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The Collection of Short Stories

Subtitle: 

Humorous short stories; Christian theme short stories; Poetry; One liners; and more
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Caution! Reader’s Alert!

This book not a ‘How To Book’ but it has something for most everybody. It’s not the Holy Bible, but most of the content, the stories, poems, and one liners, have some value for entertainment, humor, or deep thoughts, as well as, directions to many who are still searching for that something that still missing, or who are in need of answers and where you can go and look for them.

To the unbelievers who laugh at those neighbors who spend so much of their time and energy running to church, and even knocking on doors sharing their belief to others.

Those other people must have this something about them that appears like real lasting contentment and joy.

Or if you’re thinking something like this. “My world seems to be spinning out of control and things around me are getting worse, even scary. Those neighbors seem to have that something that I’m still lacking. I go do all this fun stuff, but I still keep searching for more. What is it that I’m still missing?”

To the one who believes there is a God out there somewhere, but you haven’t done one thing to go look for Him. You may say to yourself, “I just live my life, such as it is, without knowing where to go or what to do to make it better. But the world around me keeps going down with more and more problems without the adequate answers. What is it I’m I missing?”

To my fellow believers who just need another source of encouragement and a reminder of the hope we have in Jesus. My hope is that you find this book to be just that. 

God’s Words to each of us, “For His merciful kindness is great toward us, and the truth of the Lord endures forever. Praise the Lord!” Palms 117:2
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If My people which are called by My name shall humble themselves, and pray, and seek My face, and turn from their wicked ways; then I will hear from heaven, and will forgive their sins, and will heal their land. 2 Chronicles 7:14

“For I know the thoughts that I think toward you, says the Lord, thoughts of peace and not of evil, to give you a future and a hope. Then you will call upon Me and go and pray to Me, and I will listen to you. And you will seek Me and find Me, when you search for Me with all your heart.” Jeremiah 29:11 – 13

But those that wait on the Lord shall renew their strength; they shall mount up with wings like eagles, they shall run and not be weary, they shall walk and not faint.

Isaiah 40:31

Table of Content

Part One   Short Fictional Stories

Part two  Short stories w/Christian Theme

Part three Short Stories Poems + One Liners



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chasing Butterflies
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Grandma Willis would have made a great Marine Corp drill sergeant. She could bark out orders as well as the best of them. She may have been old and gray, but she didn’t lack in the energy department. She could work from sun up until way after sun down Monday through Saturday. And she expected everyone else to do the same. She always said, “If you stop doing the things you're supposed to do, you shrivel up and die.”

Grandma did believe that Sunday was designed as a day of rest, so she did back off on much of work she did then. She said, “Sunday God called a day of rest. So it’s our day of rest too.”

She and Grandpa lived on what they affectionately called ‘God’s Best Two Acres.’ They had chickens, and sheep, and goats, and one cow, along with the biggest garden I’d ever seen in my life.

I loved them both, but Grandma was much harder to love than Grandpa. He was the most mild mannered, sweetest man I have ever known. He must have had something special guiding his ship to be able to put up with Grandma for all those years. I never heard her say a kind word to him in all the time I spent with them. Yet he was always kind and thoughtful to her, just like he was with everyone else he was around.

I had been spending my summers with them for as far back as I can remember. I especially recall that summer when I was between four and five. Grandma showed me how to make apple pie. She did have a lot of patience with me when she was teaching me something back then. When I was almost eleven, she felt I was finally big enough to start carrying my own weight. 

Grandma was always up by six each morning, and if she was up she felt everyone else should be up too. She would say, “Tommie, go out and gather them new eggs so we can have fresh eggs for breakfast.” 

Then she would say, “Tommie, while I am fixing breakfast, you go and make sure the chickens and sheep and goats are fed. You feed the goats last so Grandpa can milk them while they are eating.” Then she would add, “Remember when there is work to be done, there is no time for chasing butterflies.”

