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Dedication

This book was written for a contest that I entered which had to be a western. I got all kinds of true stories from my parents who lived at this time. Luckily, they also read the book before they died. I changed things to fit the situation so that it would fit whatever was happening. Most of it is fiction, but some are stories my parents told me.

During it all, my sweet neighbor “Jane Perschbach” encouraged me and generally told me I could do it! It worked and I always said I’d dedicate this book to her. Thank you Jane!
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A bulletin had been put up all around town and sent home with all of the school children.

Twelve nervous people sat in Dr. Healey’s office. All were anxious and some, downright scared. “Next!” Dr. Healey yelled. A man about thirty years old stood up and followed him into the poor excuse for an operating room. Four minutes later a scream of pain came from the room. “Ahhh . . . Oooo . . .”

Bo Giles sat in the waiting room with his teeth clenched so tight that a grain of sand would have turned to dust. Just then a very pretty young woman came in and sat down. His attention suddenly turned to the female sitting near him.
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“Next” The Doc called out. Bo very politely gave his turn to the young boy sitting behind him.

“You go next—I’ve got to wait for someone.” He smiled at the boy, trying to make things better.

The boy cried and told his mom he didn’t want to go in there.

“Mom . . . No! It’s not my turn!” He pointed to Bo. “He has to go in there first!” The nice doctor took him by the hand and did his best to convince him to follow and do as he was told. The doctor and the boy’s mother had a job on their hands. A feisty eight-year-old could present a difficult problem. All of his reasons for not wanting his tonsils out were good ones, and the fact that his mother wanted him to be good and do as he was told was just not a good enough reason to do it. He screamed, pulled away, and generally fought them for ten minutes.

Bo had been very uneasy, but was able to turn on the cool, calm, charm. He looked at the quiet girl and decided to make his play. “Does that crying make you nervous?” She looked up and gave him the eye in a shy, but still refined way. “Well, yes I do feel like running every time I hear him squeal, but I’ve had the chills all day, so . . .” They started talking and moving down to make room for the others who were waiting their turns.

“My name is Bo Giles. I’ve been working on the Greeley ranch most of the year. We, my parents and I, came up from New York.” Bo was hoping for some kind of a response, but nothing. “What’s your name?”

“Tana . . . Catana Baker.” She quietly answered.

“Well, Catana. . . . I haven’t seen you around. Are you new here too?”

She smiled. “Heavens no! I’ve been hanging around here for sixteen years. Just kinda busy back at the . . .” she hesitated for a moment,

“orphanage and don’t get out too much, but I won’t be there for long. . . . I can leave anytime I want. Right now I get paid for helping out there and I keep an ear out for new jobs.” Bo started to ask another question.

“Next!” Doc announced for the tenth time. There were only three people left sitting in the room. A teenaged girl painfully followed the doctor back to the well-lit room.

Bo quickly asked if she would be interested in seeing him after their tonsillectomies.

“Well . . . sure, that would be very nice.”

“Great! My dad’s opened the new print shop on Main Street. Want to see it . . . it’s real interesting.”

It was Catana’s first invitation from a boy, and she tried not to appear too anxious. She answered in the most subdued manner that she could. “I’ve never seen the inside of one. That would be nice. Real nice.” She saw the door start to open and quickly added, “But when were you thinking?”

The doctor’s monotone announcement rang out again, “Next.” They looked at each other.

“Ladies, first!” Bo offered with a devious grin.

“Gee, thanks!” She left smiling. Bo wondered if he’d be hearing any sounds come from the room. All he heard was talking. Nothing more. A few minutes later Catana walked out and smiled at Bo.

“Doc says mine are too bad now. I’ll have to wait a few weeks until they are better, so I guess you’re next. Lucky!” She walked out just as pretty as she walked in.

It was lucky for Bo that she wasn’t still in the recuperating room waiting for the bleeding to stop because she would have heard the loudest shriek of the whole day. The piercing scream Bo let out was heard two doors down.

A few days later, after the pain had stopped, Bo visited the orphanage. He knocked on the door and it was answered by a small boy. “Is Catana here?” “No,” the boy answered as he started to shut the door. Bo caught it and pushed it open again. “She does live here, doesn’t she?” The little boy nodded, yes. “Is there a lady or someone else here that I can talk to?”

“Oh, here she is,” the boy offered. His expressionless voice didn’t change an octave. Catana came in through the parlor and spotted Bo.

“Hi, I didn’t know anyone was here. How long have you been here?”

“Well, it could have been all day. It’s only been a few minutes.” Catana smiled at the tiny guy, already sitting down on the large davenport. “He drives us all crazy . . . but without him I’d have been gone from here long ago. I really love him!” She paused a moment. “Come here, Chuck.” He came over and gave Bo a shy smile. “He’s my little shadow . . . and my best friend!” He stood there feeling quite proud. Chuck had always had a hard time showing his feelings, but Catana made it easier. He was dressed in a red flannel shirt and a pair of slightly large bib overalls, even though it was the hottest part of summer. Chuck’s hair was standing up in the same manner that the hot night had set it in. He had been at the orphanage for the last nine months and was starting to fit in and feel like a regular kid. That is, at least as regular as he could feel after his first five years being so rough. He had taken care of himself and a younger sister, who eventually died, almost alone. His father would come home only on occasion and there was never a mother that he could remember. It wasn’t until Chuck was abandoned completely and brought to the orphanage that he knew that people had two, and most of the time three, meals a day. The orphanage fattened him up to a human size skinny and he was a very grateful boy. His small size was the result of the poor nutrition he had in his early years. Except for the first few weeks at the orphanage, Chuck’s appetite was small. His voice was so quiet and monotone that you had to know him to know when he was happy.

Bo winked at him. “Hi, Chuck. How ya do in’?”

“Fine.” That was all, just fine.

Bo looked up at Catana. “Can you go with me now or do you need permission first?”

Catana didn’t appreciate the way he’d asked his question. “I’m a big girl now . . . sometimes I even dress myself.” She left it at that. “I can go anytime you’d like.”

“How about now?” Bo had the feeling that he might have to weigh some of his future words about her independence. She didn’t tell anyone where she was going or even that she would be gone. “Bye Chuck!” She started out the door and heard a quiet reply.

“Are you coming back soon?”

“Yeah, I won’t be gone very long so don’t worry. OK. See ya, Chuck.”

Bo took her to the print shop and introduced her to his dad. “Catana, this is my father. . . . Dad this is Catana Baker. Can I show her around the place?” Catana looked at the large rough hands that showed many years of wear working with ink plates and setting type. Mr. Giles looked like a gentle, almost a meek man, but those hands—each digit stood out like enlarged thumbs. Every one of his fingers were huge. Catana could hardly stop staring.

“I’m glad to meet you Catana. So you’re the girl that Bo met at the doc’s office, huh?”

“Yes.” She answered nervously, “But I didn’t have mine taken out. I’ll have to go in some other time because I still have tonsillitis. I’ve been sick for weeks. The doc says it’s not a good idea to take out infected ones if you can possibly wait, so . . .”

“If you have tonsillitis, my dear, why are you here? Shouldn’t you be in bed or something?” His tone was almost accusing.

“Oh, don’t worry about me I’d be just as sick if I was home. I don’t mind.” Bo and his dad were trying to make some sense of her statement. Mr. Giles slowly nodded his head as if in agreement. Bo spoke up.

“Did you know my dad’s had his own print shop for over thirty years? He owned the first one back East, in New York. He wanted to branch out a little and go where there wasn’t any . . . uh, not that he’s afraid of competition or anything. It’s that out here without any would be . . . uh . . . nice.” Bo hoped his dad hadn’t been offended by his poor choice of words because he was truly proud of him and the shop he’d opened.

The little town of Koosharem didn’t offer much in the way of amusement or romantic surroundings, however Bo and Catana weren’t in need of any. Each other was enough. They spent the next five days together and found out everything each one needed to know. It was a first romance for both of them and it hit them hard. Love! It wasn’t unusual for two people to meet, fall in love, and marry the first person they were attracted to, but Bo and Catana decided to do it in nineteen days.

Because Catana was of age and didn’t have a real family to ask permission for her hand in marriage, Bo had decided he was old enough and wasn’t going to ask his parents. He was going to tell them!

“Mom . . . Dad . . . I’m going to marry Tana Baker.” His tone almost defied any answer that wasn’t exactly what he wanted to hear. Mother Giles looked away, hurt to the core. The fifty-two-year-old woman always tried to be supportive, but her son wanted to marry almost a stranger.

“Bo,” she finally snapped back, “you don’t even know her! All you know is she’s pretty and has been trying to impress you every minute. You haven’t had time to see her in a bad mood or what she looks like when she wakes up in the morning. Please—you gotta wait!” She realized she wasn’t getting too far. “Give it six months, at least. How about her family? You don’t know a thing about them. She is an orphan. . . . There must be somekind of family problems that we don’t know about!” The red-in-the-face woman stopped. Bo looked completely disgusted. “I’m not here to discuss this with you, I just came to let you know it’ll be the first of next week.” As he was walking out of the room, he thought. . . . I’m thirty years old and certainly old enough to make up my own mind. He turned back to them and loudly said, “There’s no question in my mind that she’ll make a good wife.” He paused, “and hopefully, mother.” He walked out of the room without another word.

A few days later, Bo confronted his dad at the print shop. “Pa, am I still gonna get my money?”

His dad grinned. “I was wondering when you’d be getting around to that.” There was silence for a minute. “Sure, Bo! I like the girl and if you think so highly of her, she just has to be a good choice.”

“Oh, thanks Dad. I’m relieved to know that you like her even if Mom doesn’t.”

Mr. Giles put his arms around Bo. “I’m afraid your mom’s taken this awfully hard. It’ll just take some time, so be patient. You know you’re her second son. She’s worried that you haven’t had much experience in this field and, well, she’d hate to see you unhappy.”

Bo nodded his head in agreement. “I know she would.”

“She loves you so much Bo, that she’s willing to have you be mad at her in hopes of changing your mind. At least give her some points for caring.”

“Well . . . I’ll give her a few points. Not many, but a few. It’s sudden, but I can’t think of a reason to wait. Uh . . . about the money. Do you think I could have it soon? I have seventy-three bucks saved, but when we leave here we’ll need more to get settled.”

“Bo, you know how fast Clint guzzled his away. Now he has nuttin’ . . . zilch . . . nada. Just remember, when you’re given a free dinner son, earn it by doing the dishes. That’s all I ask. Just do the dishes. If you don’t earn it, it’s never yours.”

The last few sentences, which he’d heard many, many times, brought back good memories for Bo. A picture that hung in the parlor for as long as he could remember came popping into his head.
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Mr. Giles didn’t enjoy hearing that he was going to leave, but accepted his son’s decision without question. “You’ll get your money by tomorrow or Friday.”

“Dad, I promise it’ll be spent wisely.”

Mr. Giles had no question that it would be. Each child leaving the Giles household took $2,500.00 from an inheritance left by their granddad.

Giving the news to Catana, about her newfound fortune, almost put her into shock. Bo explained, “My granddad gave us all the same. Really it is Dad’s, but he saved most of the money for us boys. Oh, you don’t know . . . you’re gonna have two brother-in-laws. Tom is the oldest and still lives in New York, and Clint is probably in Texas or . . . wherever by now. Anyway, when we get married it’ll be ours. Twenty-five hundred BIG ONES.”

Catana’s face told it all. The expression was happy, but almost unbelieving. “I can’t believe it. I’ve been saving my money for half a year and I only have eight dollars.”

Bo looked into her beautiful blue eyes and felt like he was holding all the cards. He was about to marry a stately brunette whose voice was enough to turn any man’s head, much less get a look at the body that went with it. Now he was going to offer this woman security and his name. He knew he’d make it big. There was nothing that could stop him now. “Think ya could handle all that money?”

She was still glowing, “I could sure give it a try! I’ve never heard of such a thing. Do you mean it’s been sitting there and no one’s needed it? Like your parents or no one?”

“Na, my folks—they do pretty well for themselves.” They were silent for a moment looking affectionately into each other’s eyes. “I want you to know, Tana . . . I’ll take good care of you. You’ll never want for a thing. I promise!” Those were easy words for Bo to say. After all, his parents hadn’t struggled a day in their lives. Well . . . not that he knew of. Most people did, but he would never have to. It was just that simple.

Mr. Mark Greeley, the man Bo had been working for, hired several men to help out the previous winter. Bo had become the favorite of all the men. Mr. Greeley found him to be an energetic, considerate worker whom he’d hit it off with perfectly. The news of Bo leaving was something he knew would happen sooner or later, but it still was difficult to hear. “Congratulations Bo! I’m happy to hear your good news. Marriage is good for a man. Is it true that you’re gonna leave this place and start up new in another county?”

“Ya, Catana wants to leave here and, well . . . I want to myself. We don’t have any set plans yet. We’ve still got several things to decide.”

After a few days working together, Mr. Greeley talked to Bo. “If I could make a suggestion. . . . it’s something I’ve been thinking about for some time and maybe you’ll be interested. I have a brother in Kanab who’s getting old and needs to slow down. He’s been living alone for too long and works like he thinks he’s twenty. I know he’s been throwing around the idea of selling his place, sheep and all for some time, but he’s too bull-headed to take the final step. You know . . . putting it on the market. Now I can’t say anything for sure. . . . You know it’s just a possibility. I haven’t talked to him.”

His brother’s wife had been dead for many years and the few times Mr. Greeley had visited him, he felt that the only reason he stayed on was for the memories and just to keep busy.

“If you’re interested, I’ll give you some directions and write a letter to Ben explaining things. It’s real nice there. Absolutely beautiful!”

It was very hard for Catana to tell Chuck about her upcoming departure because of marriage plans. She dreaded the thoughts of having to tell a little boy who depended on her so much that she would have to go too. The house was quiet and the time was right. Catana sat down by Chuck on the davenport and lifted him up onto her lap. “How’s my boy doin’?”

He gave his usual shrug of the shoulders and answered, “OK.”

“I’ve got something to tell you. . . . It’s something real nice that’s gonna happen to me. You like nice things to happen to me, don’t you?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I’m going to get married!” He didn’t appear to understand. “I’m going to go away with that boy who’s been coming over. You know . . . Bo!”

“Yeah.”

“That means I have to leave here. It’s not that I want to leave you. . . . It’s that I want to go with Bo. I love him!”

Chuck didn’t say a word. His blank face told Catana he’d mastered another awful situation with his uncanny expressionless defense.

