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The Great Runaway

GOD BLESS TEXAS WOMEN

By

Sidney St. James

“I would like to make a very special toast for our Second Anniversary ball. The men of Texas deserved much of the credit, but more was due to the many women across Texas. Armed men facing a foe couldn’t but be brave. But, my friends, the women, with their little children around them, without means of defense or power to resist, faced danger and death with unflinching courage. 

God Bless the Women of Texas!”

-—General Thomas Jefferson Rusk
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​

To the memory of my good friend,

Bill Stein of Columbus, Texas, who helped me

with the research for this first novel The ROSE of Bray’s Bayou – The Runaway Scrape as well as ADVERSITY – Keeping the Faith, Book 2 of the FAITH CHRONICLES. 
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Foreword

All Dead...All Dead
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​​Mrs. Almaron Dickinson ​[1]reached Gonzales, Texas, with the tragic news. Mothers, wives, sweethearts, and dozens of children of the gallant and brave thirty-two men who left Gonzales a few weeks earlier and rode to the aid of the Alamo, instantly surrounded the exhausted young woman. 

Their cries, their screaming, and many collapsing to the ground were frightening. All began asking with their trembling voices. “Oh, Sue,” they cried, “are you sure they are dead? Did they say anything? Did my husband have any last message for me?”

Susanna Dickinson had only this to say. “All dead! All dead!”  She turned and saw standing shoulder to shoulder with the other women, Rebecca Davis, her best friend.  “Rebecca, I can tell you about your son’s last hour. I watched Johnny during the very height of the battle. He reached out to me in the Alamo church room where I was. A Mexican soldier broke both of his jaws. He tried to tell me something, but I couldn’t understand what he was saying.  He reached up with his hands and pressed his jaws together, but still, I couldn’t understand.  He rushed back out into the hailstorm of bullets, a hero, Rebecca, an honest to God hero!”

Terror was the starting line and the beginning of the families fleeing from Texas. The women knew they must come together to help each other.  That was all there was to it! Their escape ahead of General Santa Anna and the Mexican army began...The Runaway Scrape​[2].

​​​
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Prologue

Memorial Services for the Father of Texas 
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The dark clouds hung low over the city of Austin, Texas in a small cemetery. Sarah Ziegler stood by her mother, Dilue Rose Harris, sitting comfortably in her wheelchair, near the site where disinterment services would soon begin. Even though Mrs. Harris had lived 88 years, her mind was still sharp as a tack.  Weariness settled in her body from her long travel from Eagle Lake, Texas, where she lived with her daughter and George Ziegler on the corner of Stockbridge Street and North McCarty Avenue. The trip took almost three days to get to Austin. However, she wouldn’t miss the memorial services for anything in the world.

It was several months earlier, during the thirty-first legislature, consent to remove the remains of a dear family friend whose burial in Peach Point in Brazoria County, Texas, received a unanimous vote of approval. 

Judge Alexander W. Terrell​[3], spiriting many years in his age, only two years younger than Dilue, sauntered up to her. A smile tipped the corner of his lips. Dilue watched him as a play of emotions danced on his face.

“Mrs. Harris, it is a pleasure to see you here this morning.” 

Her eyes glowed with the presence of such a dear friend.  Her fair hair blew into disarray by the wind. “Alex, the mud and rains back in ’35 might have prevented me from getting out of Texas, but nothing short of the bridges out on the Colorado River would have stopped me from being here today.”  She raised her hand and pushed away her hair that fell into her face. There was a trace of laughter in her voice.

George Ziegler, standing next to Dilue, reached his hand out and grasped the hand of Alex Terrell. “Mister Terrell, George Ziegler. I’m Dilue’s son-in-law.”

“It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance, sir. And, who do we have here?” Alex turned his head and couldn’t help but grin while gazing at Sarah Ziegler. My, you have grown up into such a beautiful woman.” Sarah shook his hand and offered him a small, shy smile of her own.

Alex glanced back over at Dilue, happy she was able to make it to the services. “Dilue, were you able to make the ceremonies in the Senate Chamber last night?”

“Yes, we were. There were so many people I thought I would wait until today to give my regards.” 

