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Synopsis: Widowed and desperate for work, a
woman takes her young daughter with her and travels by horseback to
other towns, trying to find work. When she does, it turns out to be
more of a bonus than she could ever have hoped for. Her daughter
plays a major part in what happens after that.

 


Turning eleven years old and losing your
father on the same day has a way of draining any hope your heart
had enjoyed at one time. However, little Natalie Parks held
something inside of her that many adults never find. She had faith,
not only in God; but also, in people. She believed that good can
still reign in the lives of people, despite the hardships they
face.

She stood beside her young mother, Anna, who
had loved the girl’s daddy with everything she had. Dedicating her
life to her husband, her child and her classroom filled with
children from local counties, she was experiencing heaven on
earth.

Unfortunately, come one hot, blistery August
day, her whole life came to a standstill. Her husband, Jack came
down with yellow fever, and despite everything that she tried, she
couldn’t stop the disease from taking her love. He had traveled to
nearby Casper to pay off their house mortgage, and within days, he
came down sick with fever.

Anna had hurried home that day so she would
be there to greet him when he came up that dusty trail to their
cabin. She was delighted to have him home again because he had been
gone for a week. They spent the first couple of days celebrating
that they were now out of debt. However, that third day, he wasn’t
up at breakfast time as he always had been before.

His usual mornings were to sneak in to wake
up his sleeping daughter and then to greet his wife with a
well-deserved kiss for making him his favorite biscuits and
homemade white gravy. On this morning, he didn’t show up to rouse
his little girl, and his wife stood in the kitchen over the stove,
delaying pouring the gravy into its dish.

She knew that he would come around the corner
just as she was about to pour it into the glass dish he had brought
back with him from his trip. As she stood there, she became
concerned because the gravy was beginning to thicken too much, and
she went ahead and poured it in without that special good morning
kiss.

When she finished, she went into her
daughter’s room and she was still sound asleep. This was very
unusual, but thought maybe her husband was still a little tired
from his trip. She returned to the kitchen, setting their places
along the table. When she had completed that, she then went to her
husband’s side to wake him with a kiss.

His body was in convulsions and the blankets
covering him were soaked. Crying out to him and shaking his
shoulders brought no response, and she yelled out at her daughter
to get up. She had her daughter ride into town to fetch the town
doctor as she waited by her husband’s side.

 


 


When the doctor returned, he was horrified
because he knew that her husband had somehow contracted yellow
fever. He went to Anna to break the news to her and she broke down
at the kitchen table, seated in her dear husband’s chair. Cheyenne,
Wyoming could hear the man’s family’s cries as they swept across
the hills, carrying the pitiful sounds through the treetops.

Cheyenne was crying that morning and the
tears and sounds of their weeping continued for the next several
days. They waited for three long days and as little Natalie’s
birthday rolled around, Anna was hoping that the girl’s father
would not pass on her birthday. However, that hope was short lived,
as he succumbed to yellow fever on the morning of August
6th, 1872.

 


 


Anna provided her husband with a respectful
burial and laid him under his favorite oak tree behind the family
home. She had been granted time off so that she and her daughter
could have some mourning time. Nevertheless, the day came when she
would have to get back to her teaching position. Day after day, she
would teach, and then she would rush home to take care of the
animals and the garden.

She had to get her crops in, at least some of
them, so they’d have plenty of food to store for winter. Amazingly,
no one took the initiative to help the poor woman, and her daughter
was all she had. Each day came early for her and she would get up
before the sun would rise, and she would toil in the fields.

Eventually, her body grew tired and time was
running out. She made the decision to close down school for early
fall so that she could devote all her time to their life on the
farm. The town didn’t take kindly to that idea and told her that
she was fired. She would be replaced immediately, and now she was
out of a job.

She knew she had to act fast because the cold
and long winter months were approaching. She packed up her daughter
on the back of her horse and traveled all over Ridge Valley, trying
to find employment, but each time she walked away, was turned down.
She was in a panic state and began to venture out into Cheyenne,
beyond their comfort zone.

Her dreams of finding a job soon shattered.
She knew then that the only other thing she could do was to pack up
and move away from Cheyenne. She collected all the money that she
had left, packed up her home for the winter and head for Provo,
Utah. She’d been told that employment was on the rise and that
she’d find a job there.

She had enough money to board a train with
her daughter, buy a horse when she arrived, and then set out to get
a job. After arriving in Provo, she realized that it had only been
a fable. The employment rate was just as bad there as it had been
in Cheyenne. Now, she was stuck on foreign ground with a little
girl that would soon need to start school.

 


 


They stayed in a local inn for the first few
days, and then she placed her daughter on her horse and set out to
the countryside to see if she could get a housekeeping job.
Traveling all over the hillsides, she went door to door,
practically begging for a job, even it would be temporary. Having
no luck, she began to head back to the inn. They had passed through
a certain farm that had looked deserted, and this time she passed
through, she stopped long enough to draw water from the well for
her daughter and her to fill up their water jugs.

While she was drawing the bucket up from the
well, a man came out of the house. Jumping with surprise, she
quickly apologized, explaining that she thought the places was
deserted. The man was kind enough to allow them to fill their jugs
and introduced himself as Dawson Crest.

