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      Haley stepped out of her blue and white FJ Cruiser parked in the gravel driveway in front of Mom’s ranch house. The house had been newly painted, or at least painted since Haley had been back home last. A cheery yellow with white trim. Mom probably liked it.

      The sun was about to sink below the tree line, even though it wouldn’t actually set for a couple more hours this time of year. The temperatures would begin to cool as soon as the sun disappeared behind the pines and spruces.

      Haley stretched her stiff legs. She felt old, but forty wasn’t old, was it? She tugged her too-tight jeans back into place and pulled the thin jacket around her.

      She and her daughter, Trixie, had been on the road since three this morning. Why had she thought this was going to be a good idea? Her hands were shaking from too much coffee.

      The pungent smell of pine trees filled her nose. The trees off to the right side of the yard had been limbed up and beneath them in permanent shade, lay patches of dirty snow. Out back a horse whinnied.

      A black lab-shepherd mix came around the side of the house, barked once and wagged its tail. The dog had a white chest. Maybe not a shepherd. Definitely a mix.

      “Well, hi honey. What’s your name?”

      The dog came to her side and sat on top of her feet, waiting to be petted. It wore no collar or tag to give her an indication of its name. Haley stroked the dog’s soft fur and the tail wagged even more.

      Trixie still sat in the front seat, playing games on her phone. She hadn’t even looked up when Haley parked.

      “C’mon Trix. Put your phone away. Time to go in.”

      Trixie grimaced, but put her phone into the flowered backpack sitting at her feet. She grudgingly got out of the car. She was wearing jean cutoffs with fringed bottoms, running shoes and a ragged gray Psyduck t-shirt. Her shoulder-length brown hair was unruly and tangled.

      Haley said, “Well, where’s Mom, I wonder. Probably not in the house, but we’ll try there first shall we?”

      Trixie didn’t answer

      Haley knocked on the battered aluminum screen door. There was no answer.

      She turned around to find Trixie on the wooden step right behind her, petting the dog.

      “Let’s go around back.”

      Haley gave a resigned sigh. She was finally here. It had been a long drive from Seattle. Returning home with her tail between her legs. A failed marriage, good riddance to him. Worse, was her failed tech career. At least she didn’t have debt but there wasn’t much money left either. She’d need to find work, fast.

      They went around the left side of the house, onto the back patio. Mom was most likely out in one of the barns.

      From the patio, a gravel area opened out onto the ranch itself. To the right of the house lay raised beds that used to hold Mom’s fruit and vegetable garden. They probably weren’t planted yet. All that was visible was bare soil. The beds were encased in a fence of wood and chicken wire with bird netting over the top to keep the deer and birds out. Behind the garden stood four small cabins built for guests, painted in sagebrush green and blue with white trim around the doors and windows. There were four other cabins, farther out on the property. Mom and Dad had all the cabins built about ten years ago. The house had six guest rooms, but some customers wanted a cabin all to themselves.

      In the center stood a newly painted sagebrush green horse barn. It was tall and open inside with only a couple of wood stalls and a closed off heated tack room, plus a similarly secured feed room. The barn emptied out into a dirt paddock, which in turn led to a grass-filled pasture.

      To the left of the horse barn was the hay barn. Separate from the horses, because Dad had once said he’d seen too many barn fires in his life and didn’t want to see any more burned horses. It was after Dad died that Mom had opened the bed and breakfast business, even though she still raised cattle, too.

      A wide gravel road led farther off to another wooden barn, this one painted a royal blue and shorter, used to house cattle when the weather got really bad.

      They walked across the gravel road towards the horse barn. Out in the pasture twenty or so quarter horses, along with a few mixed breeds, grazed on new spring grass. The sky above was blue with no clouds and a dark shape passed slowly over them.

      “Oh my god, look Trixie.”

      Trixie looked up, following the line of her finger.

      “It’s an eagle, I think a golden eagle.”

      Trixie looked at her, eyes open wide. Haley knew she’d never seen a bird that large.

      “Yeah, their wingspans are wider than you are tall. Larger than bald eagles.”

      They stood as it circled above the pasture several times. Watching the large raptor brought her back to the land and how extraordinary it had felt growing up here, being part of nature and the elements.

      At twelve, Trixie’s age, she’d walked along the Blackfoot River, picking up stones that looked like jewels. Watched dragonflies hunt for prey. Become friends with frogs and toads.

      That was before she grew up and got the urge to leave. The eagle finally rose a little higher and then passed beyond the tree line. Haley stood watching, hoping it would come back. When it didn’t, they continued across the gravel.