Grandpa would get up early same as Grandma. He’d wash up, put on his work boots, grab his cap, and then head for the old barn to milk Old Betsy. When he was through he’d take her milk to the house, and then go back out to milk the three mama goats. He always counted on me to feed them through their stanchions so they would be still while he did their milking. The other three mama goats still nursed their young, so they were fed separate. Big Buck goat was fed last. He didn’t like having to wait till last so he would always make enough noise to wake the dead. 

The sheep grazed so all I had to do for them is make sure they had plenty of fresh water in their water tank. This last was Grandma’s instruction for me to do a least every other day. But I decided to do it every day so I wouldn’t forget which day was which.

After all our chores, Grandpa and I would be back in the house for a well-earned breakfast. Grandma always fixed a big plate full of scrambled eggs, along with bacon and a big stack of toast made from her home baked bread. She often said, “God gave us those chickens so we are going to be grateful for the eggs they lay for us.”  Then she would add, “We never turn down any of these benefits that God gives to us.”

After breakfast Grandpa would end up in his garden. He told me, “If you talk to them plants you make them smile, and if they are happy they make the best produce.” 

He must be right, I thought, because we always got lots of tomatoes and squash. The cucumbers and melons were the biggest and best you could ever wish for. The potatoes, carrots, onions and beets always overfill Grandpa’s root cellar. And what they didn’t store there, Grandma filled their basement with jars and jars of can goods. 

My work was not yet done, because after breakfast I helped Grandpa bring in ripe produce from the garden, and then I helped her with canning. We washed, cut, and placed most of the fruit and veggies in jars to boil and seal. Then we’d let them cool before taking them to the basement. We moved the last of the previous year’s canning to the front so it would be used first.

The only time I would hear her sound happy was when she was doing her canning. She would sing to herself, and to all within her hearing. She only knew three songs, so she would sing one and then another and then the last, Then she would start all over again. I asked her one day if she wanted me to sing with her. She told me I first needed to learn how to carry a tune.

So, the summers always pass with a lot of work and very little play. But still I loved being there on God’s Best Two Acres with my Grandparents. Mom and Dad would come for me a week before school started so Mom could take me to buy my school clothes. I did miss my parents during those summers, but they knew I was in good hands, and I would learn a lot about life when I could see it up close and personal. They also knew that my grandparents needed whatever help I could give them. They had chosen their way of life when they were much younger and stronger. Now that they were older, the work could almost be too much for them without my help.

The middle weekend in September was always a great time to go back to visit Grandpa and Grandma. This was the weekend at their county fair. They always had several entries at the fair. They always had one or more of their younger goats and sheep entered, along with many number of different fresh and canned fruits and vegetables. And, Grandma always entered one of each of her preserves, along with her special goat cheese.

This was always an especially fun time for me because there were lots of carnival rides. Grandpa always gave me some money at the end of the summer as payment for all my help. I took a part of that to go have a fun day at the fair.  Mom, Dad and I spent that weekend at Grandpa and Grandma’s to help them with the chores both at home and with their animal entries at the fair.

At the end of the weekend we always checked on all their entries to see how they placed at each exhibit. To my amazement they almost always got blue ribbons. The ones they didn’t get first place always made Grandma mad. She felt the judges must have some bias against her. Grandpa always said, “You can’t win first place all of the time, but next year we’ll just try all the harder.” 

I liked Grandpa’s way of looking at it. He knew they had done all they could to win first place, but he said, “Other people also worked hard, and this time they were also rewarded for their efforts.” 

Then Grandma answered, “Oh, you just keep your opinions to yourself old man.”

He just smile and change the subject. He must have found it was easier to avoid an argument with her on this or any other topic. It was amazing to me how he always looked on the bright side of everything. 

Grandpa took me aside on the fair weekend. He told me that he didn’t think he could keep up with all the work around God’s Best two Acres anymore. He was thinking of telling Grandma that it was time to sell out and move into one of those retirement villages. He didn’t think Grandma would like that idea but he was going to bring up the subject after the weekend when the fair was over.

I hated to see them move away. I loved going out there every summer. He later told me that I had been a big part of the reason he had stayed out there this long. He had said, “I like having a place for you to come to spend your summers.” He added, “Having you with us each summer has been the most enjoyable thing I can do with my time for these last few years.”