“We will visit more after completion of services today.” He turned and walked back over to a brick mortared encasement, ready to accept the mortal remains of a great man, a true pioneer of the State of Texas.

Dilue showed signs of a frail body. She looked around at many of the names in the cemetery that held a place in the corners of her mind.  The early years of Texas couldn’t help but magnify in her thoughts on this early morning.  She glanced around and saw familiar faces of many who were known to her and her mother and father. 

She saw the gravesites of Colonel Frank Johnson, a lifelong friend. General Hardeman, a childhood friend that followed him his entire life with his rifle in his hand. Guy Morrison Bryan, his nephew. My, so much history brought to one place. It seems like it was only yesterday I was standing in my schoolroom when William Travis gave my sister and me two Sunday school books. So many years ago. Where have they gone? If he were only here, what magnificent changes he would see in Texas since the early days. 

Dilue continued to look around the cemetery and saw other familiar names on headstones. Albert Sidney Johnson, Frank Lubbock, Burleson, Scurry, and Lipscomb! What a group of immortals indeed. Already fixed in their final resting place, they welcome their dear friend with open arms, Stephen F. Austin. She lightly smiled as other names continued to slip through her thoughts.

Alex raised his hands above his shoulders. The attending crowd quiets. Dilue and Alex had eye-to-eye contact with each other. He began addressing the people in attendance.

“Daughters of the Republic,” stared directly at Dilue, “Comrades, Ladies, and Gentlemen: Texas mindful of her debt of gratitude to this great man, this great pioneer of this great land, has always cherished his memory. His mortal remains have been brought here for final interment.”  Alex carried an air of authority and the appearance of one who demanded instant obedience. No one in the assembly was talking, and all watched him closely as he continued.

“More than half a century ago, in 1845, the portrait of Stephen F. Austin hung in the hallway of the old House of Representatives, just to the right of the Speaker’s chair. The men who once shadowed him to the wilderness in search of homes placed it there, ones who shared with him its perils and who knew him best.”  He paused a moment, trapped by his own memories back when he was but a child.  He inhaled a deep breath before continuing.

“The family members and the legislature earlier in the year agreed to bring his ashes from their resting place near the Gulf and place them here in the Texas State Cemetery​[4], where she has buried many of her illustrious dead.”  Alex took a break, lifted up a glass of water at the podium, and gazed out over the hundreds in attendance.  He couldn’t help but notice when he passed by Dilue, she was lifting a white handkerchief up to her eyes. Her thick salt and pepper hair hung in long graceful curves over her shoulders. No one around had a clue to the memories that were entering her mind. She again looked over at the surrounding tombstones and monuments as many more of the names slipped into the corners of her thoughts.  She closed her eyes for a brief moment, not from the fatigue, but to concentrate on thoughts of when she was a child and thankful to God for being with her and for still standing by her at the interment services this morning. 

Mister William B. Travis walked across the small schoolhouse wooden floor and laid a book on Dilue’s desk. He stepped to the side and placed a book on the desk of her baby sister Elba sitting next to her.  He looked down at them and smiled, ‘you girls will enjoy the stories in these books.  I want you to share your books with others so that all can read a different story.’  He continued walking through the one-room schoolhouse and gave the other small boys and girls a reading book, as well.  They all have different short stories, enough to occupy their time for days on end reading. Her memories continued to overflow her mind.



​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One

The Rose Family Departs New Orleans 
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It was April twenty-seven, 1833. The two-mast schooner departed New Orleans.   Dilue stood on the deck as the vessel sailed out the Mississippi into the Gulf of Mexico. The light was oddly bright, casting the numerous seagulls into dark shadows against a sky of palest blue. Their wings fluttered, hugging the air as they drifted on unseen thermals. For a few moments, they had Dilue Rose’s eye, keeping her spun into some sort of daydream.

After a few days of clear sailing, the vessel came within sight of a large island off the coast of Texas.  Dilue gazed up at her father as she watched the skies turn dark purple. Flashes of lightning crossed the heavens. “Daddy, will we be okay? There appears to be a severe storm coming this way.” The clouds gathered all day and became thicker and darker.  The once bright sunny day was no longer. The thick low-level clouds and flashes of lightning ushered in a blast of wind, the cue it was time to get down to the middle of the vessel.

