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        It is of the Lord’s mercies that we are not consumed, because his compassions fail not. They are new every morning: great is thy faithfulness.

        LAMENTATIONS 3:22–23
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        Mosqueros, Texas, 1867

      

      

      The Five Horsemen of the Apocalypse rode in. Late, as usual.

      Grace Calhoun was annoyed with their tardiness at the same time she wished they’d never come back from the noon recess.

      They shoved their way into their desks, yelling and wrestling as if they were in a hurry. No doubt they were. They couldn’t begin tormenting her until they sat down, now, could they?

      Grace clenched her jaw to stop herself from nagging. Early in the school year, she’d realized that her scolding amused them and, worse yet, inspired them. To think she’d begged their father to send his boys to school.

      Her gaze locked on Mark Reeves. She knew that look. The glint in his eyes told her he was planning…something…awful.

      Grace shuddered. Seven girls and fifteen boys in her school. Most were already working like industrious little angels.

      Most.

      The noise died down. Grace stood in front of the room and cleared her throat to buy time until her voice wouldn’t shake. Normally, she could handle them—or at least survive their antics. But she hadn’t eaten today, and it didn’t look as though she’d eat soon.

      “Sally, will you please open your book to page ten and read aloud for the class?”

      “Yes, Miss Calhoun.” With a sweet smile, six-year-old Sally McClellen, her Texas accent so strong Grace smiled, stood beside her desk and lifted the first-grade reader.

      Grace’s heart swelled as the little girl read without hesitation, her blue eyes focused on the pages, her white-blond hair pulled back in a tidy braid. Most of her students were coming along well.

      Most.

      Grace folded her skeletal hands together with a prayer of thankfulness for the good and a prayer for courage for the bad. She added prayers for her little sisters, left behind in Chicago, supported with her meager teacher’s salary.

      A high-pitched squeak disrupted her prayerful search for peace. A quick glance caught only a too-innocent expression on Ike Reeves’s face.

      Mark’s older brother Ike stared at the slate in front of him. Ike studying was as likely as Grace roping a longhorn bull, dragging him in here, and expecting the creature to start parsing sentences. There was no doubt about it. The Reeves boys were up to something.

      A set of narrow shoulders quivered beside Mark. They belonged to Luke Reeves, the youngest of the triplets—Mark, Luke, and John. All three crammed in one front-row desk built to hold two children. The number of students was growing faster than the number of desks.

      She’d separated them, scolded, added extra pages to their assignments. She’d kept them in from recess, and she’d kept them after school.

      And, of course, she’d turned tattletale and complained to their father, repeatedly, to absolutely no avail. She’d survived the spring term with the Reeves twins, barely. The triplets weren’t school age yet then. After the fall work was done, they came. All five of them. Like a plague of locusts, only with less charm.

      The triplets were miniature versions of their older twin brothers, Abraham and Isaac. Their white-blond hair was as unruly as their behavior. They dressed in the next thing to rags. They were none too clean, and Grace had seen them gather for lunch around what seemed to be a bucket full of meat.

      They had one tin bucket, and Abe, the oldest, would hand out what looked like cold beefsteak as the others sat beside him, apparently starved half to death, and eat with their bare hands until the bucket was empty.

      Why didn’t their father just strap a feed bag on their heads? What was that man thinking to feed his sons like this?

      Easy question. Their father wasn’t thinking at all.

      He was as out of control as his sons. How many times had Grace talked to Daniel Reeves? The man had the intelligence of the average fencepost, the personality of a wounded warthog, and the stubbornness of a flea-bitten mule. Grace silently apologized to all the animals she’d just insulted.

      Sally stood awkwardly beside her desk, obviously finished.

      “Well done, Sally.” Grace could only hope she told the truth. The youngest of the three McClellen girls could have been waltzing for all Grace knew.

      “Thank you, Miss Calhoun.” Sally handed the book across the aisle to John Reeves.

      The five-year-old stood and began reading, but every few words, he had to stop. John was a good reader, so it wasn’t the words tripping him up. More likely, he couldn’t control his breathing for wanting to laugh.

      The rowdy Reeves boys were showing her up as a failure. She needed this job, and to keep it, she had to find a way to manage these little monsters.

      She’d never spanked a student in her life. Can I do it? God, should I do it?

      Agitated nearly to tears, Grace went to her chair and sat down.

      “Aahhh!” She jumped to her feet.

      All five Reeves boys erupted in laughter.

      Grace turned around and gaped at the tack they’d put on her chair. Resisting the urge to rub her backside, she whirled to face the room.

      Most of the boys were howling with laughter. Most of the girls looked annoyed on her behalf. Sally had a stubborn expression of loyalty on her face that would have warmed Grace’s heart if she hadn’t been pushed most of the way to madness.

      Grace had been handling little girls all her life, but she knew nothing about boys.

      Well, she was going to find out if a spanking would work. Slamming her fist onto her desk, she shouted, “I warned you boys, no more pranks. Abraham, Isaac, Mark, Luke, John, you get up here. You’re going to be punished for this.”

      “We didn’t do it!” The boys chorused their denials at the top of their lungs. She’d expected as much, but this time, she wasn’t going to let a lack of solid evidence sway her. She knew good and well who’d done this.

      Driven by rage, Grace turned to get her ruler. Sick with the feeling of failure but not knowing what else to do, she jerked open the drawer in her teacher’s desk.

      A snake struck out at her. Screaming, Grace jumped back, tripped over her chair, and fell head over heels.

      With a startled cry, Grace landed hard on her backside. She barely registered an alarming ripping sound as she bumped her head against the wall hard enough to see stars. Her skirt fell over her head, and her feet—held up by her chair—waved in the air. She shoved desperately at the flying gingham to cover herself decently. When her vision cleared, she looked up to see the snake, dangling down out of the drawer, drop onto her foot.

      It disappeared under her skirt, and she felt it slither up her leg. Her scream could have peeled the whitewash off the wall.

      Grace leapt to her feet. The chair got knocked aside, smashing into the wall. She stomped her leg, shrieking, the snake twisting and climbing past her knee. It wriggled around her leg, climbing higher. She whacked at her skirt and danced around trying to shake the reptile loose.

      The laughter grew louder. A glance told her all the children were out of the desks and running up and down the aisle.

