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PUBLISHER’S NOTE:

At the end of this novel of approximately 56,829 words, you will find two Special Sneak Previews: 1) THE SOAP MAKER by Terrence Pershall, a story of tragedy, love, revenge, and finally a life fulfilled, from the French Resistance to the liberation of Paris, to the high fashion industry of post-WWII New York, and to the bucolic valley of Sonoma California, and; 2) MANDATE OF HEAVEN by Peter Martuneac, the first installment (Book 1) of the “Ethan Chase Thriller” series of fast-paced adventures. We think you’ll enjoy these books, too, and provide these previews as a FREE extra service, which you should in no way consider a part of the price you paid for this book. We hope you will both appreciate and enjoy the opportunity. Thank you.
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination, or the author has used them fictitiously.
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“The first half of this book, which follows the actions of several resistance fighters and their attempts to outwit the Nazis, is full of exciting incident. Impressively, Pershall manages to sustain a similar level of intrigue during much of the second half, as Anton enjoys postwar prosperity and seeks revenge against a high-ranking Nazi official. The scenes depicting his first years in America are some of the best in the book. ...Pershall’s scope and ambition are laudable.” ~ US Review of Books
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“The Soap Maker by Terrence Pershall is a one-of-a-kind historical book that seamlessly combines a contemporary narrative and a historical account. Each character is wonderfully depicted, with their own motivations and intricacies. Readers who value sophisticated weaving will find this story compelling and delightful.” ~ Feathered Quill Book Reviews
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“A sweeping tale of survival, vengeance, and personal triumph, The Soap Maker is an evocative and deeply moving story that captures the human spirit’s ability to endure and rebuild. Author Terrence Pershall delivers an emotionally rich narrative that gets readers involved in the story from the first moment and leaves emotional weight that is sure to linger in the reader’s heart long after the final page.  I thought that the balance of the book was gorgeous, with its compelling blend of history, love, and resilience through wartime that was brought to life through vivid storytelling and cinematic levels of description.” ~ Readers’ Favorite Book Reviews, K.C. Finn (5 STARS)
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“The invasion of France by German forces brings a harsh reality to Anton’s doorstep, transforming his life and that of his family. The novel does an excellent job of portraying the impact of war on a personal level, making the historical events relatable through the lens of its well-developed characters. Anton’s journey from a boy to a young man facing the atrocities of war is depicted with sensitivity and depth, exploring themes of loss, survival, and the fight for dignity. The writing is fluid and engaging, with well-paced dialogue that captures the era and the situation’s urgency. Terrence Pershall’s ability to weave historical accuracy with fiction provides a compelling narrative that entertains and educates. The Soap Maker is beautifully told, a memorable and moving tale that captures the spirit of resilience and the impact of war on ordinary lives. It’s a must-read for those who appreciate historical fiction that’s masterfully told. This is a story that should be made into a movie.” ~ Readers’ Favorite Book Reviews, Carol Thompson (5 STARS)
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“Author Terrence Pershall masterfully blends historical drama with deeply personal storytelling, creating a novel that is both gripping and emotionally resonant... The narrative style is evocative, capturing both the horrors of war and the beauty of human perseverance... The pace is fast, the character development is perfect, and the overall atmosphere is hopeful. The Soap Maker is a compelling and heartfelt novel for fans of historical fiction who enjoy stories with strong protagonists.” ~ Readers’ Favorite Book Reviews, Rabia Tanveer (5 STARS)
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We’re pleased to offer you not one, but two Special Sneak Previews at the end of this book.
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In the first preview, you’ll enjoy the first three chapters of THE SOAP MAKER by Terrence Pershall, a story of tragedy, love, revenge, and finally a life fulfilled, from the French Resistance to the liberation of Paris, to the high fashion industry of post-WWII New York, and to the bucolic valley of Sonoma California.
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OR GRAB THE FULL EBOOK TODAY!

FIND LINKS TO YOUR FAVORITE RETAILER HERE:

TERRENCE PERSHALL at Evolved Publishing

In the second preview, you’ll enjoy the first three chapters of MANDATE OF HEAVEN by Peter Martuneac, the first installment (Book 1) of the “Ethan Chase Thriller” series of fast-paced adventures.
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OR GRAB THE FULL EBOOK TODAY!

