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Chapter 1
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Justin Matthews was having a hard time believing how much his life had changed since he got to Cimarron, and he knew that God was the one Who deserved the credit.  The Ol' Cowboy had told him more than once, ‘If a man begins to get so successful he forgets about God, he shouldn’t be surprised if everything falls apart.’ and he knew that was likely true, but he didn’t want to forget about giving God the credit to test the theory. 

Michael was now taking a few faltering steps, and Miranda was having a harder time keep track of him.  He had just found out that they were going to be parents again in about seven months, so she would then start to need more help, as Michael got more and more independent.  He was certainly thankful for Mary and Patricia, though he didn’t know if Mary would stay with them much longer, because her sons and their wives would be parents themselves before too much longer and she might feel the need to help them more.  Still, he had faith that God would provide for their needs one way or the other. 

It would soon be time to ship another herd to market, and he still didn’t want to go on the drive, so he had been staying in touch with Mr. Samuels and checking on sending the herd with him again.  They had a good working relationship. 

They had also gotten a telegram from Miss Emily about another student who had lost her parents in a fire and who had been burned herself, and wondered if she, Robin Ainsworth, might come to live with them for a while, and Miranda had said yes.  Robin should be arriving soon, and they were looking forward to meeting and getting to know her.  They prayed that God would help her heal while she was with them.  

Wayne McGee, Ben Cord and he were out moving the herd to better grass.  They might have eventually found their way there on their own, but he preferred to make sure they didn’t totally destroy the area they were in before moving on.  

“I guess you are counting down the days until the wedding now, Ben.  I remember how excited and anxious I was before my own wedding,” Justin said. 

“Yes, I guess I am a little anxious, but I know it will be here soon enough.  I never imagined how much my life would change when I came to Cimarron.  I was just wanting to avoid some trouble that found me anyway, but as soon as I saw her in the cafe, I knew that Betty was going to be a very important part of my life, if I could only convince her of that.” Ben replied. 

The Ol’ Cowboy told me, ‘Sometimes, when we are running from problems God leads us into a blessing instead,’ and I found often found that to be true in my own life, but then I have often found his shared wisdom to be true,” Justin said. 

“If I had been blessed to have someone like your Ol’ Cowboy in my life, I might have had fewer problems, if I had listened to him of course,” Ben said. 

“I think everyone would be blessed to have someone like him in their life, but as Christians, we have an even greater source of wisdom and guidance, and that is the Holy Spirit living within us, and I am sure the Ol’ Cowboy would say the same thing, but I am indeed blessed to have had him in my life,” Justin said. 

“I know I never had anyone like him to try and lead me to a better relationship with God, and I probably wouldn’t have listened if I had, because I certainly didn’t listen when the Holy Spirit tried to guide me,” Wayne said. 

“I guess no advice is of any value if we don’t listen to it,” Ben said. 

“It seems we have the herd settled into a good area, so let’s head in for the day and see what Mary has cooked for supper,” Justin said. 

“I am sure it will be something good, but I think I am going to ride into Cimarron and eat at the cafe,” Ben said. 

“They do cook some food that is worth riding into town for, and I am sure that Mary won’t be offended if you find the food there more interesting,” Justin said. 

“Yep, it’s all about the food,” Ben replied. 

“I’ll have to tell Betty that the next time I see her,” Justin answered. 

They continued with the banter until they got to the ranch house, where Ben bid them adios and headed for town. 

When Justin and Wayne came in a few minutes later after tending to their horses, Miranda, Justin’s wife met them carrying Michael, their son. 

“Are you sure you should be carrying him around now?  I don't want you to overexert yourself,” Justin said. 

“You probably don't know this, but women expecting babies while they still have a young child have been able to carry the young one without harm for centuries, so don’t worry about me carrying Michael.  Before we know it, he will be too big to carry and too independent to want to be,” Miranda replied. 

“I guess that is true, but right now, let me have the big boy, and I can share in some of those good times and make a few good memories of my own for when is too independent,” Justin said. 

“Okay, but only because I don’t want to be selfish and not because I think there is any harm in carrying him.” she replied. 