I spent that last night out there thinking how I could convince Grandpa to try to make it one more year. I then started thinking of a plan B if Grandpa still was not convinced to stay.

Suddenly it hit me; we could move here and build another house right next door, so Grandpa and Grandma could stay on. We could all share the work on the daily chores. Dad worked at his editing job from our home now, why couldn’t he do it from here just as well?

It meant I’d have to change schools and church, and I would have to find new friends. It would mean lots of changes and adjustments for Mom and Dad as well, but wouldn’t it be worth it to have the whole family together all year around.

On the flip side, I’d get to spend all four seasons with both my parents and my grandparents. It would mean no more summers away from Mom and Dad, and no more winters away from Grandpa and Grandma. Since they all were such a big part of my life, it will be a win win situation for us all. I believe Grandma would be the real beneficiary. I really didn’t think she would ever agree to leave their place, and try to get used to another place after all those years. 

Now, all I had to do is to convince Mom and Dad of my idea. The timing will have to be just right, and I’ll need to have to list all the pluses and minuses when I present this idea to them.

I decided to first tell Grandpa of my plan. When I approached him he said, “That is the best idea I’ve ever heard. If they agree it will be God’s answer to my prayers.” 

He and I both knew Grandma would be elated with this idea. She would never like the idea of moving to a new place. She had said many times, “This is my home no matter what comes.”

Then Grandpa asked, “Have you talked to your Mom and Dad about your great idea? 

“No, I just came up with it during the night, but I wanted to tell you first.”

His answer, “I’m glad you shared it with me first.” Then he added, “What do you think they will think of your idea?”

“I can only hope they will like it, or that they will think it all through before they answer yes or no.” 

Then I added, “I plan to ask them on our drive back home, and I’ll let you know as soon as possible what they say.” 

We left late in the afternoon that Sunday. We hadn’t taken time to go to church, and Mom was wishing we could have all gone together with Grandpa and Grandma. But, it had been a busy weekend and even that morning had gone way to fast for everyone. 

I remember Mom said, “I really liked Grandpa and Grandma’s church. There are so many good people there and they are so friendly and welcoming.”

I had thought, ‘Wow, maybe this is the time!’

“So I started to tell them “Mom and Dad, I have been thinking. How would it be if we were able to go the Grandpa and Grandma’s church every week?”

Mom turned to look back at me, “Tommie, what are you saying?”

I told them all I had been thinking about like moving out to Grandpa and Grandma’s place; to help them with their chores; go to church with them and live there year around. That I would have to change schools and make new friends, plus adjust to living on a farm, and all the work that goes on with living there. I mentioned that there is plenty of room to build a new house out there, or even add on to their house. Then I added, “Dad you can still do your editing work from home just like you do now.”

Dad nodded his head before he said, “Son, you have really been thinking this through, haven’t you?

I answerd, “Yeah, Grandpa told me he was considering selling and moving to one of those retirement villages because he is having trouble keeping up with all the work around the place. He doesn’t think Grandma would ever volunteer to leave the place on their own. She has said a thousand times or more, “When you stop doing, you die.” 

Mom said, “You know son, you have really come up with an idea this time. We will have to think this through just like you have, and we will need to pray about it as well.” 

I told them, “I really want to do this. Besides, it would be very hard on both Grandpa and Grandma to move away after all the years they have lived there. We could adjust so much easier to their way of life. I love their little farm, and all the animals, and even all the work to be done.”

Then I went on, “I told Grandpa I’d call him when we get back home, I’ll tell him you are thinking and praying about my idea, and I’ll ask him to not do anything til we’ve made our decision.”

Dad was nodding his head and Mom smiled and answered, “Fair enough.”

We arrived home after dark that evening. After a quick dinner and bath I was off to bed as school was on my schedule for the next day. In the morning nothing was said about my idea, and although I would’ve liked to ask, I knew Mom and Dad would let me know as soon as they had time to think through all the pros and cons of my plan. 

At school that day I looked at all the friends I had there. They would have to be left behind. Most of them were friends during the school year, but not in the summer because I was not around then. I also thought about friends at church. It was the same there. I saw them while I was home, but not during the summer. I would miss the children’s church camp every year as well. But my summers were so full of everything I loved so I didn’t feel I was missing anything.