FIND LINKS TO YOUR FAVORITE RETAILER HERE:

ETHAN CHASE THRILLER Series at Evolved Publishing
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Dedication​
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To those of you who have never lost the spirit of adventure.

Maturity is a high price to pay for growing up.
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Chapter 1 – A Good Day​
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Noah thought it would be a good day, as the early morning light lit up his bedroom window with beams of yellow and gold. Though he wished he had another hour of sleep, he swung his legs out of bed and stumbled to his closet to get dressed. As he pulled on his boots, he could hear his older brother, Matt Jr., banging around in the room next to his.

Noah headed out to feed the horses and chickens, his morning chores. Matt Jr. had the onerous job of mucking out the stalls, and Noah knew it was only a matter of time before he inherited the same job, so he didn’t complain about his current list of duties.

Still, as soon as he completed his chores, the day would be his. Summer vacation had finally come. Well... almost.... He still had this one last day of school.

As he tossed flakes of hay into the feeding troughs, he couldn’t help thinking of the two and a half glorious months of summer ahead. He’d have more chores to do, but he’d have plenty of free time to roam the countryside with his best friends, Pancho and Jane.

“Morning, Felipe,” he said as he passed Pancho’s father, the foreman of the ranch.

“Buenos dias, Noah,” came the reply. “Don’t forget to give the horses their psyllium this morning.”

“Already in the bucket,” said Noah. “Is Pancho around?”

“Si, chico, he is sweeping out the barn.”

Noah took off in the direction of the horse barn, pulling his wagon full of hay and chicken feed, excited to talk to Pancho about their plans for the summer. The morning mist was lifting as the sun climbed higher in the sky over the eastern range, turning the surrounding hills green and gold against the clear blue sky. Inside the barn, the horses nickered in their stalls, and whinnied in anticipation of their breakfast of alfalfa hay and oats.

Pancho lived with his father, Felipe, on Noah’s parents’ one-hundred-acre ranch, in what John Steinbeck dubbed the ‘Pastures of Heaven’ in one of his novels. His father Felipe helped run the small ranch, undertaking most of the livestock duties and making sure things ran smoothly. Felipe had been with Noah’s parents, Matt and Jody, since they bought the property, and he’d lived in the little casita near the main house with his wife Maria until she died several years earlier. Now, it was just Felipe and Pancho in the casita, their bond having been strengthened since the passing of Maria.

Noah loved them as family. He remembered many days when his mom would say to his dad, ‘Thank God for Felipe. Without him, this place would fall apart.’ His dad always winced a little at hearing this, and often said he felt guilty about having to spend so much time at the dealership and away from the ranch.

Noah’s mother ran a boarding facility for twenty horses, and she trained horses and gave riding lessons. His father owned a tractor dealership and farm supply business in nearby Salinas, in addition to working their small ranch and raising cattle. His older brother was a junior at Salinas High School and planned to go off to college in another year, and like most young men that age, spent most of his time with his friends and girlfriend.

All of that left Noah pretty much on his own much of the time.

He found Pancho sweeping out the barn, just as Felipe had said. The two boys talked about their upcoming summer while they busied themselves with their morning chores. When the horses were fed, Noah told Pancho he’d see him in a bit and headed off toward the chicken coop.

He’d just finished dispersing the last handful of chicken feed when his mother called for him. “Noah, come on, honey, your breakfast is ready. You don’t want to be late for your last day of school.”

His mom was in her late thirties, tall and slim, with long chestnut brown hair and bright green eyes, and Noah thought she was prettier than any of his friends’ or classmates’ mothers. His parents had been high school sweethearts, and married after the war ended and his dad was discharged from the Marine Corps. His dad used his GI Bill to finance the purchase of the ranch, and then saw the opportunity to buy a small tractor dealership in Salinas, which he built into a thriving business through dedication and hard work. He often spoke to Noah of those important values.

His dad spent a great deal of time with Matt Jr., taking him hunting and camping, and having him help at the dealership during the summer. Noah seldom went along on these outings, as he was too young in the beginning, and then habit just took over. As a result, he gravitated toward his mother, who loved him dearly and spent as much time with him as her busy schedule allowed. Noah filled up the time left by his parents’ absence by spending time with his friends, Pancho and Jane, and creating adventures for the three of them. Between his favorite books, The Hardy Boys and Tom Swift, and his favorite television shows, Hopalong Cassidy, The Lone Ranger, and Gene Autry, he managed to fill his days.