      They found Mom inside the open horse barn. She was sitting down, rubbing leather cleaner on a saddle.

      “Hi Mom,” Haley said.

      “Haley. I wasn’t expecting you this early.”

      Mom wiped her hands on a rag, got up and came towards her for a hug.

      When had Mom gotten so small and shrunken?

      “Well, and you must be Trixie.”

      Trixie nodded.

      “Nice to meet you, dear. I’m your Grandmother. Bea. Short for Beatrix.”

      Mom hugged her. Then she hugged Trixie, who remained stiff, unwilling or unable to embrace a stranger. Mom either didn’t notice or didn’t call attention to it.

      She said, “I see you’ve met Trouble.”

      “Trouble?” said Haley, looking down at the dog. “A self-fulfilling prophecy?”

      “Oh no, we originally called her Raven, because her fur’s so black and glossy. That was before she took a liking to hoarding.”

      “Hoarding?” asked Haley.

      “Yeah, both her and the cat, Twinkletoes. They steal my guests’ belongings. I think they’re having a competition. Keep an eye on your things.”

      Haley laughed. “I think we saw a golden eagle over the pasture.”

      “They migrate through this time of year. Thousands of them. Amazing birds. That’s why I built a chicken tractor, can’t let my new hens run loose.”

      “Chicken tractors are all the rage in Seattle.”

      Her mom looked at her, surprised.

      “But only with three chickens. I think that’s the city limit. And no roosters.”

      Mom said, “Well, the world does change, doesn’t it? Let’s get you two settled in. I cleaned up a couple of rooms. They’re not large. When I remodeled, the builders squeezed in an extra room by making them all a little smaller.”

      “The rooms will be fine, Mom.”

      The three of them walked back to her SUV, and Haley opened the tailgate. She pulled out a couple of battered suitcases. Trixie got her backpack from the front seat of the car and put it on. Then Trixie grabbed Haley’s leather purse, handing it to her.

      “Thanks dear,” said Haley.

      “You brought a lot of stuff,” said Mom, cocking her head. Obviously not wanting to ask the question.

      “Yeah, we moved out of our apartment,” said Haley. “Not going back there.”

      “And this is all you own?” asked Mom.

      “We sold or gave away everything else.”

      “Okay, then,” said Mom. “Welcome home.”

      “We can unpack the rest of the stuff later,” said Haley.

      She shut the car up and locked it.

      “You don’t have to lock things here, you know.”

      “Habit,” said Haley, picking up her suitcase and carrying it up the gravel driveway.

      Trixie picked up her suitcase and followed them towards the house.

      “I can help carry something. Where are my manners?” said Mom.

      Trixie shook her head.

      “We’re used to carrying our own stuff,” said Haley.

      Mom opened the front door and said, “Mind the step up.”

      Haley walked inside and smelled fresh baked bread.

      “I made up the blue room and the lilac room. Don’t know who wants which one,” said Mom, taking them through the spacious living room with its wood floors and yellow ochre walls. The furniture was old leather, a dark tan color. Green pillows and throws accented the room and tied in the large painting over the couch. A friend of Dad’s had painted it when she was a kid. A scene of green pines and yellow leaved aspen trees, lining the edges of the Blackfoot River. Fall on the Blackfoot it was called.

      They went down the hall towards the bedrooms, rolling their suitcases now.

      Trixie went into the blue room and came back out nodding, then went back inside and closed the door. Haley took the lilac room. She looked around. A metal framed bed, painted white with a white and lilac flowered bedspread. The walls were a perfect shade of lavender. A lilac dresser sat next to the closet. In a corner, between two floral curtained windows that looked out into the pine forest sat a lilac painted table and chair.

      A place for her laptop. And for herself to pull her life back together again.

      “This is perfect Mom.”

      “Good. It’s one of my favorite rooms.”

      “Do you have guests scheduled soon?”

      “A couple are coming this weekend. More next week. Our busy season is on its way. We’re never full up though. Not since the economy tanked.”

      “Things are picking up though, at least in the Seattle area.”

      “Not around here. Winnie’s cafe is empty far too often for breakfast and lunch. No tourists are coming through. People are taking the new highway over by Helena. They’re in a hurry. Or if they come through, they don’t stop. Have you had dinner?”

      “We had a burger in Missoula.”

      “That was hours ago. I made a casserole. I’ll go see what else I can find. I’ll let you unpack,” Mom said. Then she checked to make sure Trixie wasn’t in earshot, and whispered, “She’s still not speaking?”