When I got off the school bus that afternoon both Dad and Mom were standing out in front of our house. They had been waiting for me to get home. I knew something big was up, and I wondered what to expect.

Dad spoke first, “He said let’s go in the house and talk. We have some interesting news to share with you.”  But first, “Would you like some milk and cookies?”

I said, “Yes, but first I would rather hear the news you wanted to share with me.”

Dad turned towards mother and said, “Mother would you like to share the news?”

Mom shook her head, “No, they’re your parents, I think you should be the one to share this news with Tommie.”

I thought as I sat on the edge of my seat, “Well, at least I know the news involves Grandpa and Grandma.”

Dad smiled, “Okay, Tommie it’s like this, we have done some thinking and praying about what we talked about yesterday. The only thing we can tell you is this, we found out that I can move my office without any complications; also our house may be sold, or at least rented to some people from our church. They want to buy it, but won’t be in a position to do that for about one year so they want to rent until then. We haven’t talked to Grandpa and Grandma as yet. We wanted you to be in on that conversation. So, if they are in agreement with your idea, then I guess we are moving.”

I said, “Wow, I’ve got to call Grandpa! He made me promise that I would call just as soon as I had your answer. And I know Grandpa and Grandma will both be in agreement with this plan.”

We called Grandpa and Grandma that afternoon. They were both so happy to hear the news. 

Grandpa added, “I just found out my next door neighbor is selling his two acres right between our two places. They asked if we knew anyone who might want to buy the land. I told them I just might know of someone, but I would have to get back with them in a few days.” Then Grandpa said, “Does Tommie want to talk to Grandma?”

“Oh yes, I do want to talk with her.”

Grandma came on the line, I could hear the change in her voice before we even said more than hello, she said, “Hello Tommie, I’m so glad to hear that you are coming for the whole year. Grandpa has told me more often than I can remember he just can’t do all the work around here anymore, but now we will have you and your folks to help.” 

Then she added, ”Maybe now I will find some time where you and I can go out to chase the butterflies together.”

I laughed at that and asked her where she came up with the saying about chasing butterflies.

She told me the story about the very first summer I stayed with them. Her words were, “You was only four years old then.” 

She added, “Every time I turned around you wanted to go outside. I had asked you what you wanted to do outside. You told me you liked chasing butterflies. I’ve always wanted to have time to go chasing those butterflies with you.  Now, maybe I should have more time to do that.”
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Life was good back then when we were all together. My dad, without a single doubt, was my biggest hero. He called himself just a regular cowboy, but I remember him as the best champion rodeo bronc rider. He had that cowboy look with his rugged suntanned complexion, his wavy light brown hair sticking out from beneath his well-worn cowboy hat. He had those bowed legs from all those years of riding. He was the best looking cowboy I ever saw. Of course, I was probably partial.

Dad always knew Mom didn’t like him riding dangerous bucking horses in the professional rodeo circuit, but whenever we needed some extra money for whatever reason, he would enter in the closest rodeo. And he always won big in whatever contest he entered, and he has so many trophies and fancy belt buckles to prove it. He had long ago cut a deal with Mom that he would only compete maybe four or five times a year. And then only when the estimated taxes bill or doctor or dentist bills were mounting without enough funds to cover them. He would then go for enough money to cover the cost of these. 

She always asked, “How do you know you will win enough to cover these bills?” 

His response, “There is no one out there in the circuit who can ride as good as me, so it’s a sure bet.”

Then I heard her say more than once, “I hope you are right because if you don’t win, we may not be able to pay them what we owe.”

He would take her in his arms and whisper in her ear just loud enough for the rest of us to hear, “Sweet Precious Minute, you are not to worry one bit about that.”

Mom is a little bitty thing. Dad called her his Precious Minute because he said she is no bigger than a minute. But, he knew she had her way of keeping him on the straight and narrow. He would say, “Britt, you may be the prettiest thing this side of the Mississippi, and you may be little, but you sure do carry a big stick.”