Because of their closeness to the island, the seagulls flapped their wings like paper in a storm with flashes of white in the gray, tumbling in all directions as they struggled against the gale. Beneath them, the sea rose as high mountains, anger in the form of water, turbulent and most definitely unforgiving.

On the sea, the sailors tried to prepare for sudden and violent storms, but they knew it was impossible.  With no warning, total darkness prevailed as the clouds became thicker and thicker. The charcoal gray sky became stricken, blotting out the once beautiful blue skies.

The four veteran sailors and captain struggled to get the sails down and to tie them off. They slipped on the rain-soaked deck of the ship.  Many of the travelers heard and saw how frightened the sailors became, they panicked, as well. The wind slammed the rain into their faces like that of tiny pebbles. 

A bolt of lightning struck nearby. At one point, the increasing wave heights slammed the ship and spun it sideways!

Doctor Pleasant Rose ​[5]tried not to let his concern for the storm cloud his expression.  He agreed with his daughter. “Honey, I think you’re right. Get your brother and sister. Let’s head back down to our quarters until this storm is over.”

Captain Denmore rushed up while Doctor Rose was getting his family together.  “Ladies, gentlemen, and all you children, it’s best that you get to your quarters down below most haste!”

Maggie, Dilue’s mother, was holding her youngest daughter Elba, while she held tightly to her leg. “Children, come, let’s get below like the captain asked.” She tried to conceal from her children the icy fear that twisted around her heart. She gazed out to sea and watched the large white caps spreading across the heightened waves.

The storm slammed the schooner with high winds and torrential downpours.  It lasted almost the entire day until late in the evening. The captain opened the hatches and invited the passengers on board to come to the top deck and get some fresh air.  The moon was rising high in the sky in the east, almost full. It hung like a large luminous pearl on the radiant breast of heaven. 

Dilue gazed at the bright light and tugged on her father’s pants. “Daddy, isn’t the moon beautiful?” She came to an abrupt stop. Her heart jumped in her chest.

Pleasant wasn’t responding. “Daddy, Daddy, can you hear me?” Still, no answer came from Pleasant. 

Maggie glanced over at Pleasant. “Dear, are you alright?”

“Not feeling well at all, dear.  The rough sea or something. I just don’t feel well.” Fatigue settled in the pockets under his eyes.

Captain Denmore came walking by, and Pleasant found the strength to grab his sleeve. “Captain, are we landing here, I really must get off and onto dry land soon? I can’t take much more.”

“The island is abandoned. Mexico closed the island, and there are no longer any buildings on the land.  The Mexicans had a customhouse on the island, but tore it down and moved it to Anahuac, a new port of entry. I suppose it was because Anahuac is more protected from the sea storms.” The Captain gazed around the deck, noticing several of the crew moaning, having recently lost their sea legs. 

“I realize the storm took a toll on all of the passengers. There are many cases of seasickness on the vessel. Please be patient.  We will soon get unstuck on the island and make our way into Harrisburg in a few hours.” 

As the captain mentioned their travel plans, the lightning interrupted his discussion and streaked across the sky.  The roll of thunder arrived almost immediately following the flash, indicating to them to brace for what appeared to be a relapse of the inclement weather they experienced earlier.

“Let’s get below, hun. Grab the children. I need to lie down soon. I am about to faint. I am so dizzy.” The lines of concentration deepened along his forehead and under his eyes.

“Come, children! Let’s get your father below.” Her face clouded with uneasiness. The once seen full moon hid behind dense clouds, and all the shadows on the deck from the moonlight disappeared just as fast as they appeared.  All the passengers and crew braced for round two.

The waves were dominant in the violent way of storms, and their roar echoed across the sea, slamming against the vessel again and again. Water began to rise in the lower area where the quarters were located. The passengers found their feet and legs getting wet. The vessel took on water faster than the crew could pump off the ship.  The crew members failed to close the hatch.  The swells crashed over the sides and found a final resting place below. Seawater stood almost a foot high throughout the midship in a matter of minutes.