      One of the McClellen girls raced straight for her. Beth McClellen dashed to her side and dropped to her knees in front of Grace. The nine-year-old pushed Grace’s skirt up and grabbed the snake.

      Backing away before Grace accidentally kicked her, Beth said, “It’s just a garter snake, ma’am. It won’t hurt you none.”

      Heaving whimpers escaped with every panting breath. Grace’s heart pounded until it seemed likely to escape her chest and run off on its own. Fighting for control of herself, she got the horrible noises she was making under control, then smoothed her hair with unsteady hands. She stared at the little snake, twined around Beth’s arm.

      Beth’s worried eyes were locked on Grace. The child wasn’t sparing the snake a single glance. Because, of course, Beth and every other child in this room knew it was harmless. Grace knew it too. But that didn’t mean she wanted the slithery thing crawling up her leg!

      “Th—ank—” Grace couldn’t speak. She breathed like a winded horse, sides heaving, hands sunk in her hair. The laughing boys drowned out her words, anyway.

      Beth turned to the window, eased the wooden shutters open, and lowered the snake gently to the ground. The action gave Grace another few seconds to gather her scattered wits.

      Trying again, she said, “Thank you, B-Beth. I’m not—not a-afraid of snakes.”

      The laughter grew louder. Mark Reeves fell out of his desk holding his stomach as his body shook with hilarity. The rest of the boys laughed harder.

      Swallowing hard, Grace tried again to compose herself. “I was just startled. Thank you for helping me.” Taking a step toward Beth, Grace rested one trembling hand on the young girl’s arm. “Thank you very much, Beth.”

      Beth gave a tiny nod of her blond head, as if to encourage her and extend her deepest sympathy.

      Grace turned to the rioting classroom—and her skirt fell off.

      With a cry of alarm, Grace grabbed at her skirt.

      The boys in the class started to whoop with laughter. Mark kicked his older brother Ike. Ike dived out of his chair onto Mark. They knocked the heavy two-seater student desk out of line. Every time they bumped into some other boy, their victim would jump into the fray.

      Pulling her skirt back into place, she turned a blind eye to the chaos to deal with her clothes. Only now did she see that the tissue-thin fabric was shredded. A huge hole gaped halfway down the front. It was the only skirt she owned.

      Beth, a natural caretaker, noticed and grabbed Grace’s apron off a hook near the back wall.

      Mandy McClellen rushed up along with Sally and all the other girls. Mandy spoke low so the rioting boys couldn’t overhear. “This is your only dress, isn’t it, Miss Calhoun?”

      Grace nodded, fighting not to cry as the girls adjusted the apron strings around her waist to hold up her skirt. She’d patch it back together somehow, although she had no needle and thread, no money to buy them, and no idea how to use them.

      Grace looked up to see the older Reeves boys making for the back of the schoolroom.

      “Hold it right there.” Mandy used a voice Grace envied.

      The boys froze. They pivoted and looked at Mandy, as blond as her sisters and a close match in coloring to the Reeves, but obviously blessed with extraordinary power she could draw on when necessary. After the boys’ initial surprise—and possibly fear—the calculating expression came back over their faces.

      “Every one of you…” Mandy growled to frighten a hungry panther. “Get back in your seats right now.” She planted her hands on her hips and stared.

      The whole classroom full of boys stared back. They hesitated, then at last, with sullen anger, caved before a will stronger than their own. Under Mandy’s burning gaze, they returned to their seats. Grace’s heart wilted as she tried to figure out how Mandy did it.

      When the boys were finally settled, the eleven-year-old turned to Grace, her brow furrowed with worry. “I’m right sorry, Miss Calhoun,” she whispered, “but you have to figure out how to manage ’em yourself. I can’t do it for you.”

      Grace nodded. The child spoke the complete and utter truth.

      The girls fussed over Grace, setting her chair upright and returning to her desk a book that had been knocked to the floor.

      “Miss Calhoun?” Beth patted Grace’s arm.

      “Yes?”

      “Can I give you some advice?”

      The little girl had pulled a snake out from under Grace’s skirt. Grace would deny her nothing. “Of course.”

      “I think it’s close enough to day’s end that you ought to let everyone go home. You’re too upset to handle this now. Come Monday morning, you’ll be calmer and not do something you’ll regret.”

      “Or start something you can’t finish,” Sally added.

      The girls were right. Her temper boiled too near the surface. She was on the verge of a screaming fit and a bout of tears.

      My dress! God, what am I going to do about it?

      These boys! Dear, dear Lord God, what am I going to do about them?

      She tried to listen for the still, small voice of God that had taken her through the darkest days of her life during her childhood in Chicago. He seemed to abandon her today. The good Lord had to know one of His children had never needed an answer more. But if God sent an answer, her fury drowned it out. She’d been putting off a showdown with these boys all term. It was time to deal with the problem once and for all.

      Sally slipped her little hand into Grace’s. “Boys are naughty.”

      Grace shared a look with Sally and had to force herself not to nod. Seven sweet little girls stood in a circle around her. Grace wanted to hug them all and then go after the boys with a broom—at least five of them. The other ten weren’t so badly behaved. Except when inspired by the Reeves.

      God had made boys and girls. He’d planned it. They were supposed to be this way. But how could a teacher stuff book learning in their heads when they wouldn’t sit still or stop talking or quit wrestling?

      Digging deep for composure, Grace said, “You girls return to your seats, please. And thank you for your help.”

      Beth shook her head frantically, obviously sensing Grace wasn’t going to take her advice.

      “It’s all right, Beth. I’ve put this off too long as it is. And thank you again.”

      Beth’s feet dragged as she followed her sisters and the other girls to her seat.

      Grace waited as the room returned to relative quiet, except for the usual giggling and squirming of the Reeves boys.

      Glancing between her chair and her open desk drawer, Grace worried she might develop a nervous tic. She sat down but left the drawer open. An almost insane calm took over her body. “School is dismissed except for Abraham, Isaac, Mark, Luke, and John Reeves.”

      Forehead furrowed over her blond brows, Beth shook her head and gave a little don’t-do-it wave.

      Grace could tell by the way the sun shone in the west window that it was only a few minutes early for dismissal. Good. That gave her time to settle with these boys, and then she’d have it out with their father. Things were going to change around here!

      The rest of the students, stealing frequent glances between her and the blond holy terrors in her midst, gathered up their coats and lunch pails and left the schoolhouse in almost total silence.