She’d blush when he said anything like that. She almost always wore britches. She had many pretty dresses hanging in her closet, but they were rarely pulled off the hangers. Oh, there was their wedding picture where he wore his fancy cowboy dress jacket, white shirt, bow tie and new blue jeans over his new boots, and she wore the most beautiful white petticoat dress. It covered her from her neck down to her shoes in frills and lace. Or on Sundays when we all, even Dad, went to church to hear the Word of God preached, and where we gathered with some of our neighbors in fellowship.

Mom said one time, “Why would I ever wear anything fancy like that out in here in that red clay. It would permanently change the colors of my beautiful wedding dress, or all of my other dresses I keep for special occasions like to church.”

Before Dad married Mom he followed the rodeo circuit full time. He had won enough prize money to stake the purchase of our ranch here in Southern Idaho. When he met Mom he decided traveling all around the country and sometimes even around the world was not the place for a married family man. When my twin sister, Tina, and I were born he promised Mom he wouldn’t compete on a regular basis. Only often enough to keep his name on the rodeo circuit mailing lists, and only when we needed a quick fix in our cash flow.

We had cows, horses, and chicken, plus at times during any year, we had sheep and even a couple goats. The chickens kept us in fresh eggs, and butchering some young for meat, but when we all traveled for rodeos, Mom would chop the heads off of all the chickens and dress them for the freezer. She would say, “That way we will always have a steady supply of chicken dinners for quite a while after we came back home. That way we won’t go hungry for some time if Dad doesn’t win. 

Mom chose to home school Tina and me. This way we could never get too far away from home without having to do school work. Even when we are away from home we had to keep up with our studies. 

I didn’t mind school all that much, but I would rather be out riding or helping Dad with his horse training. He trained horses for other people besides all the ranching and rodeo riding. 

On one of his rodeo competitions he had earned enough winnings to cover the tax payment, as well as, buy a used ranch truck to replace our old one. The newly acquired truck is a king cab pickup truck beefy enough to pull one of our big stock trailers loaded with cattle, but still nice enough to use to take our family to church on Sundays. Dad called this new truck his Cowboy Cadillac. 

On one of Mom’s shopping trips into town shortly after we purchased that truck she found a bumper sticker with the words, “Cowboy Cadillac.” This sticker quickly found a place on the back tail gate.

In the summer months we grazed our cattle on BLM land. This meant we branded them shortly after they were born, as they were to be out on the grazing land with cattle from other ranches. It also meant that in the fall we had to do our annual roundup. It would take all of us to separate ours from cattle that belonged to other ranches. 

Tina and I had ridden going back for as long as I can remember. We both liked the fall roundup because we would get to camp out for several nights while we did our work. We also got to ride with other kids from other families. We would help one another with the herd separation. When we had most of our cattle separated we would drive them back into our fenced pastures. Then we went back out to see if we had any more strays. Dad would spend days out looking for any of our cattle that had strayed beyond the territory we had covered in our initial roundup. 

He used to signal his location using the old Indian smoke signals when he found cows that belonged to one of our neighbors. They would also do the same for him. This method worked fairly well. Of course, that was long before the invention of cell phones.

I remember one of those fall roundups when Tina and I came across a brown bear and her cubs. She blocked our path thinking we were a threat to her little ones. Tina was just behind me, and was able to get her horse, Strawberry, turned back, but I was face to face with that she bear. I backed my horse, Boots, up one step at a time until there was some distance between me and that mama. She stood her ground until I was able to turn Boots completely around. She then turned and moved her cubs off in the other direction. When we got back to camp that evening and told Dad about our encounter he said, “I met her just yesterday myself. She is looking for a place to spend the winter, but I guess she will be out and about for some time yet because the weather is still too warm to go into hibernation. Be careful if you see her again. Keep your eyes open at all times. She’s not to be trusted as long as she has her young with her. I’m proud of how you two handled that mamma bear situation.”