      “No. I don’t expect her to anytime soon. It’s been years. I just let it go. I don’t want to pressure her. When she has something to say, she’ll let us know.”

      Mom shook her head and said, “Poor girl.” Then left for the kitchen.

      Haley looked down the hall. Trixie’s door was closed, but she could hear the sound of drawers opening.

      Haley unpacked her suitcase, full of cheap thrift store clothes she didn’t like, but at least they fit. Then stuck the suitcase in the back of the closet. She went out to the car and brought in her computer. She plugged in a surge protector and the computer. Mom didn’t have internet or a computer.

      Haley would have to make a few calls, see what internet options were available. Probably only satellite. Lincoln was a town living in the past. She intended to change some of that.

      If no one was going to pay her to use her skills back in Seattle, then she’d live here and work for free. She’d just have to figure out what would help people the most.

      Haley couldn’t help the person who needed help the most. Trixie was the only one who could help herself. All Haley could do was love her and keep her safe.
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      Mabel stood in her rose pink bathroom and looked at her silver hair in the mirror. She should wear a wig. That would help. She dug into a cabinet drawer and found the old brown wig she’d worn back in the sixties, when wigs were common. She shook it out and pulled it onto her head, tucking her short hair beneath it.

      Perfect. Absolutely perfect.

      She took it off and left the bathroom, switching off the light.

      Out in her cozy little kitchen she put the wig in her purse, placing it on top of Mac’s old pistol and snapped the clasp shut. She filled a bottle of water, setting it on the counter by her purse.

      Everything was ready for her little trip. Her house was clean and tidy, everything in its place. Lights were turned off. The license plates of Mac’s car had been smeared with mud so as to make them illegible. The snow tires were still on because there was still snow in places.

      It was a good thing she hadn’t gotten rid of all his cars when he died all those years ago. She’d just never gotten around to it. They’d come in handy now. All that car insurance she’d paid over the years like a good citizen should. She’d only kept one car licensed, but it was a simple thing to move the plates around. The stupid cars were about to pay for themselves.

      She picked up her purse and bottle and left the house. The streets had been plowed, so most of the snow was gone, but a layer of black ice lay on the road. She’d paid the neighbor kid, Jameson, to shovel her walks and driveway, but there was still ice out there too.

      Mabel locked the back door and held onto the iron rail as she went down the slippery, concrete stair. Then she took small steps across the ice to the garage.

      Once inside, she pushed the button of the remote control to open the large garage door behind the big Ford 4-wheel drive pickup. The roads were sort of dicey out today. She’d be happy when all the ice was melted and gone.

      Even though this was just a dry run, she wanted to be prepared. The pickup was brown with a tan panel down the side, so it would blend in well. The truck looked just like half a dozen other pickups she saw every day.

      She set her belongings in the passenger’s side, closed the door and walked slowly around to the driver’s side to get in. It took a lot of effort to haul herself up into it. She’d better get to work using that treadmill and lifting those weights. This might be a little harder than she thought.

      She’d have to be able to move fast. Some idiot might get it into their head to chase her.

      Once inside, she took a few deep breaths. She could do this. She started up the truck. This was going to be fun.

      At the crossroads, she took 141 south to Helena. She’d poke around the small towns on the way there and choose one that looked likely.

      She finally found one. It was a small town. Like her home, Lincoln, but a little larger. One main road running straight through town. She stopped at an old gas station, one with no security cameras, and pumped her own gas breathing in the gas fumes. She’d always liked the smell of gasoline.

      Mabel paid in cash. Then pulled around to the side of the station, slipped her wig on and tied an old see through peach colored scarf over the top of it. Now she looked like a proper old lady.

      Not that anyone would notice. No one ever did notice old ladies.

      She drove down the street to the drug store. The sign read Barney’s Drugstore.

      She glanced at the clock on her dashboard. 2:50. Good. Schools were still in session. No kids hanging around. She parallel parked in front, making sure there was a lot of space in front of her.

      The pickup wasn’t visible from the store windows, but was close enough to the door. The streets were empty.

      Mabel supposed she should have had a getaway driver. But no one else needed to be involved in this. No one else needed to know. And who else would be desperate enough to do this?

      Inside the store, Mabel looked around.

      It was small, crowded with too many shelves. The store smelled sweet, all that candy. No security cameras.

      She felt nervous.

      Just one employee on the floor. A middle-aged man who’d had too many good meals, too much stress and too little exercise. Must be Barney.