      And that left Grace.

      Alone.

      With the Five Horsemen of the Apocalypse.
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      Grace felt as if she were watching the second coming and hadn’t repented.

      Matching mutinous expressions settled on the Reeves’ faces.

      How do I reach them, Lord? Give me wisdom and patience.

      Patience. She hunted through her mind for verses of Scripture about patience and remembered the long, cold years with Parrish. But in all things approving ourselves as the ministers of God, in much patience, in afflictions, in necessities, in distresses.

      That last part surely described her now. The Reeveses were an affliction. Getting through to them was a necessity. And her torn skirt alone qualified as sufficient distress, before she counted hunger and worry and a bruised backside. She needed to face all of that with patience.

      She was fiercely determined to approve herself as a minister of God and bear whatever needed to be borne in order to reach these boys.

      Exhausted, short of food, cold every night, and now wearing a ruined dress when she had none to replace it, Grace folded her hands in front of her.

      With a sigh she felt all the way to her toes, she faced Mark. The ringleader. If she couldn’t control him, she couldn’t control any of them.

      Her jaw clenched so her anger would not erupt in a tirade. “What do you think is the appropriate punishment for your actions today?”

      Mark didn’t even bother to feign an innocent expression. His look was far more reminiscent of try and punish me, teacher lady.

      “We didn’t do nothin’, Miss Calhoun,” he said. “I wonder who put that snake in your desk. That was a right mean thing to do.”

      A red-hot flash of temper nearly shocked Grace. She was surprised she was capable of this much rage. They always denied it. They didn’t try to fake honesty. Instead, with smug disregard for any punishment she might mete out, they lied straight to her face.

      “So on top of hurting me and disrupting class, you’re also a liar—is that right, Mark? You can look me right in the eye and break a commandment?” Her voice rose with every word.

      God, please give me patience. Please, I need a miracle to handle these boys.

      Narrowing his eyes as if he didn’t like being called a sinner, Mark didn’t answer. He didn’t mind being a sinner. Just don’t dare call him one.

      “You always blame us for everything, Miss Calhoun.” Ike hitched up his coarsely woven brown pants with two thumbs. The pants were short, dirty, and ragged, as if he’d put them on new three years ago and never taken them off since. Red flannel underdrawers showed between his ankles and his scuffed brown boots.

      “That’s not very nice.” John crossed his arms as if he were the injured party.

      Grace clenched her hands together on the desk in front of her, picturing them wrapped around somebody’s neck. She didn’t care to imagine attacking children, so she settled for strangling their father. Clasping her hands as if she could physically hold her temper inside, she knew Beth was right. She should get these boys out of here and deal with them when she calmed down.

      She pictured that snake striking at her from the desk and almost jumped. In that bitter-cold room above the diner where the school had located her, nightmares would plague her sleep tonight. No, she’d let this go on for too long. She wasn’t going to back down this time. She couldn’t and retain any self-respect.

      She studied the little wolf pack. Mark, the oldest of the five-year-old triplets, had an inexhaustible supply of ideas. Abe, the oldest of the ten-year-old twins, picked the ideas he liked, and his approval brought the rest of the boys along. Ike always dug in and saw things through to the end. Ike had a way with animals, and he’d probably found the snake.

      John did the hard work. Grace would bet John had done the actual sneaking around to put the snake in her desk and the tack on her chair. Luke was the cleanup man. Being youngest had made him tough. If they ever got in trouble as a result of their antics, Luke was the one who got revenge.

      The other students left Luke alone. Grace gave him a nervous glance now, and that flared her temper more. She was actually afraid of a five-year-old.

      “I go back to my original question. What would you do if you were the teacher and a student did this to you?”

      “Miss Calhoun, whatever punishment you’re gonna give us, you’d better hurry up.” Luke’s cool, level eyes sent a chill up Grace’s spine. “Pa doesn’t like us to keep him waiting.”

      “So you think you deserve punishment, Luke?” The ruler lay in her drawer—from where the snake had popped out. It still hung wide open. Nothing was stopping her from getting that ruler now.

      She prayed silently, hating that she might need to resort to swatting their little hands. Surely, there was a better way to handle them. The worst of it was, she’d always known it wouldn’t work. Besides her natural loathing for anyone who would hurt a child, she knew from watching these boys that they weren’t overly worried about pain. The way they shoved each other around, a whack or two with the ruler wouldn’t even get their attention.

      But swatting them wasn’t supposed to hurt them—she’d never wield a ruler with that much force. It was supposed to shame them into being better.

      “I think you’re gonna hit us whether we did anything to you or not.” Luke stood, all four feet of him. “I think you’re mean, and you’re plannin’ to do whatever you want, so why waste time talkin’ about it? You might as well get it over with.”

      The boys, all slim and wiry, stood. Luke walked to the front of the classroom, and the others followed.

      Grace fought down the impulse to back away from him. Luke’s calculating eyes hinted that the boy was up to something. Did he have a plan? Were they all in on it? Ridiculous, how paranoid she’d become. The boy was five, for heaven’s sake.

      Luke stepped up on the platform that raised Grace’s desk about six inches above the students’. He stood in front of her, his eyes insolent, daring her to punish him. “What’s the matter, Miss Calhoun?” He sounded too polite. That wasn’t like him.

      Could they have more in store for her? Was there a rat in her coat pocket?

      Luke gave her a wide-eyed, innocent look. “You know me and my brothers never done this to you. You just hate us and pick on us every chance you get.”

      “It’s just the opposite, Luke. You boys hate me and pick on me every chance you get.” Grace sounded like a five-year-old herself. She’d given them countless chances to change their ways, but patience hadn’t worked. Firmness hadn’t worked. She’d let this go on too long.

      Shoving herself out of her chair, she grabbed the ruler out of the snake drawer. Facing Luke, she raised the ruler and hesitated. She’d never hit a child before—not as a teacher and not as a young girl who bore all the weight of raising her little sisters.

      “I’ll take the punishment for all my brothers, ma’am.” Luke squared his shoulders. “We didn’t do it, but I can see you’re bent on blaming us. So have at it. Give me five times the whacking and be done with it.”

      “You did, too, do it, and not just you.” She looked out at the boys, lined up behind tough little Luke.

      Mark looked at her with self-satisfied amusement. All the other boys’ expressions mirrored Mark’s.