After each fall roundup was a very busy time. We had to brand all the calves that were born out on the summer BLM graze. Then Dad separated out all the cattle which he planned to take to auction. This is always an important time for ranchers as this is often the biggest source of income for ranchers during the entire year. These cattle sales are needed to bring in enough money to cover most of the expenses for the rest of the winter months. If the market is down, the ranchers must find some other ways to produce income to make up the difference. Dad did better than most ranchers because of his horse training, boarding fees, along with his rodeo winnings. He had broken horses for several of our neighbors. He also boarded several horses all throughout the year for five families that live in town. They were, and still are, frequent visitors to our place when they wanted to ride, and we had lots of room for them to do that once they get through all the gates and past our fenced pastures.

After the fall roundup Tina and I were back to hitting the books, and Mom was always busy preparing for these teaching times. Along with catching up with all the things she didn’t get done while we were all out rounding up our cattle. She rode with us every day out on the trail, and then also fixed our meals out in our makeshift camp wagon while we were out there. She always looked forward to getting back to her daily routine once we were back home. 

She also did a lot of canning of fruits and vegetables from her summer garden. Most of this she did in the summer months. And it’s something else both Tina and I helped her with. Mom would put up stewed tomatoes, squash, peas, carrots, green beans and pickles. She also raised several different herbs which she dried for spices. She dug up the onions and garlic too, but she waited until after our fall roundup to dig up the potatoes, turnips, and the rest of the carrots to fill our root cellar. 

She said, “It’s no use buying all these things when we can have them fresh from our very own garden. With our long growing season we can put up enough preserves to store in the root cellar the rest of the year.” 

Then she would add, “I’ve always found that the food always tastes better when you grow it yourself.”

Dad would always say, “Amen to that my Sweet Sugar Pie.”

Mom would blush when he called her that, and then she’d say, “You need to go back to work, as I have other things on my mind, and don’t have time for all this name calling right now.”

He’d smile and come back with, “Okay my Sweet Sugar Pie, but I’ll be back when you are not so busy and have more time to pay attention to me.”

It was right after Tina and I celebrated our eleventh birthdays when Dad announced that he had just signed up to ride in the late summer two day rodeo in Pocatello. He would compete and when we got back we would start the fall cattle roundup. He told Mom he felt that this would be his last rodeo as the competition was getting better all the time, and he felt that his chances of winning were diminishing. He was glad to get to compete in this rodeo as it was one of his favorites.

On the second day of the event he was in the running for top rider. He took us to Cowboy Church at nine that morning, and his competition was to start at eleven. He rode his first horse to the eight count. Only one other rider was able to do that. On Dad’s last ride of the competition he again rode to the count, but in his dismount the horse turned and kicked him on the back of his head. He went down so quickly that some in the crowd didn’t realize what had happened. Mom saw the whole thing and was over the fence and out to him almost before the rodeo people. She fell to her knees beside him and yelled for someone to get an ambulance in there pronto. Tina and I pushed so hard on that tall fence we were sure we would break it.

The ambulance was there in just seconds, and Dad was loaded up into the back as soon as they got his neck stabilized. Mom yelled to us that she was riding in the ambulance and for us to ask our friends for a ride to the hospital. 

Then she said, “Dad is hurt bad and I need to be with him right now.”

Georgia Steele gave Tina and me a ride to the local hospital, while her husband, Fred, drove our truck over there. She stayed with us until Mom came out to find us. I could tell Mom had been crying. She kneeled down in front of us and told us that we needed to be strong and to pray for Dad and for her right now. 

She then added, “The doctors don’t think Dad is going to pull through. They feel his injury is so bad that it may take him from us. Even if he does survive, he will have some brain injuries which may cause him to be completely helpless.” 

She then held both of us for the longest time, and then she slipped back in where they were monitoring Dad.

Well, we lost Dad on his second day in that hospital. He lived like he wanted to live. He enjoyed life to the fullest and left us doing what he loved best. 

My hero died young. He was my example of what a man should be. He was always here for us every day until that last day. He won the top rider spot that last day and Mom collected his winnings and his trophy. That trophy still sits in a prominent place in our main ranch house today as a reminder of who he was.

Tina and I both left for college eight years after Dad died. 