The rising water continued to flood the quarters, getting higher and higher.  One crewmember came and closed the two hatches to the lower area.  This prevented future water from getting below, but the darkness was terrifying to the children and other adults below.  Again, buried in the darkness seemed to oppress them like an awful weight.

The noise from the waves crashing over the ship was unbearable. The pounding sound against the wooden slats on the side of the boat seemed as though they would break at any given moment, and everyone would surely perish.

Dilue held on to her dad. “Daddy, are you there? Are you okay?” She began to shake uncontrollably. Fearful images built in her mind.

“Yes, hun, everybody hold on to your mother and I.  We will be okay. This storm will soon pass.” Pleasant stopped thinking about himself, how he felt, and could only think about protecting his family. Everyone sat side by side in the continued pitch-black darkness. “Children, the best thing we can do is not panic. Take long, relaxed breaths, try to slow down your breathing, and just keep talking with one another.  We will soon be out of trouble.” 

The schooner continued to drag its anchor during the storm. It may have slowed its topside pursuit inland, but the wind and waves were so high, nothing could hold up under those circumstances.

The passengers grasped tightly to their individual quarters, many others bundled up jointly with other passengers to help hang on during the tossing and turning of the ship.

The pitching up and down of the ship and the loud noises caused by the waves attacking the vessel suddenly took its toll. The boat appeared to come to a sudden stop.  The rocking of the boat threw the passengers from their quarters and across their accommodations like a cork bobbing on the rough surface of the water. The ship ran aground and turned entirely on its side.

After a few more hours, the waves slamming the vessel subsided. Only light rumbles of thunder still filled the skies in the far distance.  The waters receded enough to open the hatches and go outside for the first time. The sailors helped all of the women safely to shore.  The men saw that Pleasant couldn’t walk and was not responding much to the conversation. He was apparently more ill than before the storm hit.

The crewmen assisted the passengers to an abandoned log cabin not far from the schooner, still laying on its side like that of a beached whale. The inside of the cabin was dry, and a stack of timber stood three feet high in the corner of the room.  The first item of business was to get a fire started in the fireplace. 

After the fire began, providing warmth to the wet passengers, the crewmembers brought additional deliveries of the cargo and supplies to the house.  In these barrels were pots, pans, and plates for serving, along with various food items.  Two Negro women and one Negro man began taking the food supplies and prepared the first hot meal any of the passengers have had in over a week. The crewmembers found a long plank outside the cabin.

“Mamma, I am wet and cold.” Dilue was shivering.  Goosebumps ran up and down her pale and thin arms.

“I know, honey.  Come over here. Sit by the fire and warm up.  Your clothes will dry soon. We’ll be having something warm to eat. That will help.” Maggie gazed around the room at all the passengers snuggling nearer the fire.  It was hard to determine what means more to everyone, the food the Negros were preparing, or the warmth of the fireside.

Maggie glanced over at Mister and Mrs. Johnson. Mrs. Johnson was the only other white woman in the group.  Pleasant rested his head in Maggie’s lap. Maggie’s brother, James Wells, huddled closely, as well.

Maggie realized more than anyone, as a Christian, that God had not abandoned them and that all of her family realized God was for all of them, not against them. “Everyone, can we pause for just a moment in prayer. We all survived the terrible storm and would not be here alive if it wasn’t His will.” 

Maggie held tightly to her family bible. “In the New Testament, there are several writings, such as Mark 4:35-41, that lend strength to what we have witnessed these last two days. We all hold so tightly and tremble from the fear caused by the storm. Jesus, while crossing the Sea of Galilee, calmed his disciples’ fears.  Here, let me read to you from the scriptures. 

“And the same day, when the evening came, he saith unto them, let us pass over unto the other side. Also, when they had sent away the multitude, they took him even as he was on the ship. There were with him other little ships. There arose a great storm of wind. The waves beat and overlapped into the ship so that it was now full. He was in the back part of the ship sound asleep on a pillow.  They awakened him and said,  “Master, carest thou not that we perish?” He arose, rebuked the wind, and said unto the sea, “Peace, be still.”  The wind ceased.  There was a great calm. He spoke to them. “Why are you so fearful? How is it that you don’t have any faith? They feared exceedingly, and said to each other, what manner of man is this, that even the wind and the sea obey him?” 

