of Marriage Handbook, those who do not learn that Physic wind up in divorce court. Better to just find a woman that hates you and give her a house. Those who are not divorced have learned early to say, “I’m sorry, I was wrong.” It matters little whether he was wrong or not. Declare a truce and end hostilities!  Women are wired differently than men, they go through exhaustive mental gymnastics on every decision, every big picture is looked at closely, every caveat put in place, and the final answer is a definite maybe. Men only glance at superficial appearances and guess, Easy Peezy! 

That is why you should always partner with a woman, preferably one who is skillful enough to tell you you’re wrong without you knowing it. Richard knew that’s why he accepted her proposal, he may still think he proposed to her. 

She always says “Yes, dear.” when he comes around to her way of thinking. Women are clever, yes, they are! And delightful to be around, take a man out to dinner, then take a woman out to dinner, and you’ll see the difference. God made man, stepped back, looked, and said, “I can do better than that!” and then made a woman. Practice makes perfect. And Adam was captivated, he loved the warm softness of her skin, the bouquet of her hair, her smile when she arose, the music of her laughter, and given the choice of an endless life of ease without her or a short, toil filled life with her, he took a bite of the fruit she offered. And every man who has decorated his life with a wife knows why. Jack and Lonnie would agree, without hesitation, that the ‘velvet bondage’ of matrimony was a welcome servitude.

Ellie’s Cowboy Corral was just far enough away from Richard’s steakhouses that there was little competition, but Ellie had calculated that when she bought the land. People will only drive just so far for a good steak, and a little bit farther for a great steak. Outback and Longhorn each catered to a different clientele and Ellie’s attracted a different group as well but had serious drawing power as a cowboy bar and restaurant, out there by Waco Lake. 

Ellie had searched for and found a collector of cowboy paraphernalia that had found her mother's plaque from Gilley’s, smoke-damaged but otherwise unharmed. She had it cleaned up and mounted it on the wall by the mechanical bulls. Eloise was aghast until all the cowboy politicians kept pushing for her to run for Lieutenant Governor, she realized that Ellie had made her a local heroine. Several important people had transferred their corporate business accounts to her bank, and told her bank manager, 

“When you see Eloise tell her, Ride ‘em, cowgirl!” 

She was a little embarrassed, until Jack said, 

“Good for business! take the reputation and run with it, free advertising is the best kind!” 

Lonnie, of course, ribbed her pretty good over the cowgirl thing saying, 

“Not bad for a woman your age!” 

Eloise asked Jack, 

“Can I kill him?” And Jack thought he was spilling the beans when he told her, 

“No, He’s your half-brother.” 

It seemed like a good time to tell her. Eloise shocked them when she said, 

“I know that, can I half kill him.” 

Jack and Lonnie looked at each other in shock as Eloise said, 

“I’ve known that since 8th grade, you boys aren’t as clever as you think you are. Hovering over me all those years, protecting me, threatening potential boyfriends, I’m lucky I’ve got a husband. You boys damn near made me a 

spinster!” A group hug broke out about that time, 

“I knew because only a brother could be as irritating as you, Lonnie. Dad would say ‘take care of your sister’ when we went skating and Lonnie would say ‘yes sir’ and Jack would just harumph.” Eloise added, “and Edith can’t keep a secret worth a damn.” 

She kept one secret well, and Jack and Lonnie would honor her wishes. The three of them sat in one of the bars with a beer, looking at that plaque, 

“Cleaned up pretty good, didn’t it.” Eloise said. Sister or not these two boys loved her and would be her brothers until the end. Lonnie spoke up and said, 

“Want to try it one more time?” 

Eloise just looked at him. Ellie came bouncing in and Eloise said, 

“You’re not supposed to be
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