“Just remember Chuck, I’ll always love you. Do you still love me?” His face turned sad, and for the first time since he’d been at the orphanage, he cried. “Yes . . .” He sniffed away the tears and that was that. Catana knew he’d be making new friends and hoped he would be fine, but she’d be missing him as much as he would be missing her.

The happy couple’s vows were taken and the town had two less people. Another county seemed a more reasonable place to start out as the new Mr. and Mrs. Giles. After all, a nineteen-day courtship would be juicy gossip for years. Kanab, Utah, was a larger town than they formerly lived in and it also was in another county. Catana had only been out of Koosharem twice. For Bo it was just the right size. Not too big like New York and not as small as Koosharem. Bo felt his life could center around those old woolies. And if luck was on his side, they’d be his own woolies!

The trip went smoothly and their arrival into Kanab was made in good time. The first person they ran in to gave some good directions to the Greeley’s ranch. The rickety old carriage that held their few possessions squeaked to a stop. An older man was working on a fence close to the main entrance. Bo yelled at the old man. “Hello, could you tell me where Mr. Ben Greeley is?”

He hollered back, “Right here, partner. What can I do for you?”

Bo helped Catana down from the carriage and walked close to the man. “My name is Bo Giles and this is my wife, Catana. Your brother told us that you might be in the market to sell this place.” He paused as Mr. Greeley seemed very confused. “He asked me to give this letter to you and also this bag.” The small bag was handed over. “Don’t know what’s in it. He just asked me to give it to you.” Bo patted his chest and pockets until he found it moist and curled up in the shirt pocket that he’d patted down once already. “Here, sorry about its condition.”

Mr. Greeley could tell he was talking to a green, inexperienced businessman. His youthful appearance made him look years younger than he actually was. “How much ya gonna give me for this here place?” Mr. Greeley snarled. “Do you know how big it is or anything about it?” His taunting had a purpose. He knew he was talking to a sucker and a big one at that.

“Yes, Mr. Greeley. I wouldn’t have even considered it if I hadn’t checked it out first! There’s almost 120 acres with, say 1,500 sheep. You’ve got good water going through here and there’s plenty of good timothy grass around. Now . . . about the price?”

Mr. Greeley broke in after clearing his throat. “Let’s all get out of the sun and go up to the house. I’ll be able to read the letter a little easier too. My specks are in there.”

They walked into the house, and Catana quickly took in as much of the house as she could gracefully do while still acting like a guest. It was drab and dirty. The old curtains were pulled shut so it looked even worse. Catana had never lived in a fancy home, but it was always clean. Plain, but always tidy.

“How is it you know my brother?”

“I worked on his ranch this last year and he was real good to me! It was his suggestion that we come here.”

With glasses on, Mr. Greeley began to read the letter. Five minutes later he took off his glasses. “It’s sure nice to hear from him. He writes me two letters to my one. I just don’t have the knack. I hate to write letters.” He looked at Bo. “Do you hate it too?”

“Definitely! It’s not my thing either.” He looked at Catana. “Do you?”

“No . . . yes . . . I think I would like to. I’ve just never had anyone to write to.”

“Good, it’s the woman’s job. She can do it better!” Ben was thinking about the letters his wife wrote. “My brother’s really doing good, huh? Sometimes I worry about him.”

“Oh ya, he and the wife are doing real good.”

Catana asked her first question. “Mr. Greeley, it’s getting kind of late. Could you tell us where we could find some lodging . . . that’s not too expensive or far away?” Putting up strange cowboys for the night was common courtesy and regularly given to all who came through, but a couple who’d just gotten married wouldn’t want the cot or to stay in the barn.

“Well . . . I don’t have room for both of you here, so the Jensen Hotel would probably be your best bet. It’s not too bad a place. I think it’s the only one around, so . . .”

“That’ll be great. We don’t need much, just a roof over our heads,” Bo said. Catana was a little hurt, but didn’t say a word.

“How about you kids coming back tomorrow and I’ll be able to give you more of an answer. I’ll think about it real hard! I’ll sleep on it.” They shook hands and the directions were given to the Jensen Hotel.

“Oh, one more thing, if you don’t mind me asking,” said Bo. “What’s in the sack?”

“You don’t really want to know, do you? . . . Well . . . we exchange the same thing. Always! A boomerang. Someone gave it to him and it goes back and forth. This note said, ‘come see me sometime.’ It’s stupid. We’ve done it since we were in our twenties. That’s just what we do!”

Hotel arrangements were finalized in a dark lobby with a very grouchy old man. The room was small and painted a medium shade of brown. There was a bed, a table with a wash basin sitting on it, a chair, and a coat rack hanging on the wall. They were soon ready for bed and after some painfully shy delays, Catana slipped under the covers. Catana hardly appeared to be the blushing bride that most new husbands would expect. She was anxious and seemed quite serious, finally blurting out that a few things needed to be said. Bo couldn’t imagine what she was talking about. The thoughts of going to bed with Bo wasn’t her concern.

“Bo . . . there’s something that I haven’t told you. There really wasn’t a chance.” Bo’s mind started racing. She took another deep sigh and continued.

“There’s this spot on my head . . . uh . . . a bald spot on my head. I was burned as a small child. It was right after that when I was taken to the orphanage. That’s why I’m always careful to cover it just right.” She gingerly looked into Bo’s eyes. “I wanted you to know before, well . . . you’d be finding out sometime.”

“Is that all it is?” He put his arms around her and she knew everything would be fine.

“Hello Mr. Greeley!” Bo hollered before the buggy came to a complete stop. It was a nice day. The warm sun along with a gentle breeze made one feel good. Catana couldn’t help but scan the house and especially the front yard to see exactly what the condition was for a possible future garden. It was acceptable and looked to need a lot of work, but in her mind . . . it would be an honor to have her very own garden.

“Come on in. I think we just might make a deal.” Bo was delighted. Things were looking up.

“I’ve been ranching for most of my life. Put in fifty-eight hard years here. Can’t say as it looks its best, but it could with some young blood running through it. So, you can put $2,000.00 down, huh?”

“Anytime you want it, Mr. Greenley,” Bo proudly stated.

“You can call me Ben. I think you’ve come at just the right time. . . . The idea of selling this place has been buzzing around in my head for a few years, but it’s hard to do something like this. Ya know? Wouldn’t do it if Mark hadn’t written what a good guy you were.”

Bo and Catana nodded their heads again, yes. He put his hand out for Bo to shake and quickly pulled back. “Oh, there’s just one catch. I think you’ll be happy about it though. You’ll be needing him. My one and only hand, Mac, who’s been with me for a whole hell of a lot of years, well . . . he’ll be out of a job if he leaves here. He’s real dependable and a nice quiet guy. He just needs a place to sleep and a small paycheck. He has nowhere else to go. I’m sure he’ll stay on if you need him. He’s not married. Never did, so . . .”

Bo thought for a minute. “I’d be grateful if he could stay. I’ll need the help and advice of an experienced man. Thanks!”

“I haven’t told him about my plans, so it’s not too late.” Ben looked at the happy twosome, who looked like a million, and knew how delighted they were. “OK then, it’s a deal?” He put out his hand again and they shook on it.

Bo deposited the money into the bank the next day and the loan was secured for the balance owing.

Ben wanted to stay on until he’d gotten a few things back into order. It was a matter of pride. He wasn’t going to give it up until it was spruced up and in good working order. It might take until the first of the year, but that was also agreed and settled on.

Ben Greeley was a salty old timer who was in good physical shape, even for a man twenty years younger. He’d been thinking about going back East somewhere to see and do all that he’d planned to do with his wife in their later years. His life had been much too boring and he didn’t want to end his life docking some squirmy lamb’s tail.

When the townspeople heard about the sale of the property going to a complete stranger, especially one from another town, hostility ran wild. Word of the sale spread like measles! The fact that no one had the slightest suspicion that the land was even being considered up for sale was hard to take. The town’s banker, who finalized the sale, was given a hard time for even doing business with them. The few people who Bo and Catana saw seemed cold and unfriendly. They soon got the message. The hotel clerk told them about a boarding house with a vacancy. The clerk’s ulterior motive was really to get them out of his establishment and gain the respect of his friends again. The new Mr. and Mrs. Giles decided that the further they were from town . . . the better.

The boarding house was farther out and had a nice old lady landlord. She wasn’t the least bit interested in the gossip going around about the Giles, and was only concerned with people for their genuine qualities. Her name was Bonnie Gilbert. They still felt uncomfortable and tried to keep as low a profile as possible. The trips to the general store were made as infrequently as they could because of the feelings one could tell were still there.

Bo had been going to work daily with Ben and Mac to learn everything there was to know about his property. Catana stayed at the house with Bonnie, but was still so lonely that she’d make up any excuse to be around her for the conversation. She helped with the chores in the house and sat down at the table helping while Bonnie cooked for the eleven people who came down at night for supper. She was grateful for the only woman’s companionship she had.

Bo and Catana sat down together one night and discussed whether the choice they had made in choosing this town was right. It was such a cold and unfriendly place. Would they change in time and accept them for what they really were?

Ben asked Bo to go home after their day’s work was finished and bring Catana back for a visit. He knew she’d be thrilled to get out of the place that was starting to feel like a prison to her.

The ride over to their future home brought some conversation that was much needed. “I can’t believe how beautiful the melted gray-looking mountains are with their little white hats on, and oh, so many cedar trees.” Bo simply drove the carriage and occasionally gave a “Yes” . . . or . . . “Great!” Catana could hardly believe how beautiful everything was. The red dirt filled with sagebrush and wild flowers were in full bloom. “Yes sir, I think I’d love having a house here and . . .” She looked at Bo, who had no idea what she was talking about. He had to pay close attention so as not to spook the horse and pay attention to the terrible squeaking noise that the carriage had. He just tried to get there safely. Catana realized that her hopes and big dreams for the house might be hers only until the house was reality. She left it at that.

“Come in . . . sit, sit!” Bo sat down in an easy chair. Catana sat down on the arm of a chair that had a pile of clothes on it. She had noticed that the place had been dusted off a bit and looked a little more presentable.

“Now Bo, Catana . . . I’ve heard some of the town gossip. You must have felt it too.” Bo nodded. “Well, I’m not going to leave you in this mess trying to start out here that way. First of all, I want you to move in right now.” Catana’s spirits perked up. “That is, if you don’t mind me staying for a while . . . till the first of the year, that is. Next, I’ve seen you don’t have much in the way of furniture and if you don’t mind this old worn out stuff, you’re welcome to mine. I can’t take it with me, and I certainly would like to see a fine lady make it shine like it use to. Yes sir . . . Mom had it real nice in here. She took a lot of time and made it real purdy!” He sat there in a silent stare, remembering as though it was yesterday. He looked directly at Catana.

“Mr. Greeley . . . I don’t know what to say. You’ve done so much for us already! Thank you. I’ll make things look as good as I can. Oh, thank you!”

“My name is Ben, OK?” She smiled as she nodded her head.

They left to pick up their belongings and moved in late that night. Ben set up a cot in Mac’s room, and the two slept inches apart from each other because of the room’s small size.

Bo had the privilege of getting to know Mac quite well. Catana, however, didn’t meet Mac until the following day. It was a mutual friendship built by the need each had in subconsciously helping each other. Mac was the father figure that Catana needed, and Catana was the kind, friendly person that Mac needed. She was also a beautiful woman who just might be a good friend. They hit it off very well.

Mac wasn’t a talkative person. What had to be said was, and what needn’t be said, wasn’t. He was tall and lanky and appeared fragile, but his long muscles were in top shape from the many years of strenuous work. He was not handsome, but uniquely appealing. For what reason, one couldn’t figure out.

Catana gave the house a welcomed woman’s touch and found a place for everything, then put it there. The bed sheets used for the last few years had to be washed over and over to get them back to a semiwhite color. For the first time since Mrs. Greeley had died, there was a bouquet of flowers sitting on the kitchen table.

The smell was something that Ben remembered from years before and it warmed his heart to see and smell them again. The house took on a good shape and started to run nicely, but Catana tried not to change things drastically.

Mile upon mile of fencing was checked and repaired as needed. The whole picture was just plain hard work. It was an endless chore that would have been very boring if Bo had been alone. Either Mac or Ben was always with him, showing him all the ropes and his property lines. The hours were sometimes spent talking about the town’s history, and he was also informed as to who was who and what one did to get ahead in the town of Kanab. Bo listened carefully as he knew the information could be of value someday. The part about how to get ahead was something he’d have to decide for himself. Ben added some inspiring words he’d always lived by: “You get what you earn, son, never more, never less!” Bo found the saying to be almost the same thing he’d heard his whole life. He thought . . . must be a popular thing to say. The fact that he did live by those words were welcomed.

Christmas was the time of year that Catana hated most. Her days at the orphanage had been spent with a dry spirit that the guardians spread to all the children. The insincerity of the occasion rubbed off on all of them.

The orphaned children paid special attention to the talk other children had about their families and the general behavior one had within a family. It didn’t take long to realize that the artificial love and cold rituals that they experienced were not that of a real normal family at Christmas.

The super-generous town council gave a tree to the orphanage every year, which never stood more than three feet tall. When they were lucky, they also received a sackful of hand me downs to rummage through. It was just a little something from the men who ran the town and who cared so deeply for the unfortunate rug rats. The tree was decorated with eight candles, and it was lit for about thirty minutes on Christmas day. The only thing Catana remembered vividly about her days at the orphanage with any happiness was when each candle was lit, then watching it burn. Every child’s eye was focused in quiet meditation, careful not to miss out on a thing. The end of each candle’s life was a frustrating sight, but that last holdout finishing its act with a puff of smoke was downright cruel. The rest of the day was spent doing regular chores. No Christmas dinner, presents, or caroling. Except for the candles on the tree, there were no good memories.

Catana was determined to take advantage of her newfound family and make the most of it. She would definitely have a Merry Christmas! Everyone would have a Merry Christmas! A pile of things were stacked up in one corner of the house and covered by an old quilt. The largest item found was an old spinning jenny. The discovery promoted her creativity for some surprise Christmas gifts. With Bo’s help getting the old thing to work again, and after much trial and error, it produced a fine strand of wool for her to work with. Three scarfs were crocheted. One for Mac, one for Ben, and one for Bo, who hadn’t expected one. They were finished in record time because of the delight it brought her. They looked store-bought new and were wrapped with her special love. The same day that they brought in the Christmas tree, three gifts were placed under its branches. Little did she know, she too would be a future recipient of a homemade gift.