      “I’m going to punish all of you.” She raised the ruler again, staring at Luke, so fearless. It infuriated her that not even the threat of a lash on the hand with her ruler could make him back down. “Hold out your hand, Luke.”

      He extended his hand.

      She looked into his eyes and knew she’d never be able to swing this stupid ruler.

      Luke hissed at her, “Do it.”

      Whispering so his brothers didn’t hear her, she said, “I can’t.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because I don’t want to hit you.”

      Luke leaned closer, as eager to keep what they said between the two of them as she was for some reason. “We really did it, ma’am. I’m confessing clear as day. Have at it.” He reached his hand a little closer as if worried she’d miss. He actually seemed to want her to hit him.

      What was the little urchin up to? She almost smiled at him.

      She raised the ruler, planning to wave it at all of them and throw them out.

      “Get away from my son, Miss Calhoun.”

      Grace jumped back. She bumped into her chair, and for a second, she thought she’d end up on the floor again.

      Daniel Reeves stood in the window to her right—the one Beth had lowered the snake through. How long had he been standing there?

      Luke wore a satisfied expression under his feigned innocence. He’d known his father was standing there. Every word he’d spoken had been planned to put her in the worst light for his father’s benefit. All the boys had known their father watched.

      “You boys get your things. Clay McClellen’s here for the girls. Catch a ride with him to the gap, then walk on home. Miss Calhoun and I are going to settle this once and for all, and it could take a while.”

      Daniel left the window. The boys ran, vanishing out the front door with as much noise and shoving as they could manage. The last of them disappeared just as Daniel came in.

      Grace’s cheeks heated. But why was she embarrassed? These boys deserved a few sound whacks with the ruler. She’d done nothing wrong. The fact that she’d been planning to back down was almost worse than doing it.

      And all of it—all of it—was this man’s fault. This was the one she should be using the ruler on.

      She stepped off her platform and practically charged. He came forward just as fast. They met in the middle of the room.

      Grace barely came to his chin, and the second they faced each other, Grace wished she’d waited up front for him so he wouldn’t tower over her. But she was here, under his nose, and she was furious. Furious beat tall any day of the week. She was glad he’d shown up. This man was the problem. She’d asked him several times to speak to his sons about their behavior. His boys could do no wrong in his sight.

      Grace realized she still clutched the ruler. She slapped it against the desk beside her. If only she could use it to slap some sense into Daniel Reeves.

      “You planning on using that on me, Miss Calhoun? Or aren’t you so brave when you’re facing an adult?”

      “We have discussed your boys’ behavior until I’m sick of hearing myself talk, Mr. Reeves.”

      “Well, I’m with you on that, ma’am. I’m sick of hearing you talk too.”

      “You have to do something about them, or I will. I can have them expelled from school.”

      “You think the school board will take your side over mine?” Daniel’s blue eyes burned into her skin. They sparked with anger as he leaned over her. “I’d think a little woman who can’t control a few bright, active boys wouldn’t want the school board looking too close at her.”

      “Your boys are bright and active.” He was trying to use his size to intimidate her, but Grace refused to back up when Daniel leaned close. In fact, she took a step forward. “Unfortunately, they use all their intelligence to think up pranks to disrupt the school, and they are most active when they’re thinking of ways to harass me. Have you even tried talking with them?”

      “Save your speeches for the school board.” Daniel’s nose almost touched hers. He wasn’t yelling, but he spoke in his usual too-loud voice right into her face. “I saw Parson Roscoe and Zeb Morris just a few minutes ago. If we can hunt up Phillip at the general store, we’ll have the whole board to hand. Then we’ll see what they have to say about you picking on my boys.”

      “Lead the way.” Grace extended her hand toward the front door. “This is long overdue.”

      “Oh no, Miss Calhoun.”

      He said her name with such mockery, Grace almost regretted insisting every parent—every person—in Mosqueros call her by it. But weren’t teachers supposed to demand propriety?

      “You’re the one who’s always such a stickler for manners. I insist, ladies first.” Daniel crossed his arms, practically blocking the aisle, stubborn as a mule.

      Grace fumed, looking at the narrow space he expected her to squeeze through. The man was a bully. She shoved at him as she squeezed past.

      She got clear of the confounded man and stormed toward the back of the schoolroom. She’d just made it to the door when her skirt fell off.
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      Grace had been sitting in her chair sobbing ever since the school board fired her. The straight-backed chair pressed mercilessly into her back. Tears that just would not stop had been flowing for an hour.

      Opting for peace over justice, the school board had seen to it that Daniel didn’t fare well either. His boys had been expelled.

      They’d listened to both sides and made their pronouncement—hurried along by the freezing weather and a cow Zeb Morris had back home calving out of season. The ruling came with almost no discussion.

      Grace had been too stunned to continue fighting. Penniless, hungry, and, come morning, homeless, losing her job seemed tantamount to a death sentence. Turning from that crowd of men, she’d run to her room like a coward.

      Now, an hour later, amazed that there was enough water in her body to form tears, Grace lifted her hand to wipe her eyes. Her hand shook until she couldn’t bear to see it. She closed her eyes and let her long tangles of dark-blond hair stick on her soppy face.

      She’d come here by choice, wanting the West to be uncivilized, wanting to be far removed from her trouble with Parrish. But never had she imagined anyone or anything as uncivilized as Daniel Reeves and his sons.

      Sitting in her one-room attic home was the loneliest moment in her incredibly lonely life. She felt as if she were shrinking away to nothing, hiding here from the fate that surely awaited a jobless, penniless woman in the unforgiving West.

      She’d had such dreams. She’d planned to help children and protect them in ways she’d never been protected. She’d planned to make enough money that, once she was sure Parrish had been left far behind, she could send for her ragtag family in Chicago and have a real home at last.

      Instead, she’d failed everybody who’d ever been foolish enough to trust her.

      When she’d arrived home, she’d cast her ruined dress into a heap on the floor and pulled on her nightgown. Grateful in her misery that there was no mirror in the room to reflect her emaciated body, she held herself tight in the tissue-thin dark-blue flannel gown.

      She bowed her head. “What am I going to do, Lord?” The words slipped past her clenched jaw. It hurt to move her lips. They were chapped from the salt of her tears and the bitter cold in the attic.