      No one else was in the store.

      ‘I’m invisible,’ she told herself silently.

      This was it.

      Mabel walked up to the counter and unsnapped her handbag. She pulled the pistol out.

      “Put all your money in a bag and hand it over.”

      “What?” said the man, looking up from his cellphone.

      “Put all the money in a bag and hand it over!” she said, louder. “And don’t push any alarm buttons.”

      The man stood up quickly when she waved the gun at him.

      He opened the cash register. Filled the bag.

      “Everything under the drawer too,” she said.

      He lifted the cash drawer. Pulled out a few hundreds. Put those in the bag.

      “You want checks?” he asked, his voice breaking.

      “No. Hand it over. Give me your cell phone. Then get on the floor. I’ll leave your phone outside on the sidewalk. Wait at least until ten minutes have passed before you move. Don’t call anyone.”

      He gave her the phone. Then scrambled onto the floor.

      She turned and ran out. Her legs felt wobbly.

      She set his phone on a window ledge, outside the door. Ran for the pickup. Hauled herself up inside. Started it and drove like a bat out of hell. Towards Helena.

      As she drove, Mabel caught her breath. She stashed the gun back in her purse and pulled the scarf and wig off. The bag of money went under her seat. She hoped it would be enough.

      As she roared down the road, at the speed limit of course, her hands shook on the steering wheel. She could smell the old pine tree air freshener hanging from the mirror, its scent enlivened by the heat pouring out of the vents.

      She pulled over in Helena and stopped at an old burger place. She took the cash, counted it, organizing it into 100’s, 20’s, 10’s, etc. and put it in her wallet. Then she got out of the pickup and put the paper bag in an outside garbage can.

      She got back in the pickup and drove off. She picked up Highway 279 and drove carefully on the icy roads over the pass. Mabel nibbled on some beef jerky that had been in her purse, while driving. She was starving. Should’ve bought a burger at that place.

      This was supposed to be just a dry run. To check out the drugstore. But it seemed like a chance worth taking at the time. Mabel still couldn’t believe she’d done it.

      She ran into Highway 200 and turned West, towards Lincoln.

      Her hands had long stopped shaking.

      The money amounted to $3,498.89. She could make that last for quite a few months. Along with social security.

      Yes indeedy, invisibility was her superpower.
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      The next morning Haley woke when the sun streamed through the thin curtains. Her phone said it was not long after five.

      Haley rolled over and tried to go back to sleep, but it was too light. She heard the sounds of Mom puttering around in the kitchen, making breakfast. Even through the closed door, Haley could smell coffee. And bacon.

      That did it. She got up and pulled on a pair of well worn jeans and a blue t-shirt. She topped that with a flannel shirt, then put on thin socks and a pair of black dressy boots, the only ones she had. Made for going out on the town, not for scuffing around the ranch.

      She’d need to go into town and get a pair of riding boots. Trixie would need some too. At twelve, her feet were still growing rapidly, along with the rest of her body. She probably needed all new clothes. Well for now, boots would have to do.

      Haley went down the hall to the bathroom and splashed water on her face. After drying it, she went back to her room and brushed her hair. Her face felt dry and scaly. She hadn’t even been here a day and the lack of humidity was already taking its toll. Moisturizer it was. After that she went back down the hall to the kitchen.

      “Good morning, Mom.”

      “Good morning. Haley this is Jerry and Dani,” said Mom, nodding to the two people at the table, drinking coffee. “This is Haley, my daughter. Her daughter, Trixie, came with her. She doesn’t talk. You’ll see both of them around.”

      “Hello,” said Haley.

      “I’m Jerry,” said the tall, gangly, fiftyish man, standing and holding out his hand. “Pleased to meet you ma’am.”

      “Please, just call me Haley. Ma’am makes me feel old.” She shook his hand. The skin felt dry and scratchy, from cuts and callouses.

      The young woman, probably in her twenties said, “I’m Dani.” She held out her hand next.

      Haley shook it and then sat down at the old wooden table, grabbing the coffeepot and filling her mug.

      “Jerry and Dani have cabins over past the horse pasture. Since Glen, …” Mom paused as if to make herself redo something, “your father died, we’ve been meeting here in the morning to figure out the day’s work. I so often need to be around to get breakfast for the guests. It just works out better than what your father used to do.”

      Was Mom trying to stop saying Dad’s name? Why was that?

      “The coffee’s better too,” said Jerry.

      Haley smiled and grabbed a slice of bacon. She watched Mom pour batter into a cast iron skillet for pancakes.