Christmas morning found four happy adults sitting near the tree waiting for the joy that their presents would bring to each other. At Catana’s request, her presents were opened first. She was delighted with all of the praise and felt that her time and effort were worth every second it took. Bo asked her to open his next. She opened a small box to find a beautiful selection of lace hankies pinned in a fanlike manner to a paper. She was thrilled because she had never owned one in her life. The orphanage had supplied everyone with old bed sheets torn up into small squares whenever a handkerchief was needed. Now she had what other fine ladies had. The status of a lace hankie would help her image as an older, more adult woman of the world. She reached over and gave Bo a big kiss. “Thanks hon. I’ll think of you every time I cry.” Bo laughed. “You hadn’t better! I don’t want a thing to do with you when you’re crying!”

Ben handed Catana his gift. She opened the small box while she kept an eye on him. “You know, Ben, . . . I feel guilty with all you’ve given us already, but still another?” She took the newspaper off the box and stared at the beautiful broach inside. “It’s lovely, Ben. I’ve never . . . Oh, thank you!”

“It was Helen’s. I’ve had it all these years and couldn’t bear to part with it. You’ll wear it just as pretty, I’m sure.” Catana had a gentle warm smile on her face that told exactly what she felt. Ben was happy with his decision and who the new owner would be. She leaned over and placed a kiss on his cheek.

Bo handed Catana another present. “This is for both of us, but I know how much you like to tear into things . . . Go ahead—open it.” She happily complied. It had been the present under the tree that she kept her eye on and wondered about. It was wrapped in more newsprint and tied up with string, and was marked: To the Giles—Merry Christmas! From Mac. She tore off the wrapping and smiled into the large mirror. “Mac, this must have cost a fortune! You shouldn’t have.”

“Ah. It hardly cost a thing. Ben gave me an old mirror that had a broken frame because it fell off the wall, but the mirror was still good. I just carved another frame. Ain’t nothin’ . . . I like fiddling around with wood. Keeps me out of trouble!” “It’s beautiful, Mac. Looks store-bought. I’ll put it up in the parlor here somewhere.” Catana’s eyes searched around for just the right spot. “Bo! How about taking down that picture over there and putting it up behind the divan?” Almost at the same time she said the words she looked over at Ben. Her conscience was telling her that she might be hurting Ben’s feelings by rearranging his things.

Ben spoke up. “That’s the very place that Helen had it for years and years. Mac put up that old picture to cover up the dirty marks around it. It’ll be real happy to go back home.”

Bo nodded his head and commented how odd that was. “It’s real nice, Mac. That must be the place it wants to be!”

A feeling of contentment radiated through the house and especially in Catana’s mind. She had all she ever wanted . . . a real family, a new house, and a new life.

The last day of December was filled with a melancholy gloom that was imbedded in the hearts of all four of them. Mac had lived with Ben for so long that a part of him would be leaving too. It was against Mac’s nature to show much if any emotion, but Ben could tell exactly how much he cared. The Giles were also so grateful to Ben that their loss was sincerely felt. However, the one who was really hurting was Ben.

The last few weeks were filled with silent second thoughts and an uneasy feeling about what his future might bring. Ben knew he couldn’t take away what he’d already promised the Giles. Then there was also the contract that was set in stone. So want to or not . . . he would leave looking as happy as his acting skills could muster. The good-byes were short and sweet, and the promise of future letters and hopefully a visit would make things seem like they were not so final. Only time made three people sharing the same house seem right again, even though Mac usually made his presence known only around suppertime.
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Hot July days made dust and flies plentiful, however Catana always looked her best. There was rarely a hair on her head out of place because of the habit she had of checking it often. The trauma about her scar still carried through in her daily life. Catana received an unexpected visit from her husband who decided to quit his chores and stop in for lunch. His visit came at a good time. Catana had been thinking of a way to confront Bo with some news she hoped he would be happy to hear.

“How’s my old lady?” Bo bravely said for the first time.

“You’re gonna get mud for lunch, ya know.” Catana’s smile suddenly changed to a serious face.

“I’ve been wanting to talk to you, Bo. I’m gonna make a new dress.”

Bo took a mouthful of lunch and mumbled. “How much money in your jar?”

“Oh, there’s enough for about, oh, three yards of material, six buttons, a little lace, and a skein of yarn.”

“What’s the yarn for? Gonna crochet me a soft saddle?” He took a big bite out of his sandwich.

Catana tried not to let her prepared introduction to fatherhood be tossed aside. She continued. “Booties.” Bo said nothing and just as she was about to repeat herself, he screamed, “Booties! As in baby booties?”

Catana just smiled at him. “Yes hon, I’ll need them finished in about five months.”

Bo hardly let her finish when he let it all out. His happiness was very apparent. “Hot diggity damn! Is everything OK? Are you sick or anything?”

She smiled with everything in her. “I’m just fine, Bo. I couldn’t be better.” Then she added, “or happier!”

Money hadn’t been a problem until the mother-to-be started talking about what the baby must have to ensure a happy, healthy baby. “We’re talking about the baby now! You promised me Bo Giles, that I’d have everything I needed. This kid’s gonna need some stuff too, and we have to have it before it comes.” “Now don’t get upset, Tana. We’ll get it. We’ll get it!”

Bo sold two sheep. He knew that every sheep he possessed was important, but so was his baby. They got their few needs met and it made for a contented mother. Catana’s spirits were high as the clouds. She knew she’d never be the one with a black cloud hanging over her. Yes sir, things were looking up. Being pregnant was the most wonderful thing that could happen. It was just what she wanted . . . a baby to love and care for. She was anxious and very excited even though the baby business was a new venture she knew little about.

The orphanage was a place that expected clean talk and pure hearts. That meant the subject of sex was a definite taboo. And heaven forbid, the one who initiated such evil conversation . . . well. Little did the old maids know . . . the subject came up often. Unfortunately, not all of it was correct. Nevertheless, Catana had a pretty good idea about what to expect from her pregnancy. She did feel nauseated and occasionally threw up, but never complained or expected anyone’s sympathy.

The first time Catana felt life was in her fifth month. Bo had been working outside as usual and Catana took a minute to lay down because of the occasional weak spells she experienced. She felt an unfamiliar twitch. She wondered if it could possibly be her baby. After laying there for a few minutes hoping to feel it again, she started to get up when she felt another sensation. The excitement she felt at the first true meeting of her unborn child was overwhelming. There it was, so close yet so far away, with this being their only form of communication. Its being alive was her biggest concern. The twinges she thought to be the baby didn’t happen again for several days.

The maternity clothes she wore weren’t at all attractive, but there was an air of happiness about her that radiated the beautiful woman inside. Now, the biggest and only upsetting problem Catana faced with her large abdomen was the frequent task of doing the dishes. She had to lean over the sharp edge of the counter farther than normal so as not to push up against her tender belly too hard, which left her with a dandy of a backache. Each night a welcomed backrub was given, which helped Catana sleep better. Bo would lie with his back to her large abdomen and enjoy his prizefighter’s maneuvers. During the day when Bo would pop in for something at home, he’d put his hand on Catana’s prenatal boarding house and hoped for some kind of a response. This delighted Catana, knowing he was going to make a loving, caring father. This was absolutely necessary for her child and it could be no other way! She would not deprive her child of the things she missed out on. Namely a father and mother!

Catana had been feeling slow and very awkward. Her walk looked like a waddle. Her middle was so tight and stretched that she wondered if she was getting too big. She had so many stretch marks on her belly and on the top’s of her legs. She had never seen a stretch mark before. The thought of delivering such a huge baby was a scary one because most people knew that some mothers and babies die because they cannot get the baby’s shoulders out. As an inexperienced mother she couldn’t tell. Her regular weight was 115 pounds and she was up to 155.

Bo and Mac had secretly made a cradle for the about-to-be little person who would come into their lives. They made it in their free time on the range. The sanding and polishing was done in Mac’s room, which kept it completely secret from Catana.

On December 15, 1912, it was presented to the mother-to-be, and was such a wonderful surprise. “Bo, it’s beautiful! You’ve done such a nice job.” She wrapped her arms around him and gave him a big kiss. “Mac, what can I say . . . I know you must have helped or at least shown him how—thank you!” Mac was really thinking how he did most of it, but he let Bo take the credit. Bo put the cradle into the bedroom. Catana sat on the bed admiring the new addition to the bedroom and decided to move it to another location. This brought about a few more labor pains.

Catana felt one should endure the pain of childbirth quietly and be happy with every contraction, and she kept quiet for several more hours, knowing that the birth of a firstborn takes a long time. She talked to Bo. “Hon. I have a feeling that the baby’s gonna sleep right here tonight.” She was pointing at the cradle. “Go see if Sara Gardner can come over and keep me company while you get Doc Taylor.” Bo was getting very nervous and grabbed for his coat, missing the rack entirely.

“Is it time? Are you sure?” She kept her hands on her stomach and nodded her head, yes.

“Don’t worry about a thing. I’ll be back as soon as I can so don’t go anywhere, OK?” She smiled. He left, and soon Sara came in without knocking, huffing, out of breath. She looked at Catana sitting on a kitchen chair at the table and went back to the door to call out to Bo. “She’s alright . . . Go get the doc.” She came back in and all of a sudden things started fast and hard. They decided that the bedroom would be a better place to wait. Catana waddled into the room. Within fifteen minutes there were three people occupying the bedroom. Warren was small, but in excellent health. His tiny size made for an easier delivery that went faster than most.

Bo and Doc Taylor came into the room with lightning speed, which stopped the moment they saw that everything was over and well taken care of. Catana watched as Bo gazed proudly, checking every inch of his new son. She would always remember his face—amazed, but still very proud.

Doc Taylor checked both patients over and agreed that he couldn’t have done any better if he’d tried. “You know that you’re extremely lucky to have delivered so quickly.” Catana was thinking about the many, many hours of labor she hadn’t told anyone about. “One thing Catana . . . that baby came so quickly that your next one probably won’t give you time to whistle. So call me before you go into labor!” His joke wasn’t appreciated at all because all eyes were on the littlest member of the Giles household. The small bundle was wrapped up with two tiny eyes staring up looking all around. Warren fit into the family easily and was as good as gold. Even Mac took a grandfatherly interest and held him when he got the chance.

Sometime after Warren’s birth Catana was lying in her bed and feeling very emotional. She sat up and looked into the cradle. “That little kid in there’s gonna be loved and kept around no matter what kind of problems we have! How could anyone give up their very own child?” She was on the verge of tears. She looked into those two perfect warm, innocent eyes.

Bo thought this might be a good time to find out a few things she’d never talked about before. “Do you know exactly why you were taken to the orphanage?” Bo gently asked. She shrugged her shoulders and lowered her head.

“The only thing I know is that after I was burned, I must not have been worth keeping—to either of them! Our boy will always know who his parents are and truly know he can depend on us.” She was starting to cry. Bo had never seen her do this before, and he tried to comfort her.

“I know you feel really bad about this. I’ve never asked before, but how did you get burned?”

“Ya know . . . I don’t think I really remember it actually happening, but I fell into a fire pit while I was running around with one of my sisters . . . or was it a brother? Something like that. I do remember the burn that took off my hair and it hurt really . . . really bad.”

Bo wrapped his arms around her and tried to talk away some of the painful memory. “It’s OK . . . It’s OK!” Her almost forgotten feelings from when she was young were felt as strong as ever.
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Their next Christmas was filled with the love only a child could bring. Bo lovingly referred to Warren as his little critter and Catana referred to Bo as the biggest critter. All of the critters had a wonderful and happy life to look forward to. Eleven-month-old Warren was still small, but wiry and already walking. The thought of showing him off was in the back of Catana’s mind as she was hoping to get Bo to take her with him the next time he went into town. But before they had a chance to take that trip, the Giles had a very sick little boy. Doc Taylor was called and within a few hours he came over to check him out.

“He’s got a fever for sure doc, but I can tell something else is wrong. He hasn’t eaten much for two days and when I change his diaper . . . he just lays still. That’s really strange!”

Doc checked him over thoroughly. After listening to his chest for quite a while, the doc made a diagnosis. “Tana . . . this kid’s gonna be just fine in a few days. There’s nothing to worry about now. He’s going to snap back to his old self. Just keep him warm and watch him carefully.” Although Bo was worried, he had to get on with badly needed chores. He left the second Doc Taylor announced that he’d be fine. A slight case of pneumonia couldn’t be too bad. Catana had heard that if it’s bad . . . you die, but if it’s not bad, you’ll become all the stronger because of it.

The next trip into town came as soon as Warren was running around feeling his old self again. The children in town that they happened upon made Catana very anxious. All of the kids were larger than Warren, even the girls. There was one pretty girl dressed up in lace and curls who was much younger, but still much bigger. Bo repeated several times that some kids grow early . . . some late.

Bo felt it was nothing to be concerned about anyway, but her instincts told her differently. A doubt was stored in Catana’s mind and nothing could pull it out.

The next bout with what they thought was pneumonia, again came a few months later, but this time it was much worse: Feeling often for that moist hot head and hearing a weak cry made Catana realize that this one would be a bad one. Doc stayed the better part of two nights, using a steam tent to help Warren breathe. Doc’s gut feelings were that this would become a pattern. Fifteen-month-old Warren was given a diagnosis of asthma by the doc. It wasn’t going to be easy to live with, but Catana decided to take it as it came, and deal with it the best that they could.

The month of January was one in which Bo usually spent days away from home taking supplies up to Mac, who stayed with the herd for weeks at a time. It began to get difficult to stay up several days and nights with little sleep tending to a sick boy. Sara Gardner would come over and give Catana a break to have a bath, take a nap, or whatever was needed. With Sara’s help, she was able to cope again. Because of that unselfish help, a bond was built between the two that was deep, honest, and equal.

A lovely garden was one thing that Catana thoroughly enjoyed. A garden full of flowers meant more to her than anything, other than family. The urge would hit her in early spring, and sometimes even in late winter, and she would start deciding where all the different seeds would be placed in the garden.

The summer months were much better on Warren’s asthma and Catana was able to give some of her time to her outside duties. Unfortunately, after all of her chores were done inside and she spent some quality time with Warren, it didn’t leave much time for the job she really longed to do. All the time she was working in the house, she’d be thinking about the job she wanted to accomplish outside. When they first arrived at the ranch, Catana took a good look around the yard to see what she had to work with. It was evident that the previous owner had taken an interest and planted different flowers and shrubs around the house, both in the front and back. There were still a few hardy types, surviving here and there, but often disregarding their borders. Some hardy plants were found as far as twenty feet away from their origination. Catana left things pretty much as they were the first year so as not to offend Ben. The next year, although pregnant, Catana worked until she made a definite change. The only thing Bo did was mix some sheep manure into the soil and till the garden.