Mom shared with us that day on the way to our first day of college, “I can’t believe I have succeeded in raising my two kids up to adulthood this quickly and easily. I feel like my work should not be done yet, and here you two are all grown up and off to start the next part of your life. My advice to you is to go as your Dad would have done. Live your lives to the fullest just as he did.”

Mom had hired a foreman, Frank is his name, to come in to help us with the roundup that fall, and he never left. He has been with us ever since and has become part of our family over the years. He does all the ranching and horse training that Dad had done while he was alive. Every year Frank says he is going to find a real job, but each time he brings it up to Mom, she tells him he can’t go because he is needed here. She kept the ranch and added more boarding stalls. To this day she still keeps her garden and shares the bounty with Tina and her family, as well as, with me and my family and from the abundance from her canning. 

Tina married right out of college and now has two children of her own. I married two years later and my wife and I have two sons and one daughter. We all work the annual cattle roundup each fall. It’s much easier now as we communicate with each other and with our neighbors with cell phones.

My wife and I built our house right here on the ranch property, and not far from Mom. Tina and her family also built here. We spend many wonderful hours with Mom. And her grandchildren are growing up to call her blessed.

Mom recently told me that Dad had taken out a life insurance policy for a million dollars just two years before he died. That money had been invested and over the years has since doubled. The return on investment had been more than enough for her to keep the ranch for all these years since. She had placed this asset along with the ranch in a revocable living trust. This will one day be passed along to Tina and me. 

Mom recently shared that her and Frank have decided to marry after twenty three years. She asked if I would walk her down the aisle on her wedding day. 

I told her, “I would be the proudest son on the planet to do this for her. Let’s make this the biggest and best ceremony this county has ever seen.” 

Then I added. “Mom, next to Dad, Frank is the most honorable man I have ever known. He has been faithful to help you run this place for all these years. He has never complained about all the work it takes to keep this place going. I also know you have been in love with him for so many years, so why have you been so long in getting this done? Congratulations Mom, I can’t wait to see you do this.”

Her answer, “Thanks son, that’s exactly how I feel about this. I remember how I felt when your dad and I were waiting to be married more than thirty years ago. He was my hero then and he still is after all these years. My love for him has never stopped, but now I have finally found room for my love for Frank to grow.” 

She continued, “Son, never forget your dad. He was the very best man in your life for your early years, and Frank has taken up where your dad left off. Now he will be your dad from now on.”

“Mom, Frank has been like a Dad to me for twenty plus years, so my transition to accept him will be a very easy one. I love you Mom, and I am so very proud of you.”
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No Harmless Hattie
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The bridge was just ahead. Melanie wasn’t sure she could get home in time. She had left her friend, Lydia’s place, at four that morning. Lydia had packed a snack for her to eat on the way. The trip was to take most of the day, but an accident delayed her. She saw the whole thing right in front of her. That person in the black SUV ran a little sports car off the road at a very bad spot. The little car with two occupants left the road on the cliff side. 

The last thing Melanie saw was someone’s arm waving, maybe throwing something out, from the passenger side, just before their car went through the guardrail and down out of sight. Melanie quickly pulled over, grabbed her cell phone, and then ran over to the edge of the road. She could see the sports car maybe thirty feet below sitting upside down at the bottom. 

It was impossible to get down from where she was standing. Her long golden brown hair was whipping past her face in the wind as she dialed 911. The operator took all the information Melanie could give him, including about where it happened. She told him she would try to get down to the car and occupants. Then she ran back to her car, stashed her purse out of sight, and slipped her keys into her jeans pocket before locking her car.  She ran back down the road to a spot she thought might be a way down. 

The going was hard, but she needed to get to the car to help in any way she could. If she were in their situation she hoped someone would do the same for her. The gravel trail was treacherous and she nearly lost her footing more than once. Almost at the bottom she did fall, landing on her hands and knees. The gravel biting into her hands. She was thankful she was wearing her jeans or her knees would be looking like her hands. She stood up and continued on towards the car. This was no easier as the long grass and weeds at the bottom seemed to hold her back. She couldn’t run, but she did push on as fast as she could. Almost there she could see the car. 
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