      The bacon crunched pleasantly in her mouth, the smoky taste released. Haley closed her eyes, enjoying it. When was the last time she’d had bacon? When was the last time she’d actually cooked? Not just heated up something instant. She couldn’t remember.

      “Will Trixie be joining us?” asked Mom.

      “Probably not for hours. She’s almost a teenager. She needs ten to twelve hours of sleep. And yesterday I made her get up at two in the morning to drive so we could get an early start.”

      “Whyever did you want to leave so early?”

      “I wasn’t sure if we’d stop in Spokane or Missoula or just drive straight through. I wanted it to be light whenever it was we stopped driving. It seemed like a good idea at the time.” Haley didn’t explain the real reason she’d wanted to leave so early.

      “Well, you’re here safe and sound. That’s what counts. I’m going into town today. I need to get groceries for the weekend. Do you two want to come?”

      “Yes. We both need to get some boots. And I’d like to see Winnie.”

      “Okay. How about ten?”

      “That works for us. Trixie should have had enough sleep by then,” Haley said, smiling.

      Mom acted as if she was planning an expedition. Into town was only a couple miles away. In Seattle that wasn’t even across town. This was another world. Lincoln was tiny, just over a thousand people.

      Mom, Jerry and Dani went over things that needed to happen during the day. Checking out a horse’s hoof, moving the cattle to a different pasture, fixing a broken fencepost in the pasture the cattle were currently in, fixing wiring in one of the cabins where mice had gotten in and chewed the wiring through over the winter. Then the two workers finished off their coffee, put their mugs in the sink, said goodbye and went out the back door.

      Haley ate pancakes when Mom brought them to the table. Spreading peanut butter on them, then syrup.

      Mom finally sat down to eat and stared at her.

      “What?” asked Haley.

      “I’d forgotten you used to do that. So did your father.” Mom’s face wrinkled up.

      “Mom, I’m sorry.”

      “No, it’s okay. It just takes time. I still miss him.”

      “It’s only been a few months. Of course you miss him. At least you’ve had some company, so you’re not all alone.”

      “Well, other than those two, there’s been a few guests, but not many. And there’s Winnie, but she’s always at the cafe. I’ve been having coffee with Mabel sometimes.”

      “Who’s Mabel?”

      “Mabel McTavish, your old kindergarten teacher.”

      “Mrs. McTavish?”

      Mom nodded. “She’s retired now. Her husband died many years ago. Cancer, probably from Vietnam. All that Agent Orange. She’s having a hard time of it, poor gal. Social security and medicare don’t stretch very far and the government has refused to help pay most of the medical bills. All that red tape. But she says there’s a windfall coming soon. Some inheritance or something. She’s not sure when.”

      Haley nodded.

      There was a mrrowing at the back door. Mom got up and opened it. In walked a huge gray and white cat dragging a tan leather glove.

      “Twink, you’ve done it again.” Mom snatched the glove away and went back outside where she pinned it to a clothesline that hung beneath the roof covering the stone patio.

      Haley noticed the clothesline held jewelry, several other gloves, a scarf, a magazine and a red sock.

      The cat, whose fur had to be two inches long, rubbed against Haley’s legs. She petted him and he purred loudly. Very proud of his catch.

      “Such a bad cat,” said Mom. “He steals anything he can. I just pin stuff up there for people to retrieve.” Mom reached down and picked him up to cuddle him, clearly he wasn’t that bad of a cat. Haley could hear his purr from across the room.

      Mom came back and sat down at the table.

      “I need to have an internet connection,” said Haley. “If I get one hooked up, then your guests can use it. They’ll like that.”

      “Then I’ll pay for it,” said Mom.

      “It’s okay. I can cover it.”

      “But if my guests are using it, then I should. And I can take it off the taxes, as a business expense,” she said, proudly. “I just don’t understand the interwebs yet or know how to go about it. I still don’t have a computer, you know.”

      “I know. But if you did, you could set things up to take reservations automatically. You wouldn’t have to worry about missed phone calls.”

      “That would be complicated, what with choosing between cabins and rooms.”

      “I could build you a website which explained the choices.”

      “Well, if you can make it work, that would be nice. I think. It gets a lot to handle sometimes. Reservations, along with cooking and laundry. You wouldn’t believe the laundry. I’m always washing bedding. I have a woman come in to help clean. I just can’t keep up. Jerry and Dani do most of the ranch stuff, but I still have to keep tabs on everything.”