“She is right about time passing too fast and kids soon being grown.  I wish I could go back and make some of those good memories when Rhonda was growing up, but Patricia and I wasted that opportunity, so always make the most of these days.  They will pass too fast,” Wayne said. 

“I didn’t mean to bring up bad memories for you, Wayne, and I know that you have been forgiven for that by both Rhonda and God, and you are now making good memories with her, so don’t dwell on what might have been,” Miranda said. 

“I do try to, and some days am more successful than others, but thanks for the encouraging words.  I sometimes think about how bad things could have gone for Rhonda had God not led her to the people here at the Bar W,” Wayne replied. 

“He did, though. So, let’s just continue to be thankful, and now, let’s go eat.  I see we are short one,” Miranda said. 

“Yes, there is evidently something about that cafe food that Ben can’t get enough of it,” Justin said. 

They enjoyed a good meal there, and Ben enjoyed a good one at the cafe, though his mind really wasn’t on the food. 
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The past six months had also been good for Johnny and Jennifer Winston.  Susan was crawling around some and growing bigger every day, and she kept them on their toes, especially Jennifer.  It had turned out to be a real blessing to have Rebecca. Johnny’s sister, there with them, but she was starting to ride int town more often to spend time with Jay Tibbets, their pastor.  Their relationship seemed to be growing, and he wouldn’t be surprised to hear that they would be getting married before long. 

He had been keeping two of the cows in a pen and milking them.  He sold some of the milk to Samantha and Betty, since they needed a god supply at the cafe.  Jennifer and Rebecca had also been making butter which he also sold some of to the cafe, but they got a lot of their money back since he ate there quite often when he was on duty.  It  was a winning situation for all.  The number of cows they owned was growing, and if his cows gave birth to a male, he and Justin would trade the males for females, since most would end up being sold anyway, and Justin said he could spare a few cows and sell the bulls just as easily.  It wasn't like he was going to keep all of them for breeding anyway, and it helped Johnny continue to grow his herd.  Of course, they all intermingled in the pastureland, and were branded according to who owned them, even if sometimes that meant a Bar W cow was the momma of a Two Bar W  calf and visa-versa.  They were branded by who the final owner would be.  Johnny had kept one young bull, figuring as the herd grew, he would need more than one.  

Before he headed into town that day, he went to see Susan once more and give her a hug and a good-bye kiss then he turned his attention to her mother. 

“Before I go, do you need anything from town, or do I need to do anything else before I go?  I hate having to leave you here by yourself so much, especially when Rebecca comes to town with me.” he said. 

“No, I am good, and I never am really alone since this little one came into our lives.  Plus, if I do get to feeling alone, it is a short distance over to the Bar W, and my sister by mutual declaration is always happy to see Sarah and me, and Susan and Michale get to play together for a while,” she replied. 

“I guess I will head out, and I believe Rebecca said she is coming with me today, so she can help with the milk and butter, if you have more ready,” he said. 

“Yes, she helped me churn some out yesterday, and I am also sending a jar of buttermilk today.  I hadn’t thought about it before, but it is good for baking, and they might can use it.  Tell the if they need more, I can send some occasionally, though not every day,” she said. 

“Hey, slowpoke sister, are you about ready?  I may have to start carrying the wagon into town if we have many more things to carry in, but that is not complaining.  I am still amazed at how God continues to bless us, and I am also thankful that Justin is satisfied with the limited amount of work I have time to do at the Bar W,” Johnny said. 

“For someone I really didn’t much believe in when I got here, you are right.  God really has blessed us and continues to do so.  I am so thankful I have a chance to be the kind of momma that I never had, and to teach Susan to love and accept people instead of hating and rejecting them,” Jennifer replied. 

Rebecca had managed to get over to the door while they were talking and said, “I am tired of waiting on you big brother, so if you aren’t ready, I may have to go on without you,” she said. 

Johnny kissed Jennifer good-bye, and said, “I love you, and I will see you this evening when I get off, but I better get moving now.” 

“I love you too and be careful and come back safe and sound to me tonight,” Jennifer replied. 