As he finished brushing his teeth after breakfast, a horn honked, which meant his mother was waiting to take him and Pancho to school. He grabbed his jacket and ran out the door.

Outside, he hopped into the front seat of their wood-paneled Ford station wagon, and glanced at Pancho, who was already ensconced in the back seat, as usual.

As his mother drove down the long driveway exiting the ranch, she turned to Noah. “Are you excited to start your summer vacation, sweetie?”

“Yeah. I mean... yes ma’am,” he answered tentatively.

“And what about you, Pancho? Are you happy to start your summer vacation?”

“Si, Señora. My father wants me to play little league this summer. We’ve been practicing in the evenings.”

As they turned onto Corral de Tierra Road, the sun exploded through the rear window of the station wagon, lighting up the interior and reflecting off the shiny green enamel of the dash, nearly blinding Noah.

“There’s a party after school, Mom,” he said. “So we’ll be home later than usual. We can get a ride with Jane’s mom, if that’s okay with you.”

“That will be fine, kiddo. I have a couple of late afternoon lessons, so you would have had to wait for me anyway.”

As she pulled into the circular driveway in front of the school, many of his classmates already milled about waiting for the bell to ring. He spotted his friend Jane looking around for them, and waved out the window to attract her attention. Before the station wagon had even stopped, they piled out of the car and started running to catch up with their friends.

***
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Jody shook her head at the boys, smiled, and joined the queue of pickup trucks and cars exiting the parking lot.

She thought of Noah, who would turn twelve in a few months. Soon enough, he would be a teenager. Matt Jr. was going off to college, and then Noah would be gone in no time as well. She felt a small stab of loneliness inside her. The first ten years of her marriage had been bliss. Then, as the demands of kids and work began to take their toll, she and Matt spent less and less time together. He was always at work during the week, and quite often had to work late and on the weekends, playing ‘catch up’ at the ranch. Often, during the week, he came home smelling of alcohol, ate his dinner in silence, and went off to bed. Jody couldn’t remember the last time they’d made love. He was gone every weekend during hunting season, usually with Matt Jr., and came home late Sunday in time to shower, eat dinner, and go to bed. It struck her that someday it would just be her and the horses.

She swallowed hard as she pulled out of the little school’s parking lot, and had to choke back tears during much of the drive home.

She turned into the driveway and as she got to the house, she saw her first client of the morning had already arrived, so she took a moment to pull herself together.

***
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Noah sat at his desk waiting for class to start. He liked his teacher, Mr. Norris, especially for the way he made his history lessons come alive. This year, they had studied California history, and Noah loved the stories of the early days of the gold rush, and tales of vast cattle ranches and wild characters, and bandidos like Solomon Pico, Joaquin Murrieta, and Three-Fingered Jack. He often imagined riding with them on their raids, or sometimes he imagined that he was one of the regulators chasing them down. Yes, he hoped it would be another great summer of exploring the surrounding countryside with Pancho and Jane, and they would pretend to be settlers or pistoleros back in the 1800s.

He was jarred from this daydream by a voice calling his name, and looked up to see Mr. Norris staring at him.

“Well, Noah, I’m sorry to disturb you, but do you think that you could lead the class in the Pledge of Allegiance this morning?”

Noah felt his face flush hot as the rest of the class snickered. “Yes sir,” he said, recovering somewhat. He stood, placed his hand over his heart, and turned toward the flag. As he began reciting the pledge, the rest of the class quickly joined in.

Later, as they walked across the expansive school yard toward the after-school festivities, Noah turned to Pancho and said, “You want to go riding tomorrow? There’s a canyon I’ve been wanting to explore, and I thought I would ride out there tomorrow after my chores are done.”

“Mi padre wants me to go to little league tryouts in the morning, in Salinas. I won’t be back until late. He has some crazy idea that I’ll become a professional baseball player when I grow up.”

Noah was disappointed, but he understood. Pancho and his father had become close after the death of Pancho’s mother. Consequently, anything his father asked of him became an imperative. Pancho could never disappoint his father.

“Okay, I guess I’ll go riding alone.”

“What about Jane?” Pancho asked.

“She has plans with her mom. They’re going to the pool at the Country Club. Wish you could come with me.”

“Me too, but I promised Papa I would try out for baseball. I’ll see you when I get back.”