Maggie raised her head as all of the family was quiet and appeared to be much calmer.  The Negros and others huddled up around the campfire and smiled in earnest while listening to the Words of the Lord.

“Now, children, what is the greatest lesson we can learn from these scriptures?  The disciples were in the same fix as we are right now. The water was breaking over the bow of their boat and filling up with water. They were sinking, and they knew it. They also knew they were too far from shore to survive the storm and knew the end was near.”  Maggie knew there were few churches and ministers where they were traveling and continued to try to bestow the Words to her family at all times, this time, even more so than ever before.

During her scripture reading, the crewmembers from the ship gathered around. While Maggie was looking at everyone circling the fire, one of the crew who sat down inquired of the scripture reading. “Miss Maggie, the Words you read are very comforting.  Can you explain what they mean? I cannot read, nor have I ever attended church services.”  He leaned casually against the splintered doorframe.

“We want to thank you, Lord, for delivering us to safety. We know the Bible says that your deliverance to this small cabin, the warmth, and the food we will soon partake, is thanks to your wonderful blessings. We also realize Lord that you have brought us through this storm to help strengthen our faith. Our departure from New Orleans on calm seas lasted two weeks. Until now, raging waves brought our vessel and us to these shores at Clopper’s Point.” Maggie gazed over at the shipmate and noticed his focusing on her every word.

“We realize our paths follow the direction you have laid for us to continue. The winds and climbing swells swirl loudly and frantically around us. Waves as tall as a two-story home engulfed our vessel and left us lost and drowning in the dark at an unknown point of land. Many of us have taken sick, Oh Lord. Please continue to look after us as we all pursue the journey in Texas. In Jesus name, we pray. Amen”

No sooner than Maggie delivered her prayer, a small white kitten jumped up into the arms of Dilue. “Oh, Mamma, isn’t she beautiful?” The kitten curled up in her arms and began purring ever so softly.  His softness and continued vibrations in Dilue’s arms soothed her off into a light slumber. She jerked and opened her eyes as someone mentioned, “Time to eat!”  Dilue and everyone else was ready to eat and enjoyed their first real meal in Texas.

“Oh, hey, everyone, can I have your attention before I forget.  My daughter Dilue is celebrating her eighth birthday. Can we sing together?”

Most of the passengers who were not sick turned and faced Dilue. She lowered her head, helpless in halting her embarrassment, and buried her face against her mother’s shoulder. Blushing would have been no problem. What Dilue did was go as red as a beetroot and radiate heat like a that of a hot pan. She laid her chin down on her chest, wanting the earth to open up and swallow her whole.

“Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday dear Dilue, happy birthday to you!”  The passengers’ singing relieved a small amount of stress associated with their travels and the storm.  A few smiles began to spread across some of the faces circling the fire.

Margaret sat to the side of the roaring blaze with Pleasant’s head in her lap.  She lightly stroked his forehead, brushing his hair out of his face.  She was trying to help him drink some hot tea they prepared at the same time the dinner started to cook.

“Maggie, the hot tea is good.  I am not as chilled now as I was.  I don’t know what I caught on the way over, but I sure don’t want to catch it again. Do you mind getting my black bag? I may have something in there that will help with this.”

“Dear, there are so many people ailing the same as you.  The captain thinks it might just be seasickness since everyone got sick at the same time when we were in the storm out near Galveston Island. Many appear to be getting better now that we have our feet on the ground.”  Mary’s thoughts began to run rampant through her mind with the Captain’s comment earlier about how Yellow Fever was spreading all over Texas and up the coast to New Orleans.  She could only pray to God to help them and not let this horrible disease strike her family or any of the other passengers for that matter.

The travelers were still wet from their previous endeavor, but the Negros prepared a hot meal of stew, with beefsteak, potatoes, and carrots.  Each person grabbed a bowl and began eating on the makeshift tabletop, a long flat board laid over two barrels. 