      “Of course you can’t keep up, you’re doing the work that both you and Dad used to do.”

      “You’re right. That’s why I hired Dani. So Jerry could take over some of Glen’s work. But I still need to oversee everything,” she said, firmly.

      “I can help, if you want. I don’t know what you need help with, but I can clean and do laundry. And build the website, take over reservations. I can work in the kitchen, clean and chop. I’m not a great cook, you know that.”

      “Well, that would help a lot, thank you. I don’t want you to have to work for a place to stay though. You know you’re welcome to stay here as long as you need. Permanently, if that’s what you’d like. It’s so nice to finally see Trixie. She’s a lovely young girl.”

      “Yes, she is. I’m sorry it took so long for us to get out here. First it was James, then after that ended, we just didn’t have the money, or I couldn’t take the time away from work without risking losing my job.”

      “But you did lose it, didn’t you?” asked Mom, a sad note in her voice.

      “I lost several. One company collapsed just after another. I rode out the demise of five tech companies. After that, there were just no more jobs. I was working in restaurants, waiting tables to make ends meet and they still weren’t meeting. Seattle’s too expensive. After Dad died, I finally decided to pack up and leave Seattle before we burned through all our savings. I’ve been homeschooling Trixie, she hated all her schools. She was way ahead in all her classes and there’s only a month left in the school year, so I arranged for her to take the year end tests so in the fall she can move up to the next grade. Then we packed up and left. I’m so glad to be back in the sunshine,” she said, looking out the kitchen window, not yet willing to tell Mom the whole story. Not yet. Maybe never.

      “Well, we’ve got sun, that’s for sure.”

      Haley spent the next couple of hours using Mom’s phone book and her own cell phone, trying to find the best satellite company. She finally arranged for an appointment on Friday. Two more days without internet. The withdrawal was awful. She used up almost all her data allowance for the month.

      At nine, Trixie wandered out of her bedroom. She came and knocked on Haley’s open door.

      “Good morning sweetheart. Did you sleep well.”

      Trixie nodded, she looked groggy. Her hair was all mussed up and she still wore her pajamas, a mismatched pair of blue sleep pants and a black t-shirt with a sparkly unicorn on it.

      “Grandma’s left breakfast on the table. She’s outside. Eat some breakfast and get dressed. At ten we’re going into town.”

      Trixie scrunched up her face.

      “I know. The last thing I want to do is get into a car. But we both need some boots and town is just five minutes away.”

      Trixie nodded and wandered out towards the kitchen.

      Haley added up the money they’d spent yesterday for gas and meals. She had enough cash left for a couple pairs of boots. After that, she’d have to take money out of the tiny savings account.

      She tossed all her scribblings about the various satellite companies and their rates into the garbage can beneath the table. Then went back to her room and put the budget stuff away in a desk drawer, got her coat and closed the lavender door.

      Trixie had left her door open, so Haley peeked in to make sure the cat wasn’t inside and closed it as well. Out in the kitchen, Trixie sat at the table eating pancakes. Twinkletoes sat on the chair next to her, completely mesmerized and purring up a storm.

      “How do you like Twink?” asked Haley.

      Trixie smiled.

      Haley poured some milk for Trixie and set it in front of her.

      “I thought I’d go for a walk, before we go to town, want to come?”

      Trixie nodded.

      “Get a move on then.”

      Trixie finished up her pancakes and milk, while nuzzling Twinkletoes, who was lapping up the affection. Haley grabbed a strip of bacon and poured another mug of coffee. The coffee didn’t taste as rich as her own, the beans she used were better, but it was good. Better than Mom used to make when Haley was younger. That awful pre-ground stuff from the can.

      Trixie went into her room and came back dressed in jeans, plain blue t-shirt and old running shoes, faster than Haley would have thought possible.

      “Get a coat,” she said.

      Trixie motioned at the sun through the window.

      “Yeah, it’s sunny here, but it’s only forty five degrees outside. It’s cold.”

      Trixie grudgingly went back to her room. She returned wearing a black Smaug hoody.

      Haley sighed, and put on her warm coat and gloves. She pulled a knit hat over her head and they went out the back door. Twinkletoes followed them.

      It was brisk outside and the sky was totally clear, no clouds. The horses were up near the barn, eating hay from the open center of a couple huge tractor tires that Dad had long ago laid on the ground and converted to feeders. The corral was bordered by wood posts and a three rail fence. Just like when she’d been a kid. It had been easy to squeeze between the horizontal rails to get into the corral.





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/continentaldivide55x85.jpg