He told her that he had been working in the
fields when she rode through early that morning, and then he
invited them to stay for a quick meal. Not being sure if it was
safe, she declined gracefully and mentioned she needed to return to
town. Anna told him what had happened to her with her teaching job
when her husband had died from yellow fever, and his heart went out
to her. He said that he didn’t have much money, but he could pay
her a small wage if she would like to stay on and accept a job as a
housekeeper and to work the gardens around the farm.

With no other offers coming in, she was quick
to take Dawson up on his offer. She then told him that she needed
to return to town to collect their things and that she would return
and be back by morning. He agreed that the next day would be
perfect and he would look forward to getting her and the daughter
settled in.

Therefore, Anna was off and with a merry
heart and she thanked the Lord for sending her a job. She and
Natalie headed back to town, collected all they owned and turned in
for a good night’s sleep.

They would leave in the morning and report to
work.

 


 


If there was anyone more excited than the
others, it was little Natalie. She took a special liking to Dawson
the minute she laid her eyes on him. Missing her father left an
open wound and a need for a father figure in her life. Dawson had
the warmest brown eyes she had ever seen, and they seemed to beckon
her. The only toy of comfort the small girl had brought was a tiny
golden-haired doll and a journal her father had bought for her last
Christmas with him.

She clung to those two things in her life
like they’d be the last gifts she’d get. She was only eleven years
old and writing was important to her. She had a dream of becoming a
famous author someday so she could always be writing her thoughts.
When she arrived at Dawson’s farm that next morning, she eagerly
shared her journal with him, and she asked him to sign the inside
cover for her. She intended to always keep her journal filled with
special people’s signatures.

As she watched him decline her request, she
saw his eyes say one thing, while his lips spoke another. It looked
to her like he wished he could. She kept that moment as a memory in
her mind, and from that day on, she began to study Dawson deeper
each time he was put into a situation requiring him to write.

For a little girl, she had an enormous amount
of discernment, but her heart was even bigger. Not once did she
take advantage of the moment and question him or put him on the
spot about it. She just watched.

Dawson hadn’t shared much with them about his
life at that point, so they had no idea which room would be theirs.
When they assumed that the small bedroom at the back of the cabin
would be theirs, he quickly corrected them. He told them that the
larger one at the front was for them.

He then told them that he would be sleeping
in the other small cabin that was behind the house. This pleased
Anna that they would not be sleeping in the same house, but she
wondered what the other bedroom was for. She didn’t ask and
surprisingly enough, neither did Natalie.

 


 


As time went on, she also began to notice
that he never read a book, the bible or anything. If they had gone
into town, he would walk right by newsletters and papers like they
weren’t even there. She knew that most men loved to read the news,
and she saw him one day look on as a man was standing on the
corner, reading the paper.

Somehow, Natalie discovered that Dawson not
only couldn’t write, but he couldn’t read. This amazed her and
being a child, she didn’t think any less of him. In fact, she found
an enormous amount of respect for him in his heart. He had been
living his entire life, getting by with less fortune than most
people.

Natalie kept it a secret because she also
noticed that her mother had never said a word. She couldn’t
understand how it went unnoticed by her mother, especially being a
teacher for so long. Natalie had a marvelous idea. She’d find a way
to teach Dawson how to read and write. She couldn’t think of
anything else that would bring her as much joy, and she believed
that it would be less shameful for him to learn from a child, and
not an adult.

She was a smart little girl and she was able
to find ways to bring reading and writing up without making him
suspicious about her plans. Moreover, she never brought up anything
in front of her mother. She could relate to Dawson and how it might
feel for him if his secret got out, and she had no intentions of
that happening.

 


 


The two of them were able to settle in nicely
and chores were given to Natalie that gave her a sense of
contributing. Together, she and Dawson walked the farm and he
studied her to see where her interests lay. As they paid visits to
the chicken coop, the pigpens, his horses in the barn and the few
cattle in the fields, he noticed her eagerness to play with the
chickens, and her love for his horses.

He knew that the cattle and pigs would be too
big of a task, but he wanted to make her feel like she was choosing
her own duties. When they had made their rounds, he then asked her
which she wanted to take on for every day chores. She stood with
her finger to her chin, thinking a moment. Then she proclaimed,
“Well, I love the horses and I know they are big and a huge
responsibility, but I would love to be a part of caring for them. I
also really like your chickens.”

“All right then that will do it. First thing
starting tomorrow, I want you to take over caring for my chickens,
feeding and making certain they get fresh water every day. You’ll
collect all the day’s eggs and will have to learn how to also clean
out the coop.”

“That sounds like a fair deal” she said. Then
she hesitated and asked “What about the horses?”

“I’ll have you help me every chance I get
with the horses. In addition, you will have to learn how to ride
all on your own. There’s a difference than riding behind your
mother and riding by yourself.”

“Great! I’ve been telling her that I need to
ride alone!”

Looking down at her and all her excitement,
it brought a smile to his face, and she noticed that when he turned
from her, that his eyes had filled with tears. To be such a young
child, she had an amazing amount of wisdom, so she didn’t push it
or pry about why he was crying. However, deep in her heart she knew
that something in his life had gone wrong. She wondered if maybe he
had a little girl once.

They both laughed together all the way to the
house and she ran










































































































































































































































THE END
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