When Catana left the orphanage, she snapped off and saved several flower heads to dry and use for her future garden. She felt very deserving of these as she was the one who cared for the beautiful gardens. Marigolds, Iris & Daylilies were her specialty . . . hardy and colorful.

The end of the year’s work was almost as much as starting the garden up. Cleaning out flower beds, snapping off flower heads for the next year, sorting and marking what and where they would go for the next year. She had a uniform plan on both sides of the front gardens. What, when, and where everything was to go. The larger plants in the back and the smallest to the front. It didn’t matter to most folks, but it was real important to Catana. Luckily, her colorful garden would bring comments from a few people and her favorite conversation would begin. She thrived on the praise given and delighted in giving others advice. It was a familiar sight to see her with a straw hat tied with a scarf to secure it from the frequent winds.

Not all of the women in town knew Catana Giles’s name, but all they had to mention was the woman with the beautiful garden and everyone would know who it was. It was Sara Gardner who told Catana about her reputation of being the gardener who lived at this house, and it made her work all the harder to put a little more frosting on the garden cake.

From the time Catana was five years old she worked in the garden weeding, raking, watering, and planting. In her older years she had complete charge of the gardens and had others helping her. The time she spent alone in her garden was free of problems, and was filled with a burning desire to accomplish Mother Nature’s design. It was as though she was the parent plant, helping the tiny, frail things thrive. She was responsible and grew lovely children. There were two gardens located on the orphanage grounds. The first and most impressive was the front, around a small area of grass. She could still remember exactly where and what went in every spot of the mounds. She loved it so much that she almost duplicated it in her front yard. The arrangement was different, but the flowers were the same. Bo referred to her gardens as her special area and would jokingly apologize if he stepped on any part even close to it. The time spent working in the yard was always done when Bo was gone. She felt it was her duty to be with her man when he was home. Catana always saved many more seeds than she needed in hopes of trading them with others.

Sara Gardner was well known in town and helped her trade seeds for many things she’d never seen before. The hot summer months could not sustain plants of a delicate nature because some years the drought almost killed everything, but she did have many beauties. In Catana’s eyes, she had a splendid botanical masterpiece, and her eyes were the only important ones. Her peaceful grounds were worth every minute she spent sweating.

The slow reception received by the Giles family made for few friends, or for that matter, even casual acquaintances. The people they heard about were always from Sara. It was a craving Catana had to hear anything about anyone. She thrived on news about others and in her own private way, wished she too had something newsworthy to talk about.

The last visit from Sara also brought an invitation. “How would you like to come over to my house for a luncheon? I’ll invite anyone you’d like to meet and then we could come back here so you can show off your beautiful yard! Well . . . ?” Catana had a smile on her face from the minute she heard about the invitation. “Well . . . OK! . . . I’d just love to meet some of your friends.” She clarified her statement . . . “Anyone!”

“Alright now . . . how about the first week in July? Two weeks should give me plenty of time to get things ready and everyone invited. Now . . . who do you want to come? Mrs. Hensbrood has the most influence with the women around here. You know about her . . .” Catana’s eyes looked up and she nodded her head in a disgusted way. “Whatever she says goes. The end! The old bag’s been around for so long that it’s no wonder she thinks she knows it all. In spite of my feelings, she should be first on the list.”

“I’ll do anything to meet her. Do you really think she’ll come?”

“Oh, she’ll come alright. She wouldn’t take a chance on some of us being there talking about her. . . . She’d come with four black eyes and a teapot on her head.”

“Good, I’ll help you any way I can. Could I bake some pies or . . .”

“Thanks hon, but I’ll take care of all that. You’d better gear up to have that witch in your house ’cause she’ll make you as nervous as she does everyone else. I’m starting to get the hang of some of her devious ways and I enjoy watching her after I put her down. No one else had the nerve but me, and I’m still alive. She does give a look that could kill. I swear!” She produced a big smile. “I just love it!” The rest of the day was spent planning and getting the invitations correct before Sara had one of her boys ride out to the homes with them.

The excitement of the coming party made her work both inside and out go swiftly. Warren always played nearby in the shade. He always found the need to be by his mom. The need was usually bribery with some kind of a treat. She was very happy with the way things were shaping up. Bo was glad too. He knew that she needed more in the way of friends and gave her his support. On the day of the party, Warren was not feeling well and she asked Bo to ride over to Sara’s house and tell her that she couldn’t be at the luncheon, but that she would still like to have everyone come to her house afterward. . . . Bo left to take her message when Catana came upon a nice surprise sitting on the table. Bo had purchased a vase earlier in the week and waited for the party to surprise her with it, filled with flowers from the yard. A paper was near that simply said . . . With love, Bo. The gesture was rarely made, but greatly appreciated. In the back of her head, she was hoping that the flowers cut from the garden were not showing.

Catana sat down in her clean house with Warren on her lap to wait for what she hoped would be her introduction to society. The buggies rolled up and Catana went outside to help some of the older ladies down. It was 4:00 p.m., and because the luncheon lasted longer than planned, she worried that some of them would be bracing at the bit to leave and make supper for their own families. Every one of the women made a nice comment about the yard, then stepped inside.

Bo had been home for only minutes when he saw that more chairs were needed, so he came in with some. He put a chair in back of Mrs. Hensbrood and tapped her on the shoulder. “Sit down . . . take a load off!” She turned and gave one of her looks that was intended for death because of the surprise. Bo immediately left the room and decided he was safer with Warren, who was bored to death. Staying away was good for them because the coughing and runny nose would be in another room.

Everyone who was invited came for the free lunch and to see the Giles’s home and gardens. It was getting quite uncomfortable for the group, which stared in silence until the stillness was broken by Catana’s voice. “How did your luncheon turn out?” Mrs. Hensbrood took over from there.

“My dear . . . it’s too bad you couldn’t come. After all, it was in your honor. It was lovely. Sara always knows the proper thing to do. Tell me does this son of yours get sick often? I’ve heard about these poor kids, the ones with that awful asthma. Will he grow up normally? I mean, will he always have it?”

Catana didn’t know which question to answer first. “Well . . . yes, he’ll always have it, but it might get better. I don’t think it’ll stop him from living too bad a life.” Mrs. Hensbrood continued as if she hadn’t stopped. “I knew about this man who was only twenty-two years old and he strangled to death right in front of his whole family. There were several small children there too. They say he gasped and choked for a few minutes then, boom! He fell flat on the floor dead!” Mrs. Hensbrood shook her head as if it was a terrible shame. Catana was sitting there with her mouth open, feeling somewhat astounded. Sara had only heard the last of her story because she was in the back room talking to Bo and checking on Warren, but she put a stop to it fast.

“Mrs. Hensbrood! That’s not the kind of story Catana needs to hear now. I’m sure it doesn’t happen often, and even if it did happen, it’s probably a story that’s been told a hundred times and gotten worse every time.”

“No!” Mrs. Hensbrood insisted, “This happened to my uncle’s brother, Dean. It’s pure fact, Sara. I don’t go around telling stories that are lies, my dear. What kind of a person do you think I am?” Sara had to bite her tongue from answering what kind of a person she thought she was.

“Now, now, Mrs. Hensbrood . . . You know I didn’t mean anything bad by that. It’s just that this isn’t the time for sad stories. It’s a party.”

Catana interrupted the happy twosome. “Would anyone care for some coffee or tea? There is pumpkin and mincemeat pie, made by Sara, on the table. Please . . . help yourself.” The women started in with separate conversations and appeared to be having a good time.

It was starting to get late and Sara decided to do some public relations work on Catana’s behalf. “Did you ladies know that Catana does all of her own yard work? I personally think it’s the most beautiful yard I’ve ever seen!” All of the ladies agreed.

“I’m sure Ben Greeley would flip if he could see it now.” One of the ladies replied.

Mrs. Hensbrood opened her big mouth again. “Oh, don’t you ladies remember how nice Helen used to keep this yard? She had one of the ranch hands help her and it was truly a showcase. I’m sure if you look around you could see some of what’s left. Isn’t that true, Catana dear?” She didn’t give her time to reply and went on. “Some of those roses are from her plantings, aren’t they dear?”

“Yes, she must have had it nice at one time. It’s just too bad that it was let go like it was when I moved in because I’ve had a lot to do.” She broke into a pleasant smile. “Do you do your own yard work, Mrs. Hensbrood?”

“Oh dear . . . I leave that to the men.” Her statement brought another hush to the room.

Sara came to the rescue, ending what should have not been started. “It’s starting on six, ladies. . . . Don’t you think we’d better be leaving?”

Everyone, including Mrs. Hensbrood, thanked Catana and Sara for the nice time everyone had. Catana went outside with the group and helped some of them into their carriages. The buggy belonging to Mrs. Hensbrood was sitting a bit odd as they approached, then soon found out the wheel was starting to lean at such an angle that it would eventually fall off. Catana offered to lend her theirs and called Bo to get it out of the barn. He hollered back that he’d have it done in a flash, but asked them back inside until he hooked the horse up to the rig. He was done in no time and went inside to tell the ladies it was ready to roll. The talk had been strained, but for the most part went fine. Mrs. Hensbrood had taken three other ladies with her in the carriage and would be letting them off at their homes. They filed out and walked up to the replacement that would be taking them home.

Bo greeted the ladies in his stylish manner. “Hello there, ladies. . . . Hope you had a good time tonight! Nothin’ like a bunch of ladies with the gift of gab!” He looked at Catana and decided he’d gone far enough. Since it was getting dark, he put his hand out for Mrs. Hensbrood to help her up into the carriage. “You can keep this for a while. We don’t use it too often. I’ll come by one day and bring yours back in working order.” He took her hand as he boosted her up. He put out his hand for the next lady, but turned around when he heard a piercing scream. Mrs. Hensbrood was waving her hand in the air as if she had a ball of fire and was trying to put it out. “What is it?” she screamed loudly. “This stuff . . . Ohhh!” She was out of the shaded buggy and saw some slimy looking stuff all over her hand. Bo took a closer look into the carriage and came up with the answer.

“It’s Tiger! She’s had her babies in here. Four of ’em!” Four baby kittens had just been born on the front seat of the carriage. Mrs. Hensbrood had moved over to make room for the others when her hand came down on the still wet delivery table.

Catana felt sorry for the embarrassment and shock the ladies must have been going through.

“Please come with me. We’ll go in and clean you off. I’m so sorry. She must have just had them. She was hanging around this morning and was fat as could be.” Bo moved the babies and cleaned up the mess. After all of the ladies finally left, Catana sat down and laughed at the last few hours.

“If I wasn’t so mad at that lady, I might feel sorry for her. But . . . I loved it! To happen to her of all people. Wait until I tell Sara about this. She’ll pay me!” Catana felt, that except for the unintended mess that Mrs. Hensbrood encountered, the party was only OK. But the part where delivery tables turn up . . . superb! Bo sat down beside Catana and smiled real big.

“It took the starch out of her, didn’t it?” They both got ready for bed after checking on Warren, who was sleeping like a log. They crawled into bed after deciding that the late dessert they ate was enough to tide them over until morning.

“How did everything else go, tonight?”

“Just fine, Bo, just fine, but I think it’ll be the last time I throw a party. Some of them are so stuffy! Do you know what I mean?” Bo knew. He’d seen more than his share back in the town where he’d been raised. “When Sara used to tell me all about the ladies, I really wanted to meet them. Oh! I’ve been invited to the lady’s house herself! Mrs. Hensbrood has invited me to her house at the end of August.”

“What’s she gonna have . . . an old-fashioned hanging for everyone to see?”

“Bo, she’s a snobbish old lady, but I have the feeling that there might be a reason for some of it. Who knows, maybe she’ll mellow out a bit. Sara sure does hate her though. Wow, does she.”

“Who knows, Tana. . . . maybe she longs to be middle-aged and has corns under them boats that hurt like hell. She didn’t smile all night, did she?”

“Not once!”

“See? Her feet were killing her!”

The next day Catana rode out to talk to Sara. Mainly to exchange Mrs. Hensbrood stories. They decided to find out what and who the real Mrs. Hensbrood is, and that meant both of them going to the next party.

“Who knows,” Sara charged, “maybe she’s really a prison escapee and chewed through her chains with one bite! She can cut through steel . . . ya know.”

“OK, Sara . . . I think we’ve destroyed about every inch of her now. Let’s try to be civil about this and stop all the malarkey.” The two finished their coffee and Catana left for home.

August 28 was the date set for the get-together at Mrs. Hensbrood’s ranch. The house was close to town and one of the largest in the country. Mr. Hensbrood had been dead nearly three years. The ranch ran smoothly and prosperously by none other than the little Mrs.

An additional note had been sent out with the invitation—for those who desire it, could bring along some sort of stitchery to be done while they were visiting with each other. Catana had given it much thought. She wanted to bring something that would impress others, but she spent so much time outside, that she had no project going. . . . It wasn’t important to her as she just mended only what really needed to be done. She was happy to build a creation, such as the scarves, which were the only things she’d ever enjoyed and created. The fact was . . . she needed a project. She was obligated to have one. Darning was an excruciating pain in the neck. She had an idea. There was a bag filled with crochet threads and what not, left over from Helen’s stuff, so maybe there would be something she could use in there for the project. It had been just another thing left by Ben. She located the bag and pulled the top stuff out. Inside was a four-foot-long pink scarf. It was a beautiful, silk, wrinkled-up piece, and it was kind of hard to decide what it was. The ragged, brown sack that kept the secret scarf inside was not worthy of its precious load. It had been crocheted with a delicate silk thread and one end had five inches of dangling fringe. There was a musty smell about it, but the shine of the thread was still bright. Catana looked admiringly at the item she held in her hands. She’d seen many crocheted items, but none with a thread that was so silky and smooth. Her mind started to wander, wondering where in the house this was meant to go. She pinned it down to two possible places. She laid it on the bureau, which was a beautiful piece of furniture, then tried to lay it on top of the bedroom dresser.

Catana had decided to finish the project and hopefully give it its finishing touches. She worked carefully to give it the same pull as the previous creator had and hoped for the best. One thing had been bothering her. It was so pretty and had waited so long to be finished that it should be finished in the way that it was meant to be. The length would definitely need to be extended, but how long? She had gotten the hang of the stitch combination and was sure that it would be the project that she would take. It had to be aired out for a day as well as spraying some perfume on it for that added touch. If anyone asked about it, she would tell, and if not, it would remain her secret.