After the party was over, and Noah and Pancho were on their way home with Jane and her mother, Lois, they listened to the radio announcer talking about the U.S. space program. The announcer said the U.S. was preparing to launch its first unmanned space satellite in an effort to keep pace with the Russians. Noah thought it would be wonderful to be on a spaceship, just like Buck Rogers or Flash Gordon, flying through space and exploring distant planets.

Jane’s mother turned into the long drive that led to Noah’s house, and as they passed the riding arena, Noah saw his mother was saying goodbye to her last student of the day. Jane’s mother pulled the station wagon up to the house, and the kids piled out before she could turn off the engine.

Noah’s mom walked over to greet Lois, and invited her to come into the house for some refreshment.

“I can’t stay long,” said Lois. “I must get back by five-thirty. It’s bridge night at the club, and I need to make Jane supper before I leave.”

Noah, Jane, and Pancho headed for the barn, where Noah and Pancho started immediately on their evening chores, feeding the horses and making sure all the water troughs were filled. Jane pitched in and helped while they discussed their plans for the months ahead. Jane promised she would come over as soon as she could the following week, but said her mother wanted her to spend some time at the country club and sit with her at the pool. Though disappointed, Noah told her that he understood, and explained his plan to do some exploring tomorrow. He said he’d let her and Pancho know if he found anything interesting.

They all agreed to get back together as soon as possible. Upon finishing the chores, they sat and talked until Jane’s mother called her, announcing that it was time to go. Jane said her goodbyes and left Noah and Pancho sitting on the hay bales making fake farting noises.

Eventually, Pancho left to find his father, and Noah sat in the barn feeling a bit lonely. It seemed like everyone had plans with their parents except him. He moped around a little, then headed for the house. It was almost time for The Lone Ranger to come on TV. Maybe this summer vacation would bring some great adventures to his life, like those in The Lone Ranger.
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Chapter 2 – Lonely Canyon​
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The first day of his summer vacation, Noah rose before the sun, as usual, and parked in front of the TV to watch his favorite Saturday morning cowboy show, Hopalong Cassidy, while eating his cereal. When his dad walked into the kitchen looking for a cup of coffee, Noah noticed that his eyes were bloodshot and he was moving a little slow. He looked like he’d spent another late night with his buddies at the Growers Pub.

“Mornin’, Dad.”

“You better get to your chores, son. Those horses don’t like to wait too long for their hay.”

“My show’s almost done, Dad. I’ll be on it right away.”

“Make sure you are.” He added a couple of spoonsful of sugar to his coffee and left the room.

Noah wondered why his dad always gave him such a hard time but was so easy on his brother. He envied his brother’s relationship with his dad, and always held out hope that he would have the same relationship one day. Well, Hoppy had just caught the bad guy and the show was almost over, so he rinsed his cereal bowl and headed out the door for the barn.

It was almost nine by the time he had finished his chores. Every Saturday, it was his turn to muck out the stalls, because Matt Jr. had to ride in with his dad to help at the dealership. This always added an hour to his time doing chores. He went back into the house to make his lunch for his ride today, a peanut butter and jelly sandwich and an apple. He then went out to saddle his horse, Copper, a ten-year-old gelding that his mother had given him for his tenth birthday. They’d been inseparable ever since. He spent many hours grooming him, cleaning his hooves, and simply talking to him like he would a best friend.

He went into the tack room and grabbed his saddle blanket and saddle, and threw them onto Copper’s back. He put his lunch in his saddlebag, along with a canteen of water, and slid his .22 rifle into its scabbard next to the saddle, then led his horse out of the stable.

“Hey, Mom, I’m going to ride out to the canyon road a bit. I’ll be back after lunch,” he said as she walked into the barn.

“You going alone this morning?” she asked.

“Yeah, Pancho is going to baseball tryouts and Jane is meeting her friends at the pool.”

“You be careful, kiddo. I don’t like the idea of you being out there alone. “

“I’ll be fine, Mom. Copper always takes care of me,” he said, smiling as he mounted up. “Besides, I’ve got my rifle with me.”