They were soon underway, and it wouldn’t be long until they arrived in Cimarron to deliver the milk and butter.  Johnny sometimes wondered if he should expand that part of the business and see if anyone else in town would be interested in milk or butter. 

“So, have Jay and you made any plans for moving ahead with your relationship?  It has been a long time the way things move around here.  Ben and Betty met about the same time, and they will be married Sunday.” he said, 

“That is one reason we are not planning anything real soon, because they deserve for their day to be focused on them alone, but yes, we are moving ahead, and I will make sure you are one of the first to know when we do set a date,” Rebecca said. 

“You know even if they can’t come, you better make sure you invite our parents and brothers when you get married, and make sure they have time to get here if they want to come,” Johnny replied. 

“I have been writing Mother and letting her know that I am being courted by a preacher, and that he has become very special to me.  I don’t think she is totally supportive of the idea, since I believe she was hoping I would find a rich man to marry, and she doesn’t think a preacher will ever be rich.  Still, when we do set the date, I will make sure they know it and have time to get here if they want to come,” Rebecca replied. 

When they got into town, they dropped the milk, butter and buttermilk off at the cafe, and Johnny headed to the office and Rebecca headed to the church office to find Jay.  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3




[image: ]




The last six months had flown by for Betty King.  Ben and she had seen their relationship go from the beginning stages to a rapidly approaching wedding.  He was still working at the Bar W, and intended to continue to do so, and she was still a waitress at the cafe and also intended to continue to be.  The only change would be that Ben was going to move into Cimarron to the house she and Samantha, her sister, owned, and Samantha was okay with that.  They would simply occupy her room together and he would ride back and forth to the Bar W, which he had Justin’s blessing to do.  Today, she had needed to take off for an hour or so in order for Sally Wilson, Marshal Pat Wilson’s wife and the town seamstress, to check the fit of her wedding dress.  The wedding was in only three more days.  She was having a hard time waiting, but also felt it was coming up too soon. 

Sunday after church, Pastor Tibbets was going to be performing the ceremony at the cafe, which still didn't have a name and was still just referred to as the cafe, and that wasn’t really said as a name, but just a description of what it is.  She still thought that Samantha and she should seriously discuss a real name for it, but that would have to wait.  She wanted to focus on the wedding for now.  Ben and she had chosen a Sunday because those at the church who wanted to attend would already be in town, even if the cafe might lose a little business.  Samantha had told her not to worry about it, and Mary had insisted on baking the wedding cake so that Samantha could have more time to help her get ready for her part as the maid of honor. 

When Betty got to Sally’s place, she walked in and called out to her, “Hello, Sally, are you busy.  She was in the parlor at that moment, so Betty didn’t see her. 

Walking back into the store, she said, “Good morning, Betty.  I have your dress ready and had just returned it to the fitting form, which has turned out to be a really good purchase, and it makes life much easier when I am trying to get a dress sized right.  Still, it cannot replace the real person, so we will go, and you can try it on, and I can check for any final adjustments. 

“That sounds good, and I am sure it will be fine.  I know you make some beautiful dresses, and not just for weddings,” Betty said. 

“Yes, business continues to boom, and I am relying more and more on Patricia to handle a lot of the routine mending.  I wasn’t sure how things would go when I got to Cimarron, and with the terrible start I got off to, I must admit things have exceeded my expectations.  Not only do I have a successful business, I have wonderful husband and any day now, we will have a little one to add to our family,” Sally said. 

"I don't want you to overdo working on the dress.  I know from the last fitting that it will be good, and you need to take it easy now,” Betty replied. 

“I may be a little older than most first time mothers, but I am healthier than most of them, so I know what I can and cannot do at this time.  Thank you for your concern, and if I came off a little strong there, it is just that Pat keeps trying to keep me from even getting out of my chair, which would be even worse.  I need the exercise, and I have become a little frustrated with Pat’s being over concerned, even though I know he is acting out of love.  Enough if my peeves, because I know how much God has blessed me, and you can try the dress on, and we can get on with checking it one final time.  Then, if I need to make alterations, I will get them done,” Sally said. 

