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        “Bible and a .44 is a story full of redemption and hope. Hope not only for wayward sons and daughters, but for the people who love them as well. With her gift of storytelling, Robin Lee Hatcher brings a Great Depression-era small town in Idaho to life, where a cast of characters live out a story that is both believable and inspiring, reminding us that no one is so lost they can’t come home.” — Michelle Shocklee, award-winning author of All We Thought We Knew and Appalachian Song

      

      

      
        
        “In Bible and a .44, Robin Lee Hatcher crafts a moving story of uncertain homecomings, redemption, and the power of grace. With heartfelt storytelling and richly drawn characters, this novella beautifully captures the struggle of facing one’s past and the freedom that comes with forgiveness. A tender and uplifting read, it’s a reminder that no one is beyond the reach of love, faith, and second chances.” — Karen Barnett, award-winning author of Where Trees Touch the Sky and the National Park Novels

      

      

      “[I Hope You Dance] is classic sweet romance. Robin Lee Hatcher excels at creating memorable characters with true-to-life struggles and she delivers that here even with the shorter word count. And, oh my, the toe-curls!!!! And yay for a solid faith thread even with the novella length.” — 5 star Goodreads review

      
        
        “In [I Hope You Dance] we get to head to the country where life is a little more laid back. The barrel racing dance teacher is sure she will never find love. The country boy chef is sure he doesn't want love. We know the rest, the story that gets them there is so sweet.” — 5 star Goodreads review

      

      

      
        
        “Hatcher’s newest novella offers the same sweet romance and page-turning storyline you’ve come to expect from this author if you’ve read her before. If you haven’t, you’re in for a treat! To Enchant a Lady’s Heart is, in a word, well…enchanting.” — Deborah Raney, author of Breath of Heaven and A Nest of Sparrows

      

      

      
        
        “The consequences of a long-ago romantic tryst come to light in this enjoyable historical [I’ll Be Seeing You] by Hatcher. Brianna Hastings, an entitled college student, dreads interviewing her 98-year-old great-grandmother Daisy for a history project, but becomes gradually involved as Daisy reflects on her tumultuous love life during WWII … Hatcher skillfully illustrates her message that God transforms bad into good for those with faith. WWII-era inspirational fans will relish this tale.” — Publishers Weekly
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      To Shannon. Thanks for the inspiration and the friendship!
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        Kings Meadow, Idaho

        June 1932

      

      

      Jesse Graham hopped off the truck bed and shouted, “Thanks,” before the driver continued on his way, the old pickup backfiring twice as it rounded a bend in the road. Carrying his duffle bag—it held everything he owned, other than the clothes he wore—he began the mile-long walk into Kings Meadow.

      Seven years had passed since he left the small town in the mountains north of Boise, helped on his way by the anger of Pastor Kinsey Foster. Nerves formed a knot in Jesse’s belly at the notion of seeing the preacher—and his .44—again, and he stopped walking to take a few deep breaths. Then he gave himself a moment to admire the pine-covered mountains that rose on all sides of the wide valley. Heaven knew he’d missed this view. He’d seen some great country in his travels, but there was something about his hometown he never forgot. He’d never stopped feeling the pull to return. And now, here he was.

      Not that anyone besides his ma would be glad to see him, and even she might have reservations. He couldn’t blame her. He’d been a hell-raiser from a young age, had gotten into more than his fair share of trouble, and had done nothing to make Ma’s life easier. Raising a boy alone was hard for any woman. He’d made it even harder.

      He wondered how she was doing. It shamed him that he didn’t know the answer. But she didn’t have a telephone, and he’d never stayed in one place long enough to have an address for her to use. Excuses. Those were merely excuses. A dutiful son would have returned to look after her. He hadn’t been a dutiful son in the past. Not ever.

      He was determined to be one now.

      Of course, it wasn’t only his ma he wanted to forgive him. He owed amends to more than a few folks, starting with the preacher man who carried a Bible along with his .44 revolver—and knew how to use both.

      Jesse blew out a breath, then resumed the walk into town. The air was still, the temperature pleasant. Only birdsong broke the quiet of late afternoon. He heard no truck or car engines in the distance, no squeak and bang of farm machinery, no horses whinnying or stomping a hoof. It occurred to him suddenly that all might not be the same in Kings Meadow as when he left. It hadn’t been a full three years since the stock market crashed and the entire country sank into an “economic situation,” as President Hoover called it. A situation from which there seemed no way out. Jesse had become one of tens of thousands of men moving from place to place, trying to find work of any kind so they could feed themselves and feed their families.

      Some might think the difficulty in finding employment had brought him home again, but it wasn’t that. It was the living God who’d put an end to Jesse’s wandering ways. One day he’d been a man set on doing things his own way and for his own pleasure, and the next he’d become a new creation, a bond-slave of Jesus Christ, called to walk according to His will and His ways.

      The news would surprise those who’d known him in the past. But no one could be more surprised than Jesse Graham himself.
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      Willow Foster loved the way the June light fell across the valley and her grandparents’ farm as afternoon worked its way toward evening. This hour of the day never failed to beckon her outside to breathe in the beauty of God’s earth. Birds fluttered in the trees, singing joyfully, and bees buzzed around the flowers planted near the front porch of the house. Her grandpa’s two work horses stood in the pasture, their heads hung low, their tails swishing at flies.