He rode down the long drive out to the road, and across to the mouth of a long draw running south. He didn’t like going alone, but he wasn’t going to hang around the house waiting for his mom to find something else for him to do. The desultory shadow of loneliness crept over him but he shook it off, it being a fine early summer morning and the first day of his summer vacation. A hawk cried as it circled high above, and the mourning doves cooed as they sat on the telephone line that ran along the main road. The sun was shining on the sage and coyote brush, and he could smell the pungent, herbal scents they gave off. As he approached the rolling hills beyond, just now turning brown in the early summer heat, the only other sound he could hear was the creak of leather from his saddle. He loved mornings like this.

At the neighbor’s fence, he dismounted, opened the gate, and led Copper through. He was always extremely conscious of making sure the gate was securely closed because, if he was careless, the Seratellis’ stock might get out, in which case he would lose the privilege of riding on their ranch, which comprised over four thousand acres.

He remounted and headed up the draw to the ridgetop, where he could get a good view of the surrounding landscape. From that vantage point, he could figure out what direction he needed to go. The sky above was a giant porcelain-blue dome painted with long white horsetail clouds. The morning breeze had dropped off, and the sun’s intensity grew as it shone on his face.

It took him about half an hour to get to the top of the ridge, where he stopped and drank from his canteen. It would be in the mid to high eighties today, well below the searing heat of late July and August. He looked out across the canyon to the west, to the old oak where he, Pancho, and Jane had built their treehouse a couple of years ago. They’d spent many fun hours there making up imaginary stories and hiding away from their parents. He didn’t feel like heading in that direction today, however, preferring to go somewhere he hadn’t been before. Cattle grazed to the east, so he didn’t want to go that way, either. Instead, he headed south down across the ridge, toward a large outcropping of rocks. He normally avoided the rocks, which were said to be the site of an old rattlesnake den—he’d heard his dad and the other ranchers talk about it. He would just have to keep a sharp eye out and his .22 rifle handy. Beyond it was the canyon he’d always wanted to explore.

He picked his way down the hillside using the game trails, and ended up at the bottom of a ravine, where it opened up a bit. Just beyond the rock outcropping was a small canyon choked with coyote brush and manzanita. He spotted a narrow game trail threading its way through the brush leading back into the canyon, and felt like it was a personal invitation to enter. Still, Noah sat there for a while, having second thoughts about following the game trail, as it wound very close to the rocks housing the fabled rattlesnake den.

Finally, he dismounted and left Copper tied to a stand of brush, and he would proceed on foot. He slipped his rifle out of its scabbard and moved cautiously ahead. As he walked, he stopped and picked up a few stones, and threw them ahead to where the trail wound past the rocks, hoping to frighten any snakes away, or at least stir them up so they’d rattle and he’d know if they were around. Hearing nothing, he passed beneath the shade of the overhanging rocks without incident and continued up the trail.

The trail narrowed and became more choked with brush, but he pushed on, liking the feeling of being on his own. On family outings, he was always low man on the totem pole and got stuck with all the scutt chores. Out here, he felt like the master of his own destiny, that he only had to answer to himself. Finally, he reached a spot where the trail opened up and the climb became steeper. He came to a clearing and was pleasantly surprised to find a small pond that appeared to be fed by a nearby spring. A ribbon of grass circled the pond, and hundreds of small animal prints appeared in the muddy margins. From what Noah could determine, the prints were made by rabbits, deer, wild turkeys, badgers, and maybe a coyote or two. He was surprised that the cattle hadn’t found this pond, as they always had a nose for water. Perhaps it was too remote, or maybe the rattlesnake den kept them away.

He gazed up at a cliff above the pond, which rose a good twenty feet or more, with a protruding ledge that cast a shadow on the vegetation below. As he walked the circumference of the pond, he realized he was in a small box canyon well off the beaten path. He looked for some sort of access in or out, but could see none from where he stood, so he decided to sit and rest for a while, and just listen to the sounds of nature that surrounded him. He could hear the insects buzzing and the dulcet calls of the red-winged blackbirds as they flitted about. He could hear the distant cry of a red tail hawk as it circled looking for its next meal, and saw the dragonflies flit about and hover low over the pond’s surface. A fecund smell permeated the place, probably from the mud and reeds in the pond. He was sorry that he hadn’t brought his lunch with him.

It was getting much warmer and, after a while, Noah realized that it must be close to noon. He stood and dusted himself off, and started back down the game trail. He could return in a day or two with both Pancho and Jane, and they could do some exploring.