Betty tried the dress on, and she thought it fit perfectly, but Sally said there were a couple of nips and tucks she would make, and even though she didn’t think it necessary, she knew that Sally would want to do them, so she didn’t try to talk her out of it. 

“That sounds good, and thank you again for all your hard work, and I will just come over Sunday and dress here if that is okay,” Betty said. 

“Yes, that will be fine, and you are going to be a beautiful bride, and I am not saying that because of the dress.  You are a beautiful person, inside and out,” Sally said. 

“I just try to do what I believe God wants me to do, and I am not sure about the beautiful part, but I do know that Ben makes me feel that way,” Betty replied. 

“Well, you are, so just accept the fact and enjoy your day Sunday,” Sally replied. 

They said their good-byes and Sally hurried back to the cafe, not wanting Samantha to have to do everything on her own for too long.  
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David Mead had been drifting for a few weeks when he arrived in Cimarron.  He was dressed in ragged clothes and riding a mule.  The mule seemed to be better cared for than David was.  He saw a cafe and decided to go and try his luck there. 

He fully expected to be treated as though he didn’t exist, being either ignored or asked to leave.  He had encountered that attitude most places he had been lately, and he knew that he didn't present a good appearance, that was deliberate on his part.  He had gotten tired of people, especially women, throwing themselves at him because they knew or at least thought they knew that he had money.  He had decided if any woman ever acted like he was of value the way he looked now that he might consider getting to know her a little better, but after nearly a year of drifting from place to place, he had yet to have to worry about that.  Usually after one look at the way he was dressed, and they couldn’t wait to see the last of him. 

Of course, he had first gone to the livery stable to see if he could put his mule up there for a while, because he liked to take care of her first, and the man in charge had given him a very hard time, but he was finally able to work out a deal to keep him there in exchange for mucking out stalls and doing any other work the manager, Simon Green, might need him to do.  He said he would start after he ate, and that was agreeable.  

He walked over to the cafe and went in and found a table.  The waitress told him she would be with him in a minute, and he figured she would be like most of the others, one look and as little interaction as possible. 

She soon walked over, and it seemed that she was being run a little ragged.  She was a nice-looking young lady, though she really didn’t appear to be really young.  He figured she must have been a waitress for a few years. 

“I am sorry for the delay.  My sister is usually my waitress, but she had to take off this morning to take care of some details for her upcoming wedding, but I guess you don’t need to know all that.  My name is Samantha King, and if you can tell me what you want to eat, I can have it cooked for you soon.  As you may have guessed, I am not really that good as a waitress, but I am a good cook, which I guess is also more than you needed to know. So, what can I get you?  I don’t believe I have seen you around here before.” 

He was somewhat fascinated by her outpouring of words, and also by the fact that she was treating him like someone who had a right to be in the cafe.  He waited until she finally stopped talking and replied, “I am a little low on funds at the moment, so what could you suggest that is inexpensive,” he replied. 

“We have some chili that is filling and not very expensive, and I could throw in some cornbread if you like that with your chili.  You look like you could use a good meal, and if you are worried about the cost, I can let you have a bowl for free.  I don’t want you to think I am trying to act better than you, but God blesses me so much, and I believe that He expects me to share His blessings with others who might need a hand.  I can be right back with it if you want a bowl, and will throw in a lemonade as well,” she said. 

It took him a minute to be able to respond.  In his twenty-nine years, he had never met anyone a fascinating as Samantha was.  She seemed to really care about his welfare and didn't seem to see herself as looking as looking down on him with pity, but he was finally able to answer.  

“That sounds good, and you have been very kind to me, since as you said, I am a stranger here.  I have been drifting around, but maybe I will decide to stay in Cimarron for a while,” he said. 

“I will get your order and be right back.  Since I am working alone today, I can’t talk long, but welcome to Cimarron,” Samantha said. 

David was still having a hard time believing she had been so friendly and caring.  He certainly hadn’t met anyone like that before, since both men and women seemed to want him to be out of their sight as soon as possible.  He was more than a little intrigued by her, wondering if she could be for real, or if she was just setting him up to somehow make fun of him.  He figured he would find out soon enough. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Mercy
Over
Justice

James B.
Dobbs





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