      The room was heated only by what crept up from the general store downstairs, and the store banked the fire at night. She had her own potbellied stove, but it cost money to buy firewood or took energy to hike out and cut it herself, energy she just didn’t have.

      What did it matter, anyway? She could freeze to death tonight, or she could starve to death next week. Grace wept, not so much for her own failure as for the way she’d failed Hannah and the other children.

      All her promises rang hollow now. She couldn’t even take care of herself, let alone care for someone else.

      Perhaps she shouldn’t have sent Hannah every penny she had to spare each payday. If she’d set a few dollars aside for a time of trouble, she could have moved on and started teaching somewhere else. But she’d never dreamed of such trouble as Daniel Reeves. Holding nothing back for herself, she’d barely kept enough to eat.

      She wept, ashamed of her weakness. But what did it matter? There was no one to be disgusted by her. No one this side of Chicago cared if she lived or died. There was no way out. She’d finally hit bottom, plunged to the very deepest pit.

      Her door slammed open.

      The bang jerked her head up.

      Everything that was wrong about her destroyed life suddenly meant nothing.

      Parrish, with his stooped frame, hawklike nose, and cruel eyes, stepped into the room with a satisfied laugh. “Ah, Grace, have you missed your dear daddy?”

      With a scream, Grace leaped from the chair. Parrish’s eyes narrowed, and he rushed at her. Without making a conscious choice, Grace chose the only other exit.

      Parrish tore at her nightgown. Fingernails clawed her skin as she threw herself out the second-story window. The jagged glass slit her as she crashed through. It rained around her, slashing her skin. The ground rushed at her. The icy December wind seemed to cut her skin as surely as the glass. She instinctively twisted to keep from landing headfirst.

      “You won’t get away from me.” Parrish’s roaring threats faded as she plummeted earthward.

      The frozen ground hit like a fist. Glass stabbed and sliced.

      “You owe me, and I’m here to make you pay!” The ugly voice overhead stung her into moving.

      She scrambled to her feet, pain in every movement. The soft flesh on her hands and knees ripped on the sharp edges of frozen ruts. She was driven to survive, even when, minutes ago, she’d been ready to give up.

      She darted around the corner into the alley between the general store and the diner. She tripped, falling, embedding rock and dirt in her bleeding skin. She staggered to her feet, pressing her back against the wall. She glanced around the side of the building and up.

      The broken window no longer framed her nightmare come to life. There was no sadistic, menacing man to be seen. The only way down was the back stairs.

      She ran toward the front of the building, mindless of the pain in her feet, only conscious of the need to flee. She darted out of the alley in the frigid Texas night.

      Mosqueros was closing down for the evening. The door banged open in the back of the store. Parrish, coming.

      A wagon! She scrambled in and ducked under the tarp tossed over it. She crushed her body between wooden crates, scraping new wounds in her flesh. She dragged her bare feet under the cover and stopped dead.

      He’d be on Mosqueros’s main street by now. He’d know there was only one place she could be. He’d pull back the tarp and put his hands on her. And then he’d make her pay for every bit of her defiance.

      The wagon tilted. Whistling drifted to her ears, incongruous in her terrified mind. Was Parrish climbing aboard the wagon?

      A shout and the rattle of leather and chains came from the driver’s seat. The wagon lurched forward with a creak of old wood.

      She gathered herself to jump out of the wagon and run again. Forever running and hiding, for years, across a continent. Even in this remote Texas town, there was no place he couldn’t find her. She lived like a frightened animal.

      “Hold there,” Parrish shouted from the walk beside the wagon.

      That voice, that threatening, brutal voice. How many times had he lashed her with it? How many others had he treated the same? She’d lost count, but the faces of the others haunted her.

      Grace didn’t dare move. Once she was discovered, any man would hand her over. How well she’d learned that lesson.

      “Whoa,” the driver said, breaking off his whistling.

      Grace’s stomach clenched. She knew that voice. The man who’d ruined her life in Mosqueros, just as Parrish had ruined it everywhere else. The driver had seen to her firing and left her cold and hungry in a darkened room. It was the voice of a man she hated only slightly less than Parrish. Now she needed him to survive.

      She didn’t count on it. Daniel Reeves would probably hand her over with pleasure.

      “I need to—” Parrish’s voice halted.

      Grace waited, trying to control her gasping breath that blew out white in the bitter cold. One move, one twitch of a muscle, and the coarse gray tarp would be thrown back.

      “Need somethin’, mister?” Daniel Reeves talked too loud, as usual.

      “Forget it. Never mind.” Footsteps clomped away on the wooden sidewalk.

      “Hmm, what wazzat about?” Daniel Reeves asked under his breath.

      But he was mere inches from her. She could have reached out of the tarp and tapped him on the back.

      Reins slapped on the horses’ backs. The whistling resumed, and the wagon began rolling, swaying side to side.

      Why had Parrish left? He had to know it was at least possible she’d hidden under this tarp. It wasn’t like him to quit hunting.

      He didn’t want a witness.

      The minute the idea came to her, she knew it was right. He was still out there. Watching. He had an instinct for the hunt. How many times had he proven that to Grace?

      But he’d never minded witnesses before. He’d delighted in dragging her home, screaming and crying. He’d gloated and laughed about it to anyone who watched. That could mean only one thing. He wasn’t here to drag her home. Not this time.

      He was here to kill her.

      He would want no witnesses to tie them together when she turned up dead.

      After enough time had passed to put the town behind them, the cold broke into her terror. Inch by inch so no movement or sound would draw Daniel’s attention to her, Grace curled in on herself. She pulled her knees to her chest, wrapped her arms around them, and bowed her head until she lay in a tight ball among the boxes and gunnysacks. Stiff as a corpse, she hugged herself. There had never been anyone else to do it.

      The cold invaded her hiding place until her bare toes went numb. As the wagon rumbled over the rough trail and Daniel whistled his mindless tune, Grace lost the feeling in her body. She fought the need to shiver as her legs, then her arms and torso, grew chilled until there was no feeling left. But she was only distantly aware of that and the bruising of the wagon box and the sliding supplies.

      She closed her eyes and let the tears start flowing again. She let the cold, cruel world beat on her to its heart’s content. She remembered Jesus’ lament as He hung on the cross—“My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?”

      Why wouldn’t God forsake her? Everyone else had.