      The serious heat of summer hadn’t come to Kings Meadow yet, and glad of it, Willow turned her face to the sun, eyes closed. Softly, she sang, “For the beauty of the earth, / for the glory of the skies, / for the love which from our birth / over and around us lies.”

      Oakley, her Scottish terrier, nudged her behind one knee to get her attention.

      “Lord of all, to thee we raise / this our hymn of grateful praise.”

      The dog’s nose butted her again, harder this time.

      She laughed as she opened her eyes. “Okay. Okay. I know.” She leaned down to stroke the dog’s head. “I’d best be getting back inside. Grandpa will be home soon and supper isn’t ready.”

      She spun around and walked toward the sun-bleached house that had been her home for nearly fourteen years, ever since the death of her parents from the Spanish Flu. That was when Willow, nine at the time, had come with her twelve-year-old brother, Craig, to live with Grandpa and Grandma Foster. Now, all these years later, Craig was serving as a medical corpsman in the US Army, stationed at Fort Sam Houston in Texas, while Willow had never ventured farther from Kings Meadow than Idaho’s capital city. And oddly enough, she was content. She’d never yearned to see the world, only to be at home in her small corner of it.

      As she opened the side door, she called out, “Grandma?”

      “I’m here, dear,” came the weak reply.

      Willow passed through the kitchen and stepped into the front parlor. Her grandma sat in the rocking chair, a quilt covering her from ankles to throat, gnarled fingers folded over her stomach as she looked out the window with watery blue eyes.

      “Is your grandpa home?”

      “Not yet.” She kissed Grandma on the forehead. “But he should be soon. The meatloaf’s about ready to come out of the oven. I’ve still got the potatoes to mash.” She gave the older woman another quick peck, this time on the cheek, before returning to the kitchen.

      After washing her hands, she set to work, finishing the last of the meal preparation. Everything was ready to go onto the table when the kitchen door opened and her grandpa stepped into the house.

      Kinsey Foster was a tall man, thinner now at seventy-one than he’d been a decade before, but there was steel in his spine. Gray streaks had lightened his once dark hair. Willow thought him handsome, even at his age, and a kinder man she’d never met. He preached the gospel with fire and zeal while shepherding his flock with compassion and joy.

      “You’re right on time,” she said.

      “Smells mighty good in here.”

      She smiled. Grandpa said that every evening when he came home. “It’s meatloaf.” Of course, she had stretched the meat with plenty of breadcrumbs, but the generous use of ketchup would help hide that fact.

      “And how’s your grandma today?”

      “About the same. But feeling up to sitting in the rocker. You’ll find her in the parlor.”

      He nodded, his expression grim. “I’d best say hello to her.”

      Willow’s throat tightened with emotion. Her grandparents’ love for and devotion to each other had been such an example of how marriage should be. Grandma had always shown her husband respect and honor, and Grandpa was the type of man who would lay down his life for his wife, loving her the way Christ loved the church. But Grandma wasn’t well. Life seemed to drain from her body a little more each day. She ate like a bird, and nothing Willow cooked tempted her to eat more.

      “When she stops eating and drinking altogether, it won’t be long,” Dr. Bunch had said the last time he came to see Grandma.

      Willow glanced into the parlor. Grandpa sat on a stool next to the rocking chair. He held one of Grandma’s hands and stroked the back of it with his thumb as he bowed his head and said a prayer.

      “Amen,” Willow whispered when Grandpa looked up again, his gaze adoring the face of his wife.

      A short while later, the three of them sat at the kitchen table. Even though her grandma ate little, she joined them at the table when she was able. Willow was grateful Grandma could sit with them today.

      After Grandpa thanked God for the food He’d provided, Willow spooned some mashed potatoes onto the plate in front of her grandma while Grandpa helped himself to the meatloaf. After they had passed the serving dishes around, Grandpa and Willow started eating. Grandma just stared at the food on her plate without interest.

      Eventually, Grandpa broke the silence. “Heard a bit of interesting news on my way home.”

      Willow looked up expectantly.

      “Jesse Graham’s back in Kings Meadow.”

      The food in her stomach turned to stone.

      “Max Johnson saw him walking down Main Street earlier. Looked like he was on his way to Maud’s house.”

      “Was Mr. Johnson sure it was him?”

      “He was sure.” Grandpa laid down his fork and gave her a long look. “Does it trouble you that he’s returned?”

      She lifted her chin. “It doesn’t trouble me if he’s back. I haven’t given Jesse a second thought in years.”

      “Hmm.” Her grandpa took up his fork and resumed eating.

      He had a right to be skeptical. At sixteen, Willow had been head-over-heels in love with Kings Meadow’s well-known rebel, and she’d been devastated when he left town. But she wasn’t that same naive girl with her head in a romantic cloud. Seven years had seen to that. She was over the hurt he’d left in his wake. She’d grown up and her feet were firmly planted on the ground. It didn’t matter to her if he was back in town. Not one bit.
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