It was a beautiful August night with a breeze that Mrs. Hensbrood ordered specially to make her party the best of the best. Sara had only been to the Hensbrood home once before, and was delighted to get the opportunity again. Catana picked up Sara and arrived exactly on time—6 p.m. Their reasons for being at the party were the same, but each was also hoping to experience the sights, food, and sensations of the rich, as well. They walked up to the door and were met by their hostess.

“Hello, and how are you both tonight?” Mrs. Hensbrood always knew the proper thing to say.

“Just fine.” Sara said.

“My what a lovely home you have! Do you still have any children living at home?” Catana had never been told about Mrs. Hensbrood’s only son who was killed while honeymooning in California.

“No dear . . . I’m alone, but I make the best of it. With my busy schedule, the peace and quiet are welcomed.” The rest of her guests arrived and they sat down to some delicious coffee cakes with their coffee. Everyone enjoyed each other’s company as well as the food, until it was gone. The conversation and sewing had begun. Mrs. Andrews brought her famous yellow booties to work on. She didn’t realize that her booties were appreciated, but also joked about. When a lady had a baby, she’d always offer the happy couple a pair of yellow booties. She never ran out because she was always making them. She had ten or twelve pairs just in case they were needed. Then there was Sara’s doilies. Her talent at making these beautiful things were seen in every room of her house. She pinned doilies on the back of every couch and chair, under every picture that stood up and even on the well-used hassock. She could do her crocheting with her eyes closed and standing on her head because of her many years experience. Mrs. Hensbrood was a quilt maker. Not just an ordinary quilt maker, but she embroidered most patches first then carefully connected them in a precise, color-coordinated way that made for an outstanding work of art. There was quite a display of articles among the group. When Catana casually pulled out her scarf to start crocheting, Mrs. Hensbrood stood up and gave a look of astonishment, as if she’d seen a ghost. Catana felt very uneasy.

“What’s wrong, Mrs. Hensbrood?”

“It’s the scarf. It’s just the same as . . .” She couldn’t finish. She took another look and went on. “My son. For his wedding, Helen Greeley gave it to them as a gift. She said its mate would be done after they came home from their honeymoon.” She quietly excused herself and walked out of the room. Sara and Catana looked at each other as if all the hostility they had for her was no longer proper. The talk in the room was like a beehive’s humming. They all decided that leaving quietly would be best, so one by one, the house emptied. Catana was understandably upset with guilt feelings and compassion for Mrs. Hensbrood’s misfortune. Sara and Catana helped everyone out, then went back inside in hopes of talking to Mrs. Hensbrood and getting a few things cleared up.

It was very hard for Catana to explain herself when she finally came face-to-face with her hostess, who still had such strong feelings about her son’s death. From what had been said right after she left the room, Mrs. Hensbrood still appeared to take the deaths of her son and his wife pretty badly. She never dwelled on the subject or showed the slightest sign of grief, right from the start. It had been many years ago, and one would think it was long enough to get over something like that. Catana did her best to comfort her.

“Please . . . I’m so sorry. I didn’t know what this was going to be or who it was meant for. I didn’t have a darn thing to bring and this was left in some of Ben’s belongings that he didn’t know what to do with. He left it. So please . . . take it and finish it. It was never mine. It’s yours!” Catana handed the scarf over to its rightful owner and felt a sigh of relief when it was taken so happily.

“Thank you so much!” The tears were falling. “I don’t have much to remember them by. They had everything with them where they were killed. I keep the scarf I’ve had all these years in a special place and when I get lonely, I pick it up. It’s brought me so much comfort. And now I have its mate after all these years. Well . . . I’m overwhelmed.”

Sara didn’t know what to say except how sorry she was, and asked if there was anything she could do. Mrs. Hensbrood shook her bowed head and started to cry pathetically.

Catana couldn’t bear the thought of letting that poor lady stay alone in that big house, feeling as bad as she did.

“Sara, would you go by my house and tell Bo that I’m going to spend the night here? She needs someone just for tonight. Tell him I’ll be home first thing in the morning.” She looked at Mrs. Hensbrood to verify that she’ll be taken home. “You be careful going home, OK?” Mrs. Hensbrood did nothing to reject Catana’s proposal, so Sara left. They stayed in the doorway while Sara got into the carriage and waved to her as she left.

“Come in now, Mrs. Hensbrood. Would you like me to make a nice pot of tea or coffee? Uh . . . we’d better make that tea.”

Her emotions were under control again. “That would be very nice. I’d love some tea, I really do appreciate you staying. I’m just not myself tonight. But what about your little one?”

“He’ll be just fine! He’s home with his daddy . . . they’ll do great.”

Mrs. Hensbrood had her eyes fixed on the scarf that was left out. “I think maybe it would be a good idea if we put this . . . out of sight,” said Catana. “We don’t need it staring us in the face all night! OK?”

“Sure, I’ll try not to be a wishy-washy old lady all night.”

“Oh, I don’t think that . . . at least not any more. You can act any way you want to.”

“You know Catana, it’s hard to lose someone you love. And because he was adopted, some people think it shouldn’t hurt as much. Not being a blood relative or anything . . . well, it hurts more!” She had a lot of stern resentment. “I was so happy to get him that I cherished everything that concerned him. Some of the mothers around here hate doing for their kids. They really resent the hard work and are only happy with the good times. They don’t realize what a blessing has come their way. You take ’em in good and in bad. Do you know what I mean?”

Catana nodded her head yes and decided the subject should be changed off her. “Did you know that I grew up in an orphanage? I spent sixteen years and it was the worst of the worst, I’m telling you.”

Now it was time for Mrs. Hensbrood to comfort Catana. “I’m so sorry to hear that, dear. So how come a beautiful girl like you wasn’t adopted?”

“Well . . . I don’t tell many people this. I haven’t told a soul, but Bo. Not even Sara. I have this burn on my head. It covered a pretty big area and when I was real small, it was real noticeable. Red and ugly. No one’s gonna pick out a scar head so, there I stayed. That is, until I met Bo.” She pulled back the hair to show how it looked today. “Please don’t tell anyone about it. It’s kinda my sticky subject, ya know.”

“I wouldn’t dream of telling anyone. I’m glad you told me about your childhood though. Makes us have a lot in common. We are both missing someone in our lives. It’s almost as if fate brought us together!”

Catana felt she was carrying on a bit too far, but the thoughts didn’t repel her either. The more she got to know about Mrs. Hensbrood, the better she liked her and understood why she acted like she did.

“Catana, please call me Marelda. I don’t have to put up any shields for you, do I?”

“Of course not . . . Marelda. I’d just like to say that you being the adopting mother, well . . . it’s never yours if you haven’t earned it and you probably earned the name ‘mother’ in his heart, tenfold. And that’s where it counts!” They tidied up the room and retired for the night. The next morning Catana was up, dressed, and ready to go into Marelda’s room to tell her she was ready to leave, but worried about waking her up. She walked into the hall and saw Marelda go around the corner, dressed and ready to go.

“Good morning Catana, I’ll get the carriage or would you rather have some breakfast first?” It was a real surprise. Mrs. Hensbrood driving her home? Catana thought that she wasn’t an old fuddyduddy like everyone thought she was at all! A special place was saved in each other’s heart as the space had been waiting for just the right person.

A few weeks later Marelda showed up on the Giles’s kitchen doorstep. Catana answered the door, dressed in her nightgown and robe.

“Mrs. Hensbrood . . . I mean, Marelda! How nice to see you. Come in, you’ve caught me in a big mess here. As you can see I’ve just mopped the floor because Warren, the little dear, just tried to carry a pitcher of milk over to the table and missed . . . all over the kitchen!” She pointed to the still shiny rows of milk that came down the wall. “When Warren does something, he does it well. If you’ll follow me, you won’t slip. Let’s go into the parlor.” They carefully made their way to the parlor and sat down. Catana raised her voice so Warren would hear her from the other room. “Warren, come in here. There is someone I want you to meet.”

“Please Catana, let me do the talking. I want to get to know him OK?”

“Certainly, I’m sure he’ll make a pest of himself. He loves everyone who comes over. I guess he’s kinda lonely for friends cause there’s just us two most of the time.” Warren came into the room and ran and put his head into Catana’s lap. “Warren . . . be a nice boy, now.”

“Is your name Warren? That’s a very nice name! Did you know that your mommy and I are good friends? I think you’ve got an awfully nice mom.”

Warren let out a screech that pierced the whole room’s insides.

“Warren, honey . . . it’s OK. Stop that crying—and now!” He buried his face in her lap as if he thought he had completely disappeared. “I’m sorry he’s acting so bad. He’s usually a sweetie. Come on now, that’s a good boy, give Marelda a smile.” He looked at her with the saddest face, but managed to turn up only the corners of his mouth. “Now why don’t you just go play.” He left happily, but returned again soon.

“He’s really a charming boy, Catana. I can tell we’ll get along just fine. I think I know how to win him over. I’ll be back in a minute.” Marelda went out the door and came back a minute later with a quilt and Warren’s interest suddenly perked up. The huge bundle was laid over the davenport, and Marelda asked Warren to come over and see what she had made him. He slowly walked over and eyeballed it carefully.

“I made this quilt for some cowboy, but I can’t find him now. Would you like to have it, Warren? Look there, there is a bull and a cow, and look—a baby lamb. Does your daddy have some of them?” He nodded his head, yes. “Look . . . it’s got your name on it, right there! It must have been made for you. I hope it’ll keep you snuggy warm this winter. Do you like it, Warren?” He smiled sheepishly at Catana and quietly replied by a nodd of his head. He still couldn’t bring himself to look at Marelda, even if he was a little happier.

“Did you make that whole thing since I was at your house a few weeks ago?”

Marelda smiled and nodded, yes. “That had to take every waking hour, you shouldn’t have! Thank you, Marelda. It’s gonna get a lot of use because I’ve got two quilts on his bed now and they are so old. Well, they belonged to the Greeleys, so that tells you right there. I’m sorry he’s been such a grouch, but I think it’s because I got mad at him about the milk, just before you came. How about staying and having supper with us? Have you made any plans?”

“Are you sure it would be OK with Bo? He might not be too happy to come home tired and all then have unexpected company.”

“If I thought that might be a problem, I wouldn’t have invited you. Please stay, I’d like Bo to get to know you better.” The rest of their conversation wound up in the kitchen. Catana washed down the wall that was streaked with milk, and Marelda sat down at the table for two minutes until she spied a rack that aired out dish towels and used it to dry the dishes.

“I have a hard time seeing you in a kitchen. You’re my guest, not my maid.”

“Don’t be silly! I love to work in the kitchen. Who do you think comes over and does all my work? No one, but yours truly!” They busied themselves and got the kitchen spotless. Then went in again to see what Warren was up to. He was sitting on a pile of blankets that he had pulled off the bed, including the new quilt, and was looking at a book.

“See . . . he knows where it’s gonna go.” Catana whispered quietly. “I’m now going to make lunch! And you are just going to sit there! Promise?” Catana built two thick sandwiches for lunch and gave Warren his favorite . . . shepherd’s pie. After lunch was over, Marelda tried to earn some more brownie points. She pulled out a hankie from her purse, which looked like it had seen better days, and offered Warren some candy that had been wrapped up inside of it. Marelda pulled on the sticky hardtack candy, and then had to pull off tuffs of cotton that came as part of the package.

“Do you want a red one or a green one? You can have both of them if Mom says it’s OK.” Warren picked out the red one, which immediately stuck to him.

“Whenever grandma comes over she’ll bring you a goodie, OK?” Warren smiled and ran over to Catana.

“Was that OK . . . me calling myself grandma?”

“Sure, Warren’s a very lucky boy! You know, he’ll make you keep to those words.”

“Well, I sure hope so dear, I only pick out the best families to be a grandma to!” Marelda felt young and happy because she had a new reason to live. A young boy who, if she was lucky, would need her too. Catana was just about to put Warren down for a nap when he picked up the bottom of Marelda’s dress and casually wiped his nose.

“Warren, no. No!” Catana rushed over to pick him up and scold him a good one, but was stopped by the new and devoted grandma.

“It’s OK. Tana. If I wasn’t here, he’d have used you instead. Right? So don’t get upset cause I’m not . . . really!” Catana took him to his room for a nap and returned one minute later with the little boy, still in her arms.

“He says he wants to kiss grandma before he goes to sleep.” Catana bent over with him so he could kiss his grandma on the cheek.

“I’ll be right back this time, and it’ll be without two extra arms and legs.” She came back from the room, still yelling the precise ritual of words. “I love you too! Sweet dreams and goodnight!”

“He’s a real sweetie, Tana. I’m glad he likes me now, but I’m just a little worried about Bo, though. There’s a place for family and a place for pretend grandmas. I don’t want to make a pest of myself, so don’t worry about me trying to rush in too fast.”

“You’ll be a welcomed addition to our family. Bo’s a little hard to get to know, but time will take care of that.”

“That’s good Tana. I’m glad to know you’re on my side. Now! What’s for supper?”

“We were gonna have . . . wouldn’t you know it, mutton. Would you like something else? I haven’t perfected my recipe yet . . . uh, how do you cook yours?”

“Give me an apron and I’ll show you. I used to cook for eight, even twelve hungry men. They all raved after supper. Now, I’m not saying what they raved about . . . have you got an onion and some potatoes?” Catana went down to the dungeon, as she called it, for the items. “You dice them and I’ll start cutting off some fat. Boy! This one should have gone on a diet. I’ve never seen such a fatty. Now, I’ll just sprinkle some flour on top of the whole thing while stirring it. We need a lid and turn the oven on low, then two hours before we take it out we’ll put in the potatoes. It’s gonna be scrumptious!”

“Marelda, how about sharing some more secrets with me. I’m really a lousy cook. Bo’s mom was excellent, at least he says so—maybe it’s just compared to me. I don’t know. Sometimes I make quite good bread, or at least edible, then other times . . . yuck. Even eggs give me problems. When I crack an egg carefully, it breaks the yoke. When I throw in a dozen eggs to scramble, not too many break. . . . That’s just my luck. Tiger usually gets all of the mistakes, but I go through too many just to make her a happy cat . . . and her babies, too.” She looked at Marelda wearing a wrinkled nose, remembering her past experience with the delivery table in the carriage.