      Surprising, how much she regretted dying. Life hadn’t held much pleasure for her. Clinging to it seemed at odds with the miserable existence she led.

      The cold wrapped around her like icy hands, deepening her exhaustion, pulling her under to sleep. She didn’t expect to wake.

      She didn’t fight it. Parrish could win.

      Parrish had taught her long ago that she deserved it.
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      Daniel Reeves let the winter weather cool his temper on his long drive home. The team clambered up the steep stretch of trail that twisted through the narrow mouth of his canyon home. The wind whistled through the walls of the canyon towering over his head.

      The trail was so narrow in places, he was tempted to suck in his gut as his sure-footed team slipped through the gap. One razor-thin switchback went almost straight sideways and straight up at the same time. A few flakes of snow drifted down on him, and he hated to think of scaling this path if it was slick.

      Just as well the boys don’t have to go to school anymore. Waste of time, anyway. Most schooling was nonsense. Still, it burned something fierce to be told to stay away. He sucked in frigid air and shook off his anger.

      Pay attention to the trail—watch the team. These were the things a rancher needed to know, not a bunch of book learning.

      The snow gusted into his face as he wound around another tight switchback. A wonder they’d found this place. The boys playing around their campsite had come up with it. As far as Daniel could tell, no man had ever stepped foot in this fertile valley before he’d claimed it.

      Snow sifted down from his hat, and a breeze sent it whooshing down his neck. Shivering, he thanked God it didn’t snow much here.

      At least that’s what he’d been told. He hadn’t lived through a Texas winter yet.

      Good thing. If the snow came down here as it had in Kansas, this gap would close up tight and stay sealed until spring.

      After he’d gone a couple of hundred yards feeling so closed in the sensation almost smothered him, the canyon opened out, and he caught his breath with delight. It was full darkness, but the moon glowed in the sky through gaps in the high, skittering clouds, lighting up the gentle snow flurries.

      Belly-deep grass, cured lush on the stem, waved in the bitter wind as if it waved a greeting to the wide-open spaces of the 6R Ranch. Trees covered the steep edges of the canyon that disappeared out of sight. Cattle, fat with spring babies, lowed softly as he passed by them. They were all as tame as dogs from being overfed and gentled by his boys.

      Home. He loved it. He loved his brand—the 6R, chosen for the six Reeves men. He’d left grief behind and begun life anew. Finally, his life was in perfect order.

      A single dark thought intruded. That awful, prissy Miss Calhoun. Well, he’d gotten even today in town, but the boys still weren’t welcome back. He scowled at the thought of that fussy old maid.

      He shook off his temper. Miss Calhoun was gone. Spring would come soon enough, and the board had said his boys could have another chance then. Daniel was tempted not to bother. He would reenroll them, at least for a while, just so no priggish female could take credit for stopping his boys from learning.

      Satisfied to know a good teacher might take the place of Miss Calhoun, he turned his thoughts back to his idyllic life at the 6R.

      He always thought of God’s promises when he looked at his canyon. Blessed are they that mourn: for they shall be comforted. God had indeed comforted him. It had taken time for Daniel to accept that comfort, but he’d found it in his isolated canyon with his sons.

      When he was within shouting distance of the cave, he yelled, “Boys, get out here and grab a box.”

      Daniel hollered to be heard over the commotion that came from inside the house. It sounded as though his boys were having a fine old time. He laughed as they tumbled out of their little house, all trying to shove through the door at the same time.

      “I can hear the lot of you, through stone walls, from over a mile away. It’s a wonder it didn’t scare the team.” Daniel pulled back on the reins, but the well-trained horses knew their job and stopped without much effort from him. He set the brake.

      “What’d ya get, Pa?” Ten-year-old Abraham beat his brothers to the wagon, dragging his coat on as he came, none too worried about the wicked cold.

      Isaac dashed out one step behind him. The twins always moved as a team. Abe fastest and first, but Ike sticking to the end and finishing whatever Abe started.

      “Did ya get plenty of taters?” Ike swung himself up on the back of the wagon beside his brother.

      “An’ apples, Pa.” Mark, the firstborn of his five-year-old triplets, stormed after his brothers, with his two mirror images just behind.

      “You said you’d try ’n’ get some winter apples,” John shouted.

      “We heard at school Mr. Badje had extras in his cellar, ’member, Pa?” Luke came out, his blond hair a replica of his four brothers’.

      The cave door stood open in the teeth of the December night.

      Abe threw the tarp back.

      “Get that door, Luke,” Daniel yelled.

      “Did’ja get us a ma?” Abe asked.

      “Luke, last one out gets that door closed. I’m gonna be chopping wood all winter if—” Daniel stopped. He turned to Abe. “What?”
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        * * *

      

      Adam shoved the door open, glad to be out of the wind. He wouldn’t be out of it for long.

      Snow blew in with him. Clay looked up from his rocking chair where he sat grinning at Sally on his lap. Sophie turned from where she laid plates on the table, her stomach so huge, Adam was surprised she didn’t tip over forward every time she tried to move.

      Mandy stirred something that smelled wonderful in the pot hanging over the fire. Beth sat close by the fire, reading aloud to the whole family.

      It was a perfect picture. One Adam had long wished for himself. He was nearing forty now, and a wife and family had never happened for him. But he’d helped Sophie have this idyllic life, and he was content.

      He was also going to wreck things. “The teacher’s missing.”

      They all turned to him and became alert. His urgency must have shown loud and clear.

      “I was in town when the cry went up. Someone saw her window broken and went up to check. She’s gone. Her door stood open, but from snags of fabric on the broken glass and tracks in the alley under the window, it looks like she fell or jumped out her window. They’ve got search parties out in every direction. I told them I’d fetch the hands.”

      Clay set Sally on her feet and rushed for his hat. “Don’t hold dinner.” He left on Adam’s heels.

      Sophie didn’t try to come. She’d settled into leaving men’s work to Clay and the hands…mostly. Being pregnant had slowed her down a mite too.

      Adam swung up on his horse. “It could have been hours ago. No one’s seen her since she got fired.”

      Clay, striding to the barn to grab up his horse, stopped short and turned. “She got fired? What happened?”

      “Daniel Reeves and his boys is what happened. Miss Calhoun and Daniel had another one of their squabbles and got the school board involved. They kicked up so much fuss, the school board washed their hands of both of them. Fired her and kicked his boys out of school.”