He was daydreaming as he walked, thinking of the cowboys and bandidos that must have roamed these hills a hundred years ago, and was still lost in his daydreams as he approached the rock outcropping. Suddenly, he was startled by a buzzing sound that was all too familiar and struck fear into his heart. He froze, slowly looking for the source of the sound, and he spotted one of the biggest rattlesnakes he’d ever seen, coiled on the top of the rock ten feet away.

He’d encountered rattlesnakes before when camping with his dad and brother, and on their ranch too, so he knew if he wasn’t threatening or aggressive, the snake would probably slither off. He stood still for what felt like an hour, but the snake didn’t move. In reality, he knew it had only been five or so minutes, but he was sweating buckets, and he wondered why the snake wasn’t moving away. It dawned on him that if he was near its den, it probably wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon. He remembered being told that, at this time of year, the snakes birthed their young and were the most active.

He slowly moved back a step, hoping the snake wouldn’t strike. Nothing happened, so he took another step backwards. Again, nothing happened, and now he figured he was out of striking range. The only problem was that the path led directly under the rock where the snake was coiled, and there was no way around it. The brush was far too thick and dense on the opposite side of the path to skirt around it safely. He had to think of something to distract the snake so he could slip by.

He slowly raised his rifle, opened the bolt action, and reached into his pocket for a shell. The noise seemed to alert the snake, and it began buzzing again in earnest. He dropped the cartridge into the breach and slid the bolt forward, locking it into place. He knew snakes had terrible eyesight, and primarily reacted to heat and smell, so he thought he was far enough away that the snake couldn’t locate him, and it was reacting only to the sound. He raised the gun and took aim, and the snake seemed to sense something had changed. It suddenly stopped buzzing and seemed to sniff the air around it, then slowly started to move, and finally it slithered off into a shady crevice.

Relieved, Noah lowered his rifle. He didn’t really want to kill the snake, which was a part of the natural landscape and needed for rodent control. Carefully and quietly, he moved down the path beneath the rock ledge and reached the other side, where Copper contentedly grazed. He let out a sigh of relief and reached out to a large boulder next to him for support.

As he touched the rock, he felt an indentation on the smooth surface. He didn’t think much of it, but when he turned and inspected, it looked man-made. He pushed away the brush that partially obscured the rock, and saw what looked like two mountain peaks etched there, or the outline of a suspension bridge, like the Golden Gate Bridge. Underneath it, an arrow was carved, pointing in the direction he’d just come from. But there was no bridge where he’d been, nor mountain peaks. It could be an “M,” he thought. He would have to come back with Pancho and Jane and see what they thought of the symbol.

By now it was past midday and Noah was starving, so he climbed back on his horse and rode to the top of the ridge, and found a large oak. He dismounted and let Copper graze in the shade, and he sat to eat his lunch.

When he had finished, he looked around to get his bearings. Satisfied that he could find his way back with Pancho and Jane, he climbed back aboard Copper, and headed for home. He was excited to share his discovery of the box canyon and the little pond with his friends.
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Chapter 3 – Brothers in Name Only​
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As Noah crossed the road onto the drive that led to the ranch house, he saw Felipe talking to another man just outside their gate. As he got closer, he recognized the other man as Felipe’s younger brother, Paco. It appeared that they were having an argument, so Noah spurred his horse on in order to avoid any intrusion. He didn’t understand much of what was said because they were arguing in Spanish, but he understood some cursing and the word dinero.

It was early afternoon when he reached the barn, where Pancho sat in the corner on a hay bale looking a little forlorn.

“Hey, Pancho, what’s up?” Noah asked. “How did little league tryouts go?”

“Hey, Noah,” he replied. “They went okay, I guess.”

“So? Did you get picked by a team?”

“No, they don’t do that now. They get together and talk about everyone, then you go back in a week, and they tell you what team you’re on.”

“So, you’ll get to play?”

“I guess so.”

“That’s good, isn’t it? Why the long face?”

“I don’t know. I was the only Mexican at the tryouts. I don’t think the other guys liked me too much.”

“Aw, don’t worry about it. They’ll feel different when you show ‘em how good you are.”

“Thanks, Noah. I’m just not sure I really want to play baseball. I only went because my dad wanted me to.”

“I saw your dad talking to your uncle when I rode in,” said Noah. “They looked like they were arguing.”

“Yeah, my uncle probably wants to borrow some more money. My dad doesn’t want to loan him any ‘cause he just gambles it away and spends it on booze.”