The door blasted open as if another storm had arrived, almost forced off its hinges with its sudden opening.  Standing there was Captain Spillman. “Everyone,” he pointed at a young man standing next to him, “this is my son, and he brought a smaller boat to us and some extra people to help. I have instructed him tomorrow morning to begin unloading the schooner and placing the cargo of Doctor Rose and his family and some others in the boat and take them up Buffalo Bayou to Harrisburg.  After we get the first families safely to the small community there, we will return and take Mister and Mrs. Johnson to Matagorda.” 

The next morning arrived, and Maggie was leaning up against the wall near the fireplace. Her clothes finally dried from overnight. Doctor Pleasant Rose no longer had his head on her lap and reached over, as he watched her eyes open slightly, and brushed her hair from her face. “Good morning, dear.” A simple smile played at the corners of his mouth.

“Pleasant, you are up. You are smiling. Are you okay?” Maggie was excited to see the good doctor, her husband, smiling and appearing to be much better.

Dilue was lying on the ground next to Maggie. Pleasant was holding Elba curled up in his arms. Granville laid near the fire and was still asleep. “Captain Spillman’s son is down at the schooner, unloading our belongings and transferring them over to his boat. He brought by one large crate of our clothes and told us we would be leaving in about four or five hours.  He suggested we dry out our other clothes while we wait.  I have already been out, and they are lying around in the sun. It is warm this morning, and they should dry out before we continue our travel to Harrisburg.”

The warmth of the sun performed its duty throughout the morning, drying out all the garments. Maggie gathered each of them and repacked into the dry crate for loading onto Spillman’s boat. Captain Spillman walked hastily up to the Pleasant. “Doctor Rose, if you will gather your family and prepare to climb aboard, I believe we are ready to depart.  You too, Jim, we don’t want to leave you behind.”  His smile deepened into laughter.

Dilue was excited the family was all together, and her father was doing so much better. She continued being a helpful sister and took Elba from her mother’s arms, holding her hand. She led her out to the boat for loading.  Jim grabbed Granville and helped him aboard. Pleasant and Maggie followed up the group and climbed on the vessel.

Captain Spillman joined the group.  The boat began to sail northward on Buffalo Bayou.  Numerous wintering birds, still residing in the marshes, were singing and chirping all around as the ship silently moved up the bayou for three hours until reaching a small community. 

A large river joined the bayou. Pleasant focused his attention on a large ship sunk at the junction of the waterways. “Captain Spillman, what is that boat sticking up out of the water?” The only part of the keel was above the top of the surface, along with two large smoke stack tubes jetting up high above the surface.

“Another storm came blowing through and capsized the vessel six months or so ago. We really hated to see the vessel go down. The ship was one of our best steamers making trips up and down the San Jacinto River and the bayou taking the cotton to market in New Orleans. She was something else!”

“And that large flat bottom boat there in the distance?” Pleasant pointed up the bayou in the direction of some buildings.

“That is Nathan Lynch’s ferry ​[6]operation. He started it here about ten years ago. It’s the main ferry for crossing the water from south Texas and continuing east to the Mexican border.  The big ropes you see in a distance are necessary for pulling the boat back and forth across the water.  He’s been operating the ferry for eight years after taking two years to build it.  Three years ago, the Mexican authority finally granted him an official license to operate in Texas.  I suppose it was their way to get a part of the money he makes in taxes.”

Captain Spillman and the passengers slowly passed the ferry operation and continue further inland. The sun struggled against its descent into the horizon, and the vessel continued, but without the sunlight to help guide them.  

Margaret, standing next to the side of the deck, looked out over the endless shadows of reeds, in the middle of nowhere, and wondered what was in store for them next.  Then, without any warning, almost in the wink of an eye, a large glow near the dark horizon appeared. It was a full moon. It was a lone sphere and scattered restless gold splendor across the waves.

Pleasant, Margaret, the children, and James were sitting on some of the crates of their belongings. They were unsure if their travels to any destination would come in one hour or one-hundred hours.  Their thoughts came to an abrupt halt.

“Okay, everyone, we are here.  We are in Harrisburg.” Captain Spillman glanced onshore and noticed a nighttime supervisor asleep on the front porch of a log cabin.  Few people were stirring in the small community. They didn’t see vessels arrive in the middle of the night very often.

Dilue was awake and pulled on her father’s pants. “Daddy! Daddy, are we at our new home?”