      Clay got moving again. “Where’d she go? The train didn’t come through tonight. Did she take her horse?”

      Adam rode alongside him. “She doesn’t have a horse.”

      Clay glanced back. “She used to.”

      “She came in to the area on a horse, but the blacksmith said she’d sold it to him months ago. He got the idea she needed the money.”

      “You’re sure she’s not visiting one of the students?”

      “We’ve searched every building in town, even the barns. Guess she was pretty upset after she got fired. Went to her room crying. When word got out she’d been fired and was missing, folks felt bad about it, so they’ve all pitched in to hunt. Near tore the town apart. She’s not there.” Adam pulled his collar up to his ears against the cold. “No one’s ever seen her with anything but her one coat and one pair of shoes, and she left them behind.”

      Clay wheeled and stared at Adam. “She went out her window and fell two stories, then disappeared without shoes or a coat? In this weather? What’s going on?”

      Adam shook his head. “I’ve got no answers for you, Clay. I told ’em in town we’d cover the land between Sawyer Canyon and the plateau. She can’t have gotten farther than that.”

      Clay jabbed a finger at the bunkhouse. “Go rouse the men. If she’s not on a train, not on a horse, and not in town, she’s in trouble.”

      “Bad trouble.” Adam kicked his horse toward the bunkhouse. Luther and Buff were already outside in their buffalo-skin coats. The other men emerged. They couldn’t know what had happened, but they’d lived long enough in a harsh land to sense danger and be ready.
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        * * *

      

      “A ma,” John shouted from the cave door. “We’ve been thinking it’s a good idea ’n’ all.”

      “You have?” Daniel remembered them saying such a thing, but he’d paid no attention. He wasn’t taking a chance on another woman dying on him.

      “’Cept’n I don’t know where she’s gonna sleep,” Luke added. “We could put the table outside at night, I reckon.”

      Daniel looked where his son was staring. Ike was beside Abe, and Daniel couldn’t see anything. Mark, Luke, and John clambered up into the wagon box and surrounded the supplies. They were all staring at something Daniel couldn’t see.

      “Not Miss Calhoun,” Mark howled. “Take her back and get someone else, Pa. She’s a grouch.”

      Daniel swung around on the seat and dropped into the back end of his wagon. With all six Reeves in it, there was no room for supplies, let alone…

      “A woman.” Daniel couldn’t believe his eyes. Then the shock passed and he realized she was asleep. Or dead. He bent down and swooped her into his arms. She weighed barely more than one of the triplets.

      She didn’t move, didn’t even react when he touched her. “Something’s wrong, boys.” Her skin was white, and she was as cold as ice in his arms. He couldn’t tell if she was breathing. “She’s freezing. Let’s get her inside.”

      “We don’t want Miss Calhoun for a ma.” John stomped until he shook the wagon. Daniel jumped to the ground with the little wisp of a woman in his arms and headed for the house. The door standing wide open meant that any heat in the little cave was long gone.

      “Take her back, Pa!” Luke yelled from where he was kneeling on top of the supplies in the wagon. “Get a better ma ’n her.”

      Daniel strode toward the cave, trying to sort out all he needed to do to help her. “I don’t have time to explain any of this to you boys.” No time—and no explanation if he had all the time in the world. “Miss Calhoun may be dying. We’re going to need lots of firewood to warm her up. All of you boys scatter and get some rounded up.” Daniel glanced behind him at his boys, all wearing stubborn like it was a winter coat. He roared, “And I mean, now!”

      Daniel went into the house and, with Miss Calhoun held easily in one arm, closed the heavy, dragging door he’d fashioned into the mouth of this little cave. He hurried over to the stove and knelt beside it. After a moment’s hesitation, he lowered her to the chilly floor.

      “This won’t do,” he said to himself. “She can’t get warm on the cold ground.” Why hadn’t he gotten a cabin built last summer? The boys were never inside, summer or winter, and the cave was an adventure for all of them. And heaven knew, it was a cheap way to live, no room for furniture or bric-a-brac and no woman to nag him for such foolishness. Still, a warm, tight house right now might mean the difference between life and death for Miss Calhoun.

      He went to the bedding wadded in a heap in the corner. The furs all but carpeted the floor when they rolled them out at night. He caught up all the blankets, went back to her side, and, gently lifting her, awkwardly spread the blankets on the floor for her to lie on.

      The door flew open while he knelt there, holding Miss Calhoun in his arms.

      Abe came in with an armload of wood.

      “Abe, close that door. We’ll never get ahead of the cold with it standing open.”

      Before Abe could obey—on the off chance he was going to—Ike came in loaded down with sticks. The other boys were right on his heels.

      “We need to get this cave warmed up. Gather more wood, enough to keep the fire blazing hot all night. Then get back in here with it fast and keep that door closed.” Daniel, a little surprised that they minded him, watched them dash out, shutting the door behind them.

      Daniel settled the motionless woman on the blankets. He laid his hand on her chest and, with a sigh of relief, felt a heartbeat.

      Daniel stuffed the stove full of wood, and a reassuring crackle sounded as the new kindling caught from the old. He picked up the teacher’s limp white hand. She was so thin, it was like holding bone draped with skin. He meant to rub some feeling back into her, but she seemed so fragile, he was afraid he’d hurt her. Instead of rubbing, he just held her hand between both of his, trying to share some of his warmth.

      Lying here, silent and defenseless, Grace Calhoun, who had always seemed like an old bat who lived for the soul purpose of terrorizing children, now looked very young. Why, she was little more than a child herself. He hadn’t thought of it for a while, but he remembered now that his first impression was that she was a pretty little thing.

      Then she’d opened her mouth.

      She’d been painfully proper when they’d met. More than proper, she was snooty as all get-out and so prissy, he’d decided she lived to keep her grammar perfect and her hands clean.

      He’d let her enthusiasm for schooling sway him into sending the boys. Then the trouble began. Soon enough, he’d pegged her for an old maid, made of pure gristle and spite. Although, truth to tell, he’d never given her much thought beyond avoiding her at all costs.

      Careful to be gentle, he rubbed her hand between his to get some circulation into her fingers. What was that? With a gasp, he turned her hand over. Blood! Her hand was scraped raw.

      “What happened to you?”

      For the first time, he really looked at her for injuries. Her other hand had bled, too, although the bleeding had stopped. Her dark-blue flannel dress was thin as paper and torn at her knees. She had scraped herself there too.