“Oh?” Noah unsaddled his horse and moved his saddle and blanket into the tack room, and returned with a brush. As he started to brush Copper, he said, “Hey, I found a neat place this morning, Pancho. It’s a pond at the back of a canyon.”

“Cool!” said Pancho, brightening up. “Let’s go check it out tomorrow.”

“Okay, after our chores are done. We can pack a lunch. I’ll see if Jane wants to come along. There is one thing, though.”

“What’s that?”

“We go right by a big rock where there’s a rattlesnake den to get to it. I ran into a big one on the way back out.”

“What happened?” Pancho asked, now completely interested.

“I waited it out. I didn’t want to shoot it, so I just stood there, and after about ten minutes it slithered off.”

“Oh man, I don’t know if Jane will want to go if she knows that, amigo. You know how girls are about snakes.”

“Yeah, but Jane’s different. She won’t be scared.”

Noah finished brushing down his horse and put him in his stall with a flake of hay. “Let’s go see if we can catch the rest of the Giants game on the radio,” he suggested.

“Cool, that’s the kind of baseball I like. Maybe Willie Mays will hit another homer today,” said Pancho, jumping up and following Noah out of the barn. “I love summer vacation,” he said as he caught up to Noah.

“Yeah, me too.”

***
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Felipe trudged back down the driveway mostly with his head down, but glanced up just in time to see the boys go into Noah’s house. He didn’t know what to do about his brother. He had tried talking to him, offered to get him a job on the ranch helping him, and even loaned him money when he was in a tight spot. The problem was that he always seemed to be in a tight spot. On top of that, he didn’t like the talk in the Mexican community about his drinking, stealing, and fights, but nothing Felipe did seemed to make a difference.

It was getting so that he didn’t want him around Pancho anymore. “I will light a candle for him tonight,” he said to himself.
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Chapter 4 – A Narrow Escape​
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California Gold Country, 1853

They had been on the run for over a week, the result of their month-long crime spree throughout gold country. They were tired and hungry, and their horses were spent, but their saddle bags were full of gold. Only a day’s ride from Monterey and Joaquin, they felt a little more relaxed, thinking the regulators had been left far behind.

Joaquin Murrieta had been a peace-loving boy of fifteen when the gringos falsely accused his brother of stealing a mule, hanged him, then horsewhipped Joaquin. After that, Joaquin’s attitude changed about the gringos. Full of anger and rage, he’d joined up with the Feliz family and begun a life of crime and revenge, and was now one of the most wanted men in California.

“Hey, Joaquin, I’m really hungry,” said his compadre, Reyes. “When can we stop and eat?”

“All you do is think about your stomach, cabron,” replied Murrieta. “We can stop when I’m sure that we’ve lost those regulators for good.”

After ten days in the saddle, they both craved a good meal and a good night’s sleep. At present, they were winding their way down through the foothills south of San Jose, heading for Salinas, and then on to Monterey.

“Can we stop in Salinas?” asked Reyes. “It’s where my Tia Rosa lives. She will feed us and let us stay the night.”

“Okay, Reyes, we can stop, but only if you agree to shut up. I need to find a safe place to stash this gold before going into Monterey. I don’t want to get caught with all of this on us. I will come back and get it once I book us passage to Mexico.” Murietta was feeling short-tempered, and if his companion Reyes didn’t shut up, he’d have to shoot him.

That’s not such a bad idea, he thought. I wouldn’t have to listen to him anymore and I could take his share of the gold. I should wait until we get to his aunt’s house, though. She can feed us and our horses.

They’d been in the saddle so long that he was beginning to feel like part of the horse. Both horses were crusted white with dried sweat and about dead on their feet. It was safe to take a short break and let the horses drink and rest a bit.

“Hey, Reyes,” Joaquin said, “let’s stop at this little stream and let the horses drink and rest. We’re an hour or so out of Salinas, and I want them rested in case we run into any regulators.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
TMETREASURE

1

y,
o o v

¥ ,/ // l

a |

N Dﬁ
v

o

m

[~

| &

' b

ENCETRER SH AL LR





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.jpg
THE

TREASURE
JOAQUIN

TERRENCE PERSHALL





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.jpg
ekt





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image007.jpg
MANDATE

PETER MARTUNEAC





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.jpg