“Not sure yet, hun, but I believe we are somewhere we can rest for a while and figure out what we are going to do after we wake in the morning.”

“I hope so, Father.  I am tired of being in a boat.” She shivered with chill and fatigue.

Pleasant was experiencing weakness again, possibly from doing so much so quickly when helping back near Lynch’s Ferry.  He laid back on the crate. Margaret sat next to him and showed concerns, noticing his usually lively eyes less again with any sparkle.  “Dear, are you feeling poorly again?”

“I think I did too much, too quickly.  My legs hurt, my arms. I ache all over.” Tides of weariness engulfed his entire body.

Captain Spillman raised his hands. “Everyone, can I have your attention for just a moment.  We are in our most important seaport village, Harrisburg.  It appears quiet now because it is so late at night. We are going to leave the vessel tied up to the docks until first thing in the morning.  The village will wake up, and we will get unloaded and be on our way.”

Margaret, as she lightly stroked her hand through Pleasant’s hair, raised her head in the direction of the Captain. “Captain Spillman, I have lost track of days and nights.  Can you tell me what day it is?”

“Yes, Mrs. Rose. Tonight is Monday, April 29, 1833.”  Margaret didn’t say anything much. She laughed when the Captain told her the year, too.  Maybe he thought she became lost in time or just an old woman who had lost her mind. Actually, perhaps it wasn’t silly considering having been shipwrecked twice and each time wondering if it was going to be the last.

“Thank you, Captain.”

“Not a problem, ma’am. Your husband and you and the children try to get some rest now until tomorrow morning.  We will begin unloading when there will be plenty of help.”​

*****
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THE DAWN ARRIVED EARLY. The sun sent shimmering rays over the bayou, bestowing a golden path from the shore as far as the eye could see south towards the Gulf of Mexico. Maggie blinked toward the sun that brought her and the family a day she once thought would never come and was glad to see it! She let the moment sink in, soothe her from her core right out to where the nascent rays touched her skin. She stared at her family, who were still asleep knowing the start of a beautiful day meant a new beginning, and possibilities meant hope.

The daybreak came with a musical silence, as well. The soul could hear the melody that the ears could not. A new day, indeed, had come with new possibilities, a new page yet to find words on a written page. 

The bustling community of Harrisburg came alive.  Waking the people onboard the vessel were the sounds of clanking, banging, and an unusual screeching or whistling noise, almost piercing to the ears. Puffs of white smoke came from a sizeable log-built building just onshore up from where the vessel resided.

Dilue, always inquiring and asking questions, woke up first. Granville was lying on the floor next to her. “Brother! Brother, are you awake?”

“I am now ‘Di.’ What do you want?” Sleeping soundly, unable to open his eyes, Granville rolled over and found no difficulty going right back to sleep.

“Granville, wake up! Don’t you hear that loud noise? I wonder what it is. Wake up-.” She listened to the sounds with bewilderment.

“Okay. Okay, I will come with you.” Granville sat up, rubbed his eyes, stretching them wide open to try to wake up. Obviously, Dilue wasn’t going to let him sleep any longer.

Dilue and Granville walked up the steps to the top of the boat. No sooner did they climb out the hatch, they saw their mother standing and looking out from the vessel.

Dilue’s fair hair blew into disarray by the morning gulf breezes. “Mamma, I thought you were still sleeping. What’s that noise?” She stared at the people and the large building where all the commotion was coming.  “What is going on over there? That banging sound is so loud! Look, I think something is wrong, look at all the smoke. Those poor people, something is on fire!”

Before Margaret could provide an answer to Dilue, Captain Spillman was awake and ambled over to Dilue. “Young lady, that is what we call a sawmill.”

“A sawmill?” Her eyebrows raised inquiringly.

“Yes, they are cutting logs up into planks of wood.  It is a new way to build homes, making the wood cover more area instead of using the entire log.”

“The smoke! Is something on fire?  There’s so much smoke.”

The smoke wasn’t opaque, but its long gray wisps seemed to curl with others that were much darker, almost solid black. The stretching entities showed themselves in short and dramatic eclipses.

Some of the smoke, as it broke free from the top of the smokestacks, hung in the air, shifting back and forth like ghosts in the breeze.