“Yes dear, I’ve already met the cat. I personally can’t see why anyone would allow them to come into the house, except for a mouse problem. I hate the scroungy things, myself!” Catana felt a little uneasy knowing that Tiger was lying on the bottom of Warren’s bed, where she usually slept. Her cat Tiger was precious to her, and she decided to defend cats in general.

“Maybe some cats aren’t too nice, but we’ve got a nice one. I love her!” Marelda’s face tightened when she heard about her loving such a thing. “I grew up with one at the orphanage and he was my best friend . . . sometimes. Some of the ladies where I was raised used to call me Cat Anna because I loved our cat . . . all cats. Well . . . I happen to like them.”

“Doesn’t that fur bother Warren? With his asthma and all?”

“Nope, I’ve never noticed him being around the cat, then starting to wheeze. It must be an old wives’ tale. There’s plenty of them going around!”

The next few hours were spent getting to know each other better and reinforcing in Catana’s mind that Marelda would be a good addition to the family.

“Don’t you think we’d better start on some biscuits if Bo’s gonna be home soon?”

“You go right ahead, I’d like to taste someone else’s for a change.” She was actually thinking that there weren’t going to be any. “I’ll just keep my eye on what you are doing and maybe I’ll learn something. I’m gonna set the table while you do that and we’ll be done before Bo gets home.” The table was set and napkins were placed at each plate, which was something rarely done. Two pink fish candleholders were used for the first time.

“Hi, babe!” Bo yelled from the back door. “What’s for supper?” He took notice of the visitor standing at the oven and then looked at Catana to be sure that all was in order.

“You remember Marelda, she’s gonna stay for dinner since she made most of it.” “It sure smells good! When do we eat? . . . I’m sure hungry.”

“You go wash up and I’ll put in the biscuits. Marelda, would you get Warren and tie him up in the chair?” At lunch, Marelda saw Catana tie a large dish towel around Warren to secure him from falling out of the chair. The seat was elevated with a wooden log padded with another towel.

Bo washed up with the hot water kept in the warming closet on the stove. As they sat down, grace was said, and a special word of thanks was given to their guest. Marelda was pleased with the touching warm-hearted prayer and hoped for the same friendship from Bo. Dinner was served.

Catana had a thought that she didn’t dare voice, but which kept creeping into her mind. She kept telling herself. . . . “No, It’s not any of my business, and Bo would kill me if I tried to play cupid. Ah . . . what the heck!”

“Marelda . . . you know Mac, don’t ya?”

“Well, only by sight. He’s been around almost as long as I have, I guess, but he’s not too sociable.”

“No, he’s quiet, but a good man! We’ve learned to love him like a brother and Warren loves him like a grandpa.”

“Mighty good supper, Marelda! Think we could hire you as a cook?” Marelda smiled, looking shy for the first time since Catana had met her.

“Sure, but I’m not cheap!”

“Don’t worry Bo, I’m gonna get her recipes. . . . I did help, ya know!”

Marelda broke the tension. “We did so much gabbing that we forgot to make any dessert. I’ve got a recipe for apple pie that’s real good. It’s easy, too!”

“I love your recipes. I haven’t enjoyed a meal like this. . .” She stopped and then went on, “Just don’t make it too long between visits!” She also looked at Bo and didn’t know if she just labeled herself a bad cook or if she should be happy. She picked happy.

Bo put in his two cents. “Yea and don’t forget to bring some new recipes . . . oh, sorry, honey . . . I’m real sorry.” He stopped because of embarrassment.

“That’s OK Bo, it’s the truth! I know it. . . . I’ve just never had anyone teach me, that’s all.”

The room was filled with more tension, but was soon eased by the clown act that was performed at the Giles’s supper table nightly. Warren was the kind of child who liked to play with his food until everyone was almost finished, and then he’d guzzle, cram, and stuff. Because of his daily custom, his meat was cut into small pieces.

“Marelda, don’t pay any attention to you know who, and look at how much is left on his plate. He’ll scarf it all up in a couple of minutes. It’s amazing.” Marelda was thinking what a shame it was to allow a child to get away with such behavior, but she knew when to keep her mouth shut. At least this time. Sure enough, the nightly performance was allowed to take place with Bo and Catana enjoying every minute of it, chuckling to themselves about their little clown.

Well, no wonder he does it, Marelda thought, he’s got an audience that encourages every ounce of it. He’s gonna choke one of these times and then it won’t be so funny!

Everyone left the table full and contented. “There’s still plenty for Mac and is he gonna be happy! He’s gonna think that I took some cooking lessons,” Catana said. She smiled to let Bo know that she wasn’t trying to rub anything in.

“Ah, he’s gonna think how lucky he is to be served by such a pretty lady.” Then he added, “That’s one hell of a good cook.” It didn’t occur to Bo that his language might be offensive to Marelda.

“Bo! There’s a lady in the house.”

“I’m sorry. . . . I forgot my manners, but you don’t seem like a stranger anymore. I feel very comfortable around you and we’ve just met!”

“Say anything you like. . . . After living with my dear husband, may he rest in peace, I’m used to anything! No one heard him cuss but me, and I’ll tell you, he was a pro!”

Catana started cleaning up the kitchen and Marelda pitched in without saying a word. Marelda had a ways to travel, so her goodbyes were said after the dishes were done.

“I’ve had a real nice day, Tana, and I’m glad I got to know you a little better, Bo. How about supper at my house next Sunday? You can bring Mac too, if he wants. What do you think?”

“That would be nice. Thanks, Marelda. . . . We’ll see ya later. I’ll work on Mac to get him to come.”

Marelda kissed Warren good-bye and hugged her two newest relatives. Bo helped her into the carriage and she left handling the horse and buggy with the ease that many years experience gave her.

The quiet early morning hours with Warren still sleeping inside gave a much needed time for Bo and Catana to be together. They would go outside to the back of the house, snuggle up and sit in the squeeky, yet comfortable porch swing. They would listen to Mother Nature talking to herself. Bo’s busy schedule left little time for the much needed expressions of love. Words were not Bo’s way to express such a message, but his actions, although occasional, were. Another morning was here. The roosters were making their daily speeches and the sun’s fingers were pulling themselves up over the mountains. For a while, they sat enjoying the quiet comforts of each other’s company, then Catana broke the silence.

“Bo . . . don’t you just love this place? We were so lucky to find it at just the right time and get all this. It’s just too bad it’s made some enemies around here for us. Do you think they’ll ever come around?”

“The way I look at it is. . . . The ones who count don’t hold a grudge. The ones who don’t, don’t matter! It’s as simple as that. The last year hasn’t bothered me one way or another. We both have friends who matter. . . . That’s all we need.”

“Bo, I have some friends around here, you don’t.”

“I’m too busy for any socializing and as long as you’re happy, I’m happy. I know you need some outside friends and it’s OK with me. As long as you don’t go all the time and can keep up with me and Warren. . . . I’ll watch the kid once in a while.”

“I’m so happy that you’re going to Marelda’s with me on Sunday. Her house is so impressive!”

“Oh. I haven’t told you. You haven’t told her for sure if I’m coming or not, have you?”

“Well . . . yes Bo, you were right there!”

“I’ve got so much to do that between Mac and me we need a few extra arms. Really!”

“You’ve got to come. She’ll be so disappointed if we both don’t show. Please, please, please!”

His mind was changed after he looked into two beautiful large eyes that clearly showed him it was best to give in. She rarely demanded, but casually stated things in a manner that was overwhelmingly understood!

“We’ll have to make it an early evening, though.”

“I’ll have your best duds ready and we’ll make it a special day! I’m sure that the bad weather is coming up, so this will be the last one for a while. Oh, is Mac going to be able to come? Tell him to get his fanciest clothes and I’ll clean and press them. He does have some good clothes, doesn’t he?”

“What on earth do you mean by telling the man what to wear? It’s none of our business how he dresses! I’d be embarrassed to tell him anything like that. You just take him or leave him. No one’s gonna give a damn how he is dressed, anyway!”

“I didn’t mean that I was ashamed of him. You know how much I love him. It’s just that if he makes a good impression, well . . . you know.”

“Hold on Tana, if you’re trying to get the two of them together, then you can go alone. Only busybodies put their noses where they don’t belong! Now, we’d better go in and have some breakfast. . . . We’ve spent too much time out here talking a lot of nonsense. At least it had better be. I’ll just have two eggs and toast.”

They walked into the house just as Warren was coming from his bedroom with a new stand-up hairdo and two eyes that needed rubbing.
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“Hello Marelda, did you think we’d ever get here? Bo had some things go haywire this morning and we had to wait for him. Mac’s gonna come by later, if that’s OK. He hasn’t been invited out to eat since we moved in, poor guy.”

“Neither have we, Tana.” Bo said with a grin.

“Oh well, we are now! It’s sure nice of you to have all of us over, Marelda.”

“Believe me, it’s my pleasure! I’ve really been looking forward to this day, having some company and cooking for someone else for a change. Here, give me the baby’s bag and have a seat, Tana. I got some stuff for Warren to play with right here on the blanket. Bo, would you like to have a look around? I’ve got a study in the back of the house and I think you’d appreciate it, coming from New York and all. . . . My dear Morgan used to come in here and spend hours. He said it was his own little heaven, and I think it was.”

Bo took a look at the books starting at the bottom of the shelves and climbing to the ceiling and going the complete width of two walls.

“This place is beautiful! It’s as nice or nicer than any I’ve seen back East. Who built it, may I ask?” Bo had never seen such a wonderful room, as he was in total awe, but he didn’t want to appear too much of a hick.

“He did! He built it all in his spare time, little by little. Morgan didn’t want to tell the world about his room here, so hardly no one knows. He thought that the traffic would become more than he wanted, so no one’s asked to use it. I keep the door shut because it brings back too many memories, and when I’m alone at night, I don’t need any more.”

“No one would ever suspect that our little town had such a grand library. It’s hidden so well. It’s too bad that they just sit there.”

“Bo, you’re welcome to use them anytime you want. I’d love to see someone get some use out of them.” “Has Catana been in here? She didn’t tell me anything about this room, and she raved about the rest of the house, so I guess she hasn’t.” “No . . . the night she was here, I wasn’t in any mood to give a tour of anything. I’m sure I didn’t.”

Bo yelled out to Catana who was still in the parlor. “Tana . . . come in here!” She picked up Warren and walked to the back of the house and spotted them through the doorway.

Bo was sitting down in a large, brown leather chair with a tall back to it and Marelda was adjusting a picture on the wall.

“Oh my goodness . . . what a lovely room! The fireplace . . . it’s marble. I’ve never seen one.”

“Sure you’ve seen one. Everybody’s seen one,” Bo sarcastically said.

“I said, I’ve never seen one! I haven’t!” She gave Bo that look that only he could appreciate and learn from.

“Oh . . . it’s just that I’ve seen several. I can’t imagine that you haven’t seen at least one. They’re all over.” He decided to stop while he was no deeper than he was. Catana had put Warren down and picked him up one minute later after she had pulled him away from all of the fun-looking items in the room.

“I think I’d better take him out of here. There’s too many things he’d like to grab in here.” She started out the door and waited for Bo to follow.

“You go ahead . . . Hun. I just want to look at some of these books, I won’t be long.” Catana sat down on the davenport and tried to entertain Warren, but the fragile crystal vases and the gold-framed pictures laying around were too much temptation for a little boy. He grabbed the picture of the Hensbrood family portrait, which was taken just before the family was no longer whole. As Bo and Marelda walked into the room they witnessed a tug of war.

“Oh!” Marelda gasped. Catana won and turned to find her audience staring.

“I’m sorry. He grabbed it so fast that I didn’t have time to stop him.”

“It’s OK. I’m just not kid-proof. It’s been too many years. I’ll just put a few things away that are down on his level. Would anyone care for some coffee?”

“Thank you Marelda. I’d love some.” Bo replied. Catana sat quietly with Warren securely in her lap.

“Tana . . . coffee?” Her blank stare gave away her feelings of anxiety.

Bo had been contemplating the library’s future and what a shame it was to be wasted.

“Have you given much thought to what you’re gonna do with the books? I mean, what will happen to the books after you die?”

“Bo, really!” Catana snapped.

“I was only asking because if she doesn’t have anyone to leave them to . . .”

“Bo!” Her tone was loud and definite. “That’s none of your business!”

“I don’t mean us. Can I finish? I just wanted to suggest that maybe she could donate them to the town to use for their library . . . that’s all! When she dies, they’ll probably get ’em anyway!” He cleared his throat. “And it could be dedicated in Morgan’s honor, or whatever you wanted.”

“My heavens . . . I guess it’s certainly something to think about. It has never occurred to me what will become of all this. I’ll give it some thought, but the room . . . it’ll never be the same. On the other hand, the Hensbrood Library would be nice. Maybe the Morgan Library would sound better and then have a plaque inside that said his whole name. Stephen Morgan Hensbrood! It sounds better and better, but I’ll still need some time, you understand, and I’d appreciate it if you wouldn’t tell anyone.”

Catana spoke up in what she thought was Marelda’s best interest. “I don’t think you should have to give up a fine collection that means so much to you when you know darn well no one else could possibly respect ’em the way you do. You’d be giving away so much money!”

“Money has nothing to do with it. It would be better than them just sitting there, not being used by anyone. Yes, I think he’d like to see them enjoyed by others, too! We’ll talk about it later after I’ve had more time to think. OK Bo?”

“Hey, it was just an idea! Whatever you do is your business.”

There was a knock at the door and Marelda opened it.

“Yes, what can I do for you?” Mac felt out of place and wished that Bo or Catana had answered the door.

“Are Bo and Catana here?”

“Oh, you must be Mac. You did look familiar. Please come in and let me take your coat.” They walked into the parlor where the Giles’s got their first glimpse of the clean cut, all decked out in purdy . . . Mac.

“Mac, you look so nice! Come over here and sit down.” Catana said with a smile on her face.

“Would you care for some coffee before supper?” Marelda poured some into Bo’s cup without asking, but her question was directed at Mac.

“Well, thank you, m’am. . . . I’d be happy to partake a some.” The Giles’s looked at each other, hardly believing what they saw or heard. Mac took the cup and drank it slowly, which was also out of character.

“You have a mighty nice place here, m’am. Bet ya have quite a few hands working to keep up with that large herd a sheep.”

“Yes I do. I’ve got several who stay on regular, and then I hire maybe six or eight for the sheering season. I manage to keep them busy.”

“You don’t do it all by yourself, do you? This whole place has to be a hard job! Who helps?”