      Dear God, what has this woman been through tonight? Don’t let her die on me, Father.

      The flannel had dried to her knee in one spot. Carefully, he pulled the fabric out of the wound. She’d been in his wagon since Mosqueros. There was no other possible time she could have slipped in. He’d just loaded the wagon and thrown the tarp over the supplies, then gone back inside the general store to pay for his order. He’d only been inside a couple of minutes. She must have climbed in then.

      Grace’s naturally fair skin seemed almost translucent from the cold. Her lips were tinged with blue, her skin as fragile as a china plate Margaret had treasured right up until the day Ike had smashed it into a thousand pieces. How his wife had cried over that stupid plate. Of course, women cried over almost everything.

      He spoke to the schoolteacher, even though she was beyond hearing him. “I’ve figured out when you got in my wagon, Miss Calhoun. That only leaves why.”

      As soon as she was awake and able to move, he’d have to drive all the way back into town. Honestly, this woman seemed as though she’d been born for the sole purpose of pestering him.

      The boys charged back in. Luke was last, and he carefully shut the door. Juggling his armload of sticks in his chubby, five-year-old arms proved to be a bit too much. He dropped half his load.

      “Clumsy.” Mark shoved Luke. “Be quiet. The teacher’s here.” Although Mark said it at the top of his lungs.

      “She’s not the teacher.” Luke shoved back. Mark stumbled into Ike, who dropped his bundle of wood with a clatter.

      Luke clapped Daniel on the back. “Sally McClellen told me today on the ride home that Pa got her fired right after school.”

      “Good for you, Pa.” Abe stuffed more wood into the potbellied stove. “They’re gonna hafta hunt up a new teacher. A nice one this time, I hope.”

      “Sally said we got kicked out of school, too,” Luke added.

      Pandemonium broke out. The boys shrieked with joy until Daniel half expected the stone roof over their heads to fall from all the ruckus.

      The jubilation wore itself out while Daniel worked on getting circulation back into Miss Calhoun’s fragile hand. At length, Ike collided with Mark and then blamed Mark for the crash.

      “Mark, you little—” The two of them stumbled into the table and shoved it until it hit Daniel in the back. The table, the stove, two benches, and the boys, and the house was full. There was no room for a wrestling match.

      “You guys, cut it out.” Daniel pushed the corner of the table out of his shoulder blades. At least the stack of wood behind his back had grown most of the way to his chest. By golly, those boys could work! “That’s enough wood for now. You guys go get the rest of the supplies. Stow everything in the barn. Ike, you unhitch the team and rub ’em down. Abe, grain them for the night, hang up the harness, then all of you get back in here before you freeze. It’s already past your bedtime.”

      Abe scowled. “Dad, we don’t want to do all that.”

      Daniel ignored his son’s complaining. He’d heard it all before. “And make sure you close the barn gate tight. If those horses get out again, you’re all going to start sleeping in the barn, and I’ll bring the horses in here to bunk down.”

      Grumbling and shoving each other, the boys filed out. Ike saw to closing the door.

      Daniel turned back to Miss Calhoun. He touched her face. The fire had begun to warm her just a little. She still lay motionless, but she was breathing steadily under the deerskin blanket.

      In the dim lantern light, Daniel leaned close enough to inspect an ugly scrape along one side of Miss Calhoun’s face. A bruise bloomed on her forehead, and a sliver of glass in one of several shallow cuts revealed the shimmer of glass which Daniel carefully extracted.

      Fear darted through him. Had she really climbed into his wagon? Or had she been knocked unconscious and put there by someone else? And what about that stranger who’d hailed him when he’d climbed onto the wagon? He’d wanted something, but what? Grace?

      Daniel reached for the pail of water he always kept hot on the stove. He took two rags to protect his hands from the searing tin and lowered the pail to the floor beside him.

      He bathed Miss Calhoun’s hands in the warm water. He washed her knees, mindful of how improper it was to see any more of her legs than necessary. Daniel finished quickly, then covered her legs all the way to her toes.

      He rubbed her arms and stoked the fire, planning to keep a prayer vigil into the night.

      A long time later, the boys trooped back in, pink-cheeked and rowdy from working in the sharp cold of the night. They argued and shoved and fought over what blankets were left. But there was no harm in their rowdiness, just horseplay.

      The boys saw to their own supper, and as they ate, Luke asked, “A ma hadn’t oughta take all the blankets, had she, Pa?”

      “She’s s’posed to take care’a us, Pa,” Mark whined. “Not us take care’a her.”

      Daniel didn’t answer. He had his hands full controlling the urge to flinch every time the boys called this little fussbudget “Ma.” What a nightmare that’d be if it were true.

      The boys were exhausted, their eyelids drooping. Good. That was his daily goal. Let them play hard enough and work hard enough to get them to sleep at night. They eventually settled in, piled up together like a litter of puppies, probably warmer that way than if they’d have been wrapped in a blanket.

      “Boys, before you go to sleep, say a prayer for Miss Calhoun to be all right. She looks bad hurt to me and half dead from the cold. We need God looking out for her special tonight.”

      “We don’t mind praying for her,” Mark said, the spokesman for the group. “We don’t want her to die ’r nothin’, but we don’t want her to be our ma. We talked it over, ’n’ we say take her back and get another’un.”

      Daniel didn’t bother to tell his boys, yet again, that he hadn’t brought the confounded woman home to be their ma. There wasn’t enough stupid in the world for him to do a thing like that. “Well then, pray she gets well so she can get outta here. She’s not going anywhere as long as she’s asleep like this.”

      The boys all sprang to their knees and prayed with a fervor that would have humbled a fire-and-brimstone preacher at a revival meeting.

      The boys finished praying and lay down, covering the floor until there was barely room for Daniel to kneel by Miss Calhoun. He was stuck—pinned in here, in the dim light of the cold night, next to the rudest woman he’d ever known. The woman who had gotten his sons kicked out of school. He’d gotten her fired from her job in return.

      Here they were, she without a job and he without an education for his boys. He trying to save her life and she doing her best to thwart him, as she did in everything else.

      It suited him to pray, too, because he wanted her well. He wanted her out of here. He never wanted to lay eyes on this bothersome woman again as long as he lived.

      Then she began to shiver.
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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.