The captain couldn’t help but burst out in light laughter.  “Oh, my goodness no child, it’s supposed to do that.  Inside the building are large pulleys and a giant saw.  It runs by heating the water until it gets scalding hot.  This causes steam, which is water vapor.” He stopped a moment as what he was saying Dilue was trying to understand. Her eyes squinted, and her eyebrows turned down.

Captain Spillman continued. “The pressure inside the canisters that help turn the wheels of the saw must be released from time to time. The haze you see is actually water vapor. There’s no cause for alarm. This is a natural working component of the big saw.”

The Captain walked away and began directing the shore men in their efforts to get the boat unloaded.  His son needed to get back down to Clopper’s Point and pick up the other passengers and see that they get to Matagorda, further down the coast. 

It was April 30, 1833.  The town people, with open arms, greeted Maggie and Pleasant. It was going to be a beautiful day, not a cloud in the sky. The previous north winds causing the storms have left in its passing a blue sky, although a bit nippy. 

“Dilue, you and Granville stay right here. I will be right back. I am going to check on your father.” Maggie walked down into the boat and found other people waking and making their way to the open sunshine. She ambled over, stopped, turned, and pulled on Pleasant’s sleeve. “Honey, are you feeling better this morning?”

“No, dear. My legs are weak. I don’t think I can walk.”

He shivered violently in the humid room. Now that his stomach had stopped lurching, he merely felt bruised on the inside. Ashen-faced, he clung to the wooden bucket as if it were a life raft. Waves of heat continued to course through his blood. A cold sweat glistened on his gaunt features.

“Dear, stay here. I will go find Jim. Elba is still sleeping. I think I will let her stay asleep here with you. I will be right back.” Maggie brushed the hair out of Pleasant’s face, turned, and made her way back up the steps to the top.

Maggie’s brother was awake and onshore, introducing himself to some of the people in town.  James was standing at the end of the dock.  He gazed up and saw Maggie and the kids waving in his direction. Maggie’s brother walked up with several people to where they were standing. He was talking ninety miles an hour with the people, but his conversation was difficult to understand by all the morning noises.

He hastened up excited, his light hair a stark contrast to his darkened tan. “Margaret, I have met many of the people here, and they are all most friendly.  They want to help us get on our feet.  I think we should consider staying here and not travel any further.”

“Jim, I think you might just be right.” Maggie paused and looked back over at the hatch opening.  “Pleasant is not doing well still. He doesn’t have any feeling in his legs.”

“I will check on him in just a second, sis. I got some good news!” He twisted around and began to introduce an elderly widow woman to her.

“Sis, this is Mrs. Brewster.  She offered to help until we get settled.”

“Hello, Mrs. Brewster. I am Maggie Rose. My husband is Pleasant. He is still lying down, not feeling well.” She paused a moment, glanced over at her children, and back at Mrs. Brewster. “These are two of my kids, Granville, my oldest, and Dilue. My other little one is still asleep down with her father. Her name is Elba.”

“It’s wonderful to make your acquaintance, dear.  Let’s go look in on your husband.”  

James went ahead of Mrs. Brewster and Maggie to check on his brother-in-law.  When they got down below, they found Pleasant and Elba awake and made their introductions.

Mrs. Brewster was not a doctor but knew a sick man when she saw one. “Mister Rose, are you able to walk?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Not a problem.  I brought my three husky boys with me. They will help you get to my house.  You and your family can stay there until you find someplace to live.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Brewster, you are so kind.”

Kindness filled the woman’s eyes, giving them the appearance of being so innocent and genuine, not to mention endless: as big as the sea.

Jim interrupted the discussions. “Pleasant, I am going to go and look for a place to rent.  You, sis and the kids settle in at Mrs. Brewster’s. I’ll be back later this afternoon.”

“Help me up James, I will go with you,” Pleasant spoke, hardly able to lift his voice above a whisper.

James began to laugh. “Pless, you are talking nonsense. Lay there and get your rest. I’ll be back soon.”

After hours on end, James couldn’t find any accommodations to rent. Not only that, there were no drays or wagons in the entire city to rent or to buy.  Then, as fortune would