Marelda snapped back. “I’m perfectly capable of doing it myself! I ran the business long before Morgan died. There’s nothing to it, if you have any sense at all. But I’ve heard about some men who are going under up North. Guess they could use a good woman’s help, too. They must be doing it on their own.” “I wasn’t trying to be rude, Mrs. Hensbrood. Really! I’ve heard what a good ranch this is. It’s the best in the county, so I know you’re doing something right. You have more Rambouiletts here than any other ranch, don’t you?”

He tried his best to smooth out a very rough conversation.

“Yes, and more land! You can call me Marelda if you’d like.”

“OK, and you can call me . . . oh, you already know my name.” The whole conversation had flustered him to the point of embarrassment. He felt like leaving, but he’d just come.

“If you will excuse me, I’ll take care of the last minute details for supper.”

Marelda went into the kitchen and Catana followed.

“Bo, take care of Warren for me so I can help Marelda.” She didn’t wait for a reply. . . . She turned her back and was out of sight.

The dinner was placed on a beautifully set table with a lace table cloth. The white linen napkins were folded in a manner that was very formal. All the guests felt uneasy, wanting to do the proper thing in a proper way. Everyone but Warren, that is. To him it was just another supper. Just more fun! There was more to see and more to grab. It was a perfectly challenging house! Catana steamed the beans while Marelda whipped the potatoes. Dinner was ready. Catana tied Warren to the chair and asked Bo to offer a word of prayer. He nervously accepted.

“Oh Lord . . . bless the food! Amen.” Catana glared at him.

“Excuse me . . . I’ll get the roast.” The aroma preceded it into the room.

“Hot damn . . . that looks good!” Bo hollered. Mac agreed.

“It’s starting to fall apart, so it doesn’t need to be cut up too much. If you would like, I’ll fix Warren’s plate.” Marelda’s offer was appreciated. The dinner was as delicious as one might think, eating off such an impressive table. The talk was enjoyable and everyone was having a good time.

“Tana, pat Warren’s back he’s choking!” Bo yelled. Catana stood up and raised one of Warren’s arms over his head and hit him on the back several times. It didn’t help. Bo jumped out of this chair and untied Warren. His face started to turn blue, especially around his mouth.

Marelda screamed, . . . “Turn him upside down!” Mac took him by the feet and turned him completely over. He was going limp as a doll.

“Bo!” Catana screamed. “Do something . . . Please!” Mac had been hitting hard, but could tell it was not working. He doubled up his fist and took one last hard swing. It chucked a wad of meat across the room. Warren started gasping for air and they turned him back upright. His coloring returned within seconds and he began a very weak attempt at crying. Catana was crying as she held him in her quivering arms as tight as she could.

“It’s OK sweetie . . . it’s OK. Momma’s just gonna hold you, you’re OK.” Catana sat down, got a blanket, and started singing while softly rocking back and forth. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the baby’s needs. Her needs! Marelda was feeling guilty because she had taken charge and cut up Warren’s meat.

“I’m so sorry, Tana.” No response. Marelda looked to Bo. “I’m sorry!” “You didn’t do anything. It’s all my fault. I’m responsible for letting my son get away with that bad habit of stuffing too much in his mouth. He’ll never do it again, I bet.”

“Would you like to take him and lie down on the bed? I’ll go fluff the feathers for you.” Catana looked up and gave as pleasant a face as she could manage. “I think I’d like to just get him home. Bo would you get the bag so I can wrap him up better?” He left to search for the bag.

Catana was standing up waiting for Bo, then confided in Marelda. “I’m sorry to have to leave like this, I hope you understand. Everything was lovely except . . . I just wasn’t watching him good enough.”

“Tana, Bo was saying it was his fault and I said the same thing. I guess it’s just one of those unfortunate things that happen. Thank goodness he’s gonna be OK.” Marelda moved some of the hair in Warren’s eyes. “You’re gonna think your grandma’s the worst cook after this, aren’t ya?” Warren didn’t move.

“You know Marelda . . . sometimes it’s more than I can cope with. There are so many times I worry about this kid. . . . Oh, I love him so much, but sometimes I’m so exhausted. So glad he’s gonna be all right!”

Bo hollered from the back room. “Where did you say the bag was?”

Marelda went to Bo’s rescue and came back with the bag and Bo.

“Would you like me to come stay with you tomorrow?” Some of the offer was out of guilt. “Just for some company?” Catana nodded her head, yes.

“I’d love it . . . anytime, really!”

Mac had been standing at the door waiting with Catana. When he saw Bo without his jacket, he asked Marelda if he could retrieve all the jackets. She volunteered again, going into the bedroom.

“I saw a fancy brown coat hanging up in there. Was it yours Mac?” Bo smiled at Mac. “You devil you! I didn’t know you even had a nice jacket.”

“A man’s gotta get slicked up sometime.”

Marelda returned. As they were starting out the door, Bo made a suggestion. “There’s no reason for you to go too, Mac. It’s still early, stay and have a good time.” Marelda agreed wholeheartedly.

“Please, there’s still dessert to eat. And I guarantee ya . . . it’s a good one!”

“You convinced me! There’s no need for you to stay up, Tana. I’ll be home after that dessert.”

“Mac . . . you’re not a little kid. I wasn’t going to . . . anyway.” She winked at Mac.

Mac replied. “I was just joshing, too. Bye, Warren . . . see ya later.”

A quiet, “Bye, bye” was heard from under the covers.

The carriage left as Mac and Marelda went inside. “Sit down, Mac. Would you like a cup of coffee with your pie?”

“Yes, thank you. Can I help with anything?”

“No, it’s been such a long time since I’ve waited on a man. I’m enjoying this.” The minute those words slipped off her tongue, she regretted saying them and worried that she sounded like she was setting the trap and adjusting it for a quick kill. She went into the kitchen for the coffee and pie and thought she’d die of embarrassment. As she returned, she saw Mac reach up over the door and open the transom.

“Just getting some air in here . . . Do you mind? It’s a little stuffy.”

“You’re right, it is. Thanks, that should clear the air.”

Mac thoroughly enjoyed the pie and hinted for more. Everything eased up and they began to enjoy each other’s company.

“Mac . . . did you know my husband, Morgan?”

“Not really, but I heard a lot of good things about him. He sounded like a wonderful person . . . honest and fair. How long’s he been dead?”

“Too many years! I miss him so badly sometimes. No one could ever take his place. Ever!” She felt that her timely statement made up for her previous blunder. “How about you Mac, have you ever been married?”

“Na . . . Never had time for a family. Now that I’m older, I look back and wish I would have made the time, but it’s too late now. Anyway, my family is Tana and Bo now. They treat me real good!”

“I know how you feel. They’ve become very special to me, too. Between the two of us, they can have a set of grandparents . . . that live in two different houses.”

Mac smiled in agreement. “Yeah Super wonderful . . . super great ones!”

An hour later, Mac decided it was time to leave. “I don’t want to wear out my welcome or you’ll never invite me back. May I call on you again? I think both of us could use a change once in a while.”

“I’d love that, Mac. Come over any time. See ya.” Mac walked out the door, got on his horse, and was off.
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Every month’s work could be somewhat predicted. The shearing and lambing were always done in the spring, with the exception of some babies that were born at other times of the year, just because Mother Nature knows best. The winter months would find Bo and Mac tending sheep, feeding sheep, finding little ones alone in the cold, usually in wet places. Summer was the easiest time and most enjoyable time to be a mother to fifteen hundred sheep. Contentment was found in quiet nights lying under the stars, but it had its hard times, too.

It was October 1917. The nights were cold and windy, which made it difficult being alone. Bo would bring supplies up to Mac and stay for a couple of days to give Mac a little rest and someone to visit with. A whistle brought all of the sheepdogs running and barking. Mac’s favorite and oldest was Gladys. As a pup, she tore up anything she could get hold of, including a pair of Mac’s best and only boots. A few mild beatings brought about an understanding of who was boss. Next came a love and devotion to Mac. Gladys was ten years old and still as sharp as the youngest of the four dogs. Her vigorous work kept her body trim and toned. Wherever Mac slept, so did Gladys, usually within a few inches. The other dogs worked hard, but had no special affection for anyone or anything but the food that each one received, and of course the sheep. After nightly feedings they slept where they fell, not caring in any way.

It was routine for the hired hands to do all of the cooking when they were camping out on the rangelands. Ben Greeley would never have dreamed of helping, much less cook a meal by himself. It was always the low man on the totem pole.

One brisk night, after all the sheep were taken care of, Bo started making the meal. “You’re in for a real treat, Mac. I only know how to cook two things, and you’re gonna get ’em both . . . biscuits and fried potatoes!” Mac enjoyed the food much more because he didn’t have to cook it and the gesture made was so nice. He found a comfortable position in his sleeping bag and thought how lucky he was to be where he was. The campfire was still glowing while a light snow fell. Mac lifted his head and turned his ear to the South and listened attentively.

Quietly, Mac asked Bo if he had heard anything. They both listened for a while, then the decision to go to sleep was made.

Coyote and wild dogs are a sheep’s worst enemy. Knowing this from past experience, Bo thought he knew what he was up against. His last three years in the pastures were really mild as far as dead sheep go. He didn’t know. Things seemed to be running pretty smoothly when Bo came upon a pitiful sight. Having run across one or two was a cat and mouse game Mother Nature played, but this was a downright uncalled for shame! Fourteen torn apart carcasses laying everywhere. Some lying on top of others that hadn’t been smelled, much less tasted. Sheep dying in a normal way was one thing, but this. . . . It is a well-known fact that sheep pile up against each other when they are frightened and can sometimes smother each other. They just looked so . . . wasted. Bo just sat on his horse and stared. His stomach started turning, thinking he might be in an uphill battle.

The next few weeks Bo and Mac killed several very skinny coyotes. It had to be a bad year for them, too. The nighttime raids made by packs of coyotes were usually successful, sometimes by them and sometimes by men. With the worst part of winter coming up, Bo felt his babysitting would be cold and unending. Keeping up with different packs is like letting a bull loose in your house and just seeing what it’s done after it’s moved to the next room. The winter was hard on every rancher around. The payments made to the bank were extended for everyone, as they were all in the same boat.
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Marelda showed up at the Giles’s house one November night to talk business. She waited for the arrival of Bo, and didn’t offer an explanation for her business.

“Do you mind me asking what you want to talk to Bo about, Marelda?”

“Of course not. I just wanted to talk to Bo first, since it was his idea about the library, that’s all. It’s no secret. I’ve decided to do it, for sure! I’ve given it a lot of thought. Some nights I can’t think of anything else. What do you think about it?”

“I wouldn’t if I were you, but . . .” Bo barged in through the doors.

“Damn, it’s cold out there! Oh, hi Marelda . . . how you doin’? I thought the carriage outside was yours. It needs some fixin’, have you seen the back wheel? I’ll take care of it before you and Tana get finished gabbing.”

“Bo, it’s you I came to see. Do you have some time?” Bo nodded yes.

“Come over here and sit down. It’s about the library . . . I’ve decided to go ahead. Will you help me get things started?”

“Sure, if we could do the actual work in the spring. I’m so busy with them damn coyotes that there’s no way I could right now. I could go with you to get the ball rolling and make it official, though.” Catana felt like a fifth wheel, not being included. “How about next week?”

“Oh, that sounds great! How do you think the Morgan Library sounds?”

“It sounds very dignified. I like it!”

“How about you, Tana?” Marelda asked.

“If you want it . . . it sounds fine.”

Bo turned to Marelda. “The council meets every Monday morning. How about if I pick you up early?”

“Great! I’d like to get things settled before Christmas.”

“It’s getting late, Marelda. Have you had any supper yet? I’m sure we have plenty, right?” Bo looked straight at Catana, who was very surprised.

“Ya . . . sure . . . I’ll go start it.” She left for the kitchen wondering what kind of a magic act she was going to perform to make the food stretch. There was hardly enough food for the four of them, much less five people . . . one being a person she’d like to impress a little.

She pulled out some carrots with wilted tops and some bread and butter. The dried-out rabbit didn’t look that good anymore. She had a lot of doubt as to what supper was going to be. It was very frustrating.

Marelda finished talking to Bo and walked into the kitchen to help, while Bo went outside to fix the wheel. Catana was staring at the food on the table and was still scratching her head and mumbling under her breath. Marelda interrupted. “What’s for supper?” Catana looked at her sadly. “Can I help? That would sure make a good pot of rabbit stew. . . . Is that gonna be supper?”

“Well, not really. I haven’t figured out what it’s gonna be. There’s just isn’t enough of anything.”

“Don’t worry about a thing, Where’s some potatoes? Get the pot boiling so we can throw in this stuff. I’ll cut up the rabbit and carrots, and if you have any onion . . . it’s got to have onion.” Catana went to the cupboard and tried to stretch her arm high enough so she could get the box down that held a shriveled up onion that she’d dried that summer. The smell was still unmistakable . . . onion.

“Great! I used to make this all the time and Morgan loved it!”

Catana felt much better and started humming, taking in the fact that she was a bad cook, she tried to dismiss it in her mind.

“Thanks for the help, Marelda! I know we would have eaten a lot of bread and butter and a little bit of fried rabbit, if you hadn’t helped.”

Mac and Bo arrived together and supper was started. Mac raved about the stew and commented what a good cook Tana was turning out to be. Catana politely thanked him, feeling very much the fool.

Early Monday morning found Bo standing at Marelda’s front door wondering if he should knock or not. He wondered about her not being up yet.

Marelda peeped through the door, opened it slightly, and said she’d be right out. Bo sat down on the tiny porch to wait. She’s probably still in her nightclothes and it’ll be an hour before she’s ready to go.

A minute later, she pushed herself and a large box filled with books through the door. “Ready! I’ve been up for hours, I’m so excited! I’ll bet they’re gonna be surprised to see us—don’t ya think?”

“Yes! Give me that box!” She handed it over. “Great gobs of goose grease, Marelda . . . you’re strong! This has to weigh a ton!”

They arrived in town, just about the time the meeting was about to break up. Bo announced their presence. “If you would all sit down, please. . . . I’ve got a lady who would like to speak to you.” She was bursting at the seams so happy to announce her news.

“Gentlemen . . . I have a box here filled with some of my husband’s finest books. It’s just a tiny portion of a lot of different books. You’re welcome to go through them after I’m finished. Bo here, suggested I donate them to the town for a library.” No one looked pleased. “I’d be happy to do so, if it could be done in Morgan’s memory. I was hoping that it could be named the Morgan Library, but that could be discussed later. How does that sound?” She sat down.

“As the only one who probably knows the value of the books, I’d like to say a few words. I think it is a most generous offer, and we’d be crazy not to take advantage of such a gift. The books are worth thousands and our town would get a good name just from having it’s very own library.” He sat down. “Thank you, Aaron. Anyone else?” Bo asked.

Marshall Stone stood up to speak. “I’d just like to know how much it’ll cost to buy or remodel a building . . . and who’s gonna pay for it all? I can’t see getting the books for free, then turning around and paying lots for the shell around it. Then there’s that woman who’s suppose to stay there, we’ll have to pay her, won’t we?”

Marelda let her hair down and gave them her wrath. “Marshall Stone! It will be worth every penny the town pays to build it. For Heaven’s sakes, man . . . you’re gonna get a library for dirt cheap as it is. And as for that lady, she’s called a librarian and she’ll certainly be entitled to a fair wage. Would you let your wife, if you had one, work eight hours a day and not get paid? We could just have it open on Saturdays at first, does that sound better? What do you think, Oak?”

Owen Ferris wanted to stay out of it. He had a lot of respect for Marelda, but knew that the town was financially strapped.

“I don’t know . . . I guess there’s some around who need book learnin’ but I don’t know who! Ladies maybe. Just how much is this here building gonna cost?”

“That, Mr. Ferris, is none of my concern,” Marelda replied. “Either they are worth the time and trouble or they aren’t! You can contact me later if you should decide for sure. That is, if I’m still interested! Good day.” Bo picked up the heavy box and walked behind Marelda, who was still steaming.

“I can’t believe what I’ve just heard in there! They must be imbeciles when it comes to learning. Where on earth do they go to find out anything? The bar? Please Bo, take me home before I see any of those gentlemen. I might not be able to hold my tongue anymore.”

Bo got a kick out of her statement . . . “anymore.”

“I feel like I’ve been in there begging them to accept the damn books.”

She hung her head and the quiet trip home was started. You could just see the machine working in her mind. When they arrived at her home, Bo tried to lift her spirits. “Marelda, what you offered was very generous, and when they have time to think it over, about what they will be losing, they’ll scarf it up! I’ll bet money on it, so be patient. Let me know what you hear, OK?”

“Sure, Bo. . . . I’m really glad that I had you with me. Thanks!”

Bo left for home and told Tana about the rotten way in which the council acknowledged Marelda’s gift. “I’ve told you Bo, I don’t think she should bother. No one cares . . . except Marelda.”

The day started to close down with a lot of library discussions. “I’m too tired to discuss this anymore,” Bo shared his now weary resolve. “Could I have some supper? I’m starved!”

Catana went to the kitchen and started heating up yesterday’s leftovers as Bo sat down, trying not to think. It didn’t work.

“What bothers me is that I know how much she wanted to announce her gift before Christmas. Now I’m sure it won’t even be settled by then.” Later adding . . . “If at all!”

“Speaking about Christmas, Bo. Don’t you think we should invite Marelda? She’ll be all alone.”

“I was thinking the same thing. . . . It would sure make her happy! Us too! She could only make it better. Whoever sees her first should ask, OK?” It was agreed.

“We’re gonna have to get her a gift. What do you think?”

“I’ll leave that entirely up to you. That’s woman’s work!”

Catana thought about a present. There was still some of that silk thread left. Enough to crochet a round doily for Marelda’s favorite portrait. It would have to be simple so as not to take away anything from her precious family portrait. It would be impossible for her to do anything but simple anyway. That’s all she knew, but her excitement almost had it finished within a few hours.

The next time Bo was near Marelda’s property he stopped by.

“Hi Marelda, have you heard anything from the town yet?”

“No, have you?”

“No, I’m sure they wouldn’t come to me. They know how I feel . . . about them. Maybe Tana’s right. Maybe you should just forget it . . . those ungrateful creeps!”

“I’ve had time to cool off and think much more clearly. It’s not going to be for those clods. It’s for our town to use. What they do and how they do it is their problem. I’m still hoping it’ll work out. We can’t punish the whole town just because . . . they, have no class.”

“Oh, Marelda . . . the reason I came here—would you like to spend the holidays with us? We’d surely like you to if you don’t have other plans.”

“I don’t and I’d love to, but what about the snow? If it’s too bad, I’m afraid I won’t get there. I hate to go out when it’s such bad weather.”

“Don’t you worry about a thing. Mac and I will pick you up come rain or come shine. If it’s real bad, we’ll just have to wait till it clears a bit, that’s all. Would noon on Christmas eve be a good time?”

“That sounds just wonderful, Bo. You’d better leave now or you’ll be spending Christmas here. The snow’s really coming down. I’ll see ya in a few weeks.”

Catana had all the fixins’ for a special Christmas pot roast supper, down to the last detail. She made new candles for her fish candle-holders, filled the salt shaker, and felt completely under control. Two months earlier Bo had picked up a harmonica for Warren’s special gift. Marelda’s surprise present was finished and wrapped. Catana had crocheted a new pair of slippers for everyone who would be sharing the Giles’s home on Christmas morning—including herself. She was ready, willing, and waiting. Bo and Mac rode out to Marelda’s ranch to pick her up. The weather was so cold, but the hard ground made getting there easy.

When they arrived, Marelda had everything ready to go.

“Mac, I’ll get her things if you could help her down those slick steps.”

“It’ll be my pleasure!” He helped her on with her coat then took a step outside. “Why, thank you, Mac. . . . Those steps are solid ice.”

“When we come back, m’am . . . I’ll just clean ’em off, once and for all. I should just say . . . once. The snow’s gonna come down off and on for a while, I suppose.” On the drive home, Marelda told them her good news. “The Bentleys came over yesterday and brought me some of their delicious fruitcake. Would you believe it. . . . He does most of the baking himself. Betty says he enjoys it. A man! Anyway, they showed me a flier he picked up in town.” She pulled it out of her purse. “I’ll read it. . . . The town of Kanab has been honored with a gift, donated by Marelda Hensbrood in honor of her deceased husband, Morgan. We will have a library filled with their books, which are a fine collection. The town wishes to thank her for this most generous offer. Merry Christmas to you all. Signed . . . you know. I don’t want to repeat their names because I want to stay in a good mood.”

“I’m happy. It sounds from the letter that you’ve won the battle.”

“Yes, Bo. It’s just the war I’m concerned about. I’m kidding—I’m very excited. Tell me . . . does Tana have any fancy combs for her hair?”

“I don’t think so. She always wears it the same way, ya know.”

“Well . . . I got her some beauts that she’s gonna love! I’ve also got a present for Warren, and oh, there’s even one marked ‘Mac.’”

The cool crisp ride home was pleasant for everyone, but Mac. He hadn’t considered it a possibility that she would get him a gift. He’d never thought about it . . . ever. There would be one for him, but not for her.

The night was filled with much laughter. The Christmas spirit was high in everyone, but Mac. He worried about that forgotten, but important gift. While Bo was telling Warren Christmas stories, Mac was deciding what to do. His best bet was to be absent when the gifts were opened; gone when the house was waking up.

Mac woke up early. About the same time as Santa was busy with his short work. Mac went in to talk to Bo. “Think I’ll go out and check on the sheep. Heard the dogs barking a while ago . . . did you? You all go ahead without me, I’ll be back after I check things out.” He turned to go and whispered . . . “And to all a good night!” Bo smiled and sat down again.

“Merry Christmas to you, too!”

As usual, Warren was the first one up. However, Christmas morning was the same as any other day to him. Warren sat on the kitchen floor and played with Tiger. Catana heard him and went in.

“Warren . . . do you know what special day this is? . . . It’s Christmas! Shall we go see if Santa’s been here? Maybe he left something for you. Let’s get Dad, Mac, and Grandma up, OK?”

Warren ran into the parlor and immediately started blowing on the harmonica. Over and over, toot, toot, shrill! He thoroughly enjoyed his newfound talent. The crocheted slippers were kinda OK, but Marelda surprised him with a bag full of marbles, which he loved. Mom didn’t really appreciate such edible items, but realized that Grandma hadn’t been around kids for a while, and had forgotten he might be a little too young to receive them.

Marelda was speechless when she opened her gift. The special thread meant more priceless memories, and being made by Tana added a present-day happiness. The slippers were on her feet the minute they were unwrapped, which again pleased the maker. Marelda’s feelings were in high gear because she had a family, again.

Catana opened a pair of ruby-studded combs and Bo a set of six, first edition encyclopedias. Bo thought for a moment before speaking. “Marelda . . . I can’t take these! They’re too expensive and you’ve promised them for the library.” “Bo . . . there’s no one I’d rather have them than you! You appreciate a good book and it’s just my way of thanking you for all your help!” She gave Bo and Tana a squeeze and Warren jumped up onto her lap. Tana had been prompting him. “Say . . . thank you, Grandma!” Nothing.

“That’s Grandma . . . say Grandma!” Warren lost interest and lurched forward to play with his toys.

“Where is his Grandpa? Mac? He is coming in, isn’t he?”

Bo explained, “He got up early this morning and went out to check on the herd. Said he heard some of the dog’s barking or something. I sure wish he’d come back. I’ll go check on him if he isn’t back soon. Tell me Marelda,” Bo said with a sheepish grin, “what did you get him?”

“It’s my secret. Oh well . . . Morgan had the finest set of pipes around and he got one just before he died. Never used before. It’s beautifully carved wood with an ivory mouthpiece. I think he’ll get a kick out of it. Those corncob ones he nurses are gonna look sick compared to that one, I’ll tell ya! He might not ever use it, but he’ll never forget it either!”

“Morgan always said the tobacco didn’t make the difference . . . just the pipe! It was a bunch of nonsense, but he did acquire a large set of ’em. I don’t know what to do with them, but dust them off once in a while. At least I got rid of one!”

After breakfast, Tana and Marelda cleaned up the kitchen and put the roast in the oven.

“Ladies, I’m gonna go out and help Mac. There must be some kind of problem with him being gone for so long.”

Marelda spoke up. “I’ll go with ya. I could use a little fresh air, too. I’ll be right back Bo, please wait!” She came out with her coat, gloves, high-topped boots, and a hat that almost covered her eyes. “There, I’m ready!”

Both Catana and Bo knew that she wanted to go out there and find more than just fresh air. They didn’t have to ride very far to find Mac. He was on his horse riding around for no apparent reason than just to have fun. Whooping it up, enjoying himself.

“Mac!” Bo shouted. He didn’t hear him. “Mac! . . . Mac!” That did the trick. He turned around and immediately felt very foolish. “What in the heck are ya doin’, Mac?”

“Oh, I’ve been making sure where all the ol’ woolies are. They are all accounted for!” He looked directly at Marelda. “The dogs were barking last night. . . . Did you hear ’em?” He was hoping to get a positive response.

“No Mac, I slept like a baby. I guess you didn’t though. Are you finished out here? You wouldn’t want to miss out on the nice supper Tana’s making . . . would ya?”

“I don’t think I’ll be able to make it. I didn’t dress too warm and my rheumatism’s starting to act up. I’m going to go to bed and warm up, and maybe I’ll feel better tomorrow.”

Marelda felt as though she was barging in on the family and making Mac feel left out. Maybe that was why he was behaving so strangely. She decided to have a private talk with him to share her concerns about not wanting to take over. Christmas was for families, and Mac was their first family. She wouldn’t dream of coming between them.

Mac tried to come in quietly from the back, but the whole family noticed his arrival.

“Mac, you can’t go to bed without opening your presents first.” Tana lovingly told him. “I simply won’t let you! If I have to, I’ll bring them to your room, and I know you wouldn’t want that.”

“No . . . I’ll come in later . . . I promise! I just want to warm up a bit.”

Marelda went into Warren’s room, took a quilt, and wrapped it around Mac’s shoulders. He was bent over the stove and kept touching the hot grill like he was patting a dog.

Bo cautioned him. “Careful Mac, you’re gonna burn yourself and not even say ouch till you warm up and discover the blisters!”

“I’ve done this a million times. It’s OK” He put his hand down again and quickly pulled it away.

“I’m not gonna say I told you so, but . . .” Bo just smiled.

Warren was pulling on Mac’s pant leg to show him what Santa had brought him.

He followed to find several presents still not opened. He broke out into a cold sweat.

“Well go ahead Mac, open it!” Catana prodded. He opened Catana’s best efforts, then thanked her with a kiss. “The slippers fit perfectly. You know how much use I’ve given the other ones you made me. Thanks!”

Catana opened the present to the Giles family from Mac. It was a carefully carved weather vane, painted red and white. They wondered when he had the time and where the paint came from. They hadn’t seen any paint around anywhere.

Catana handed Mac and Marelda a gift to open. Mac had never seen such a pipe. Its characteristics appealed to the side of Mac that was rarely seen. It wasn’t a joke to Mac. It was a piece of art that he was delighted to receive! “Marelda . . . it’s the finest pipe I’ve ever seen! You shouldn’t have though. I’m sorry, but I don’t have anything . . .” Catana interrupted.

“As nice as this is for you. We know, but I’m sure she’ll like it!” Marelda had all ready taken off the wrapping and was wondering what to say about her present.

“My, Mac, it’s . . . what is it?”

Catana came to his rescue. “He wasn’t too sure what to get you so I suggested an apple corer. Have you ever seen such a thing?”

“Why no, I didn’t know that they made such a contraption. Thank you, Mac,” Marelda said, “I’ll have to make you a special pie.”

He slowly responded, “You’re welcome. I hope you can use it.” Mac looked at Catana and she casually looked away as if she wasn’t responsible. Later, when Mac was able to talk to Catana alone, he found out that it was one of Helen’s possessions that was left behind. It still had a price tag on it—twenty-seven cents—hidden in a sack that now became a present.

“I’ve never used one, Mac. Bo had to tell me just what it was used for. Honest! The silly thing probably takes more time to set up than it does to peel them by hand. Since she has everything, I decided to kill two birds with one stone. Now she can keep it in her . . . drawer. I hope you don’t mind me doing that without your knowledge, but I didn’t have a chance to talk to you. I just had a feeling it was about this.” She decided not to go any further.

Mac had a warm pleasant smile and loving eyes. “I know whatever you do it’s with the best of intentions and I really appreciate it. I felt rotten every time I thought about not having anything for her. . . . You’re a lifesaver!”

“Mommy . . . Mommy, go see daddy!” Catana and Mac followed Warren into the parlor where another present had been placed under the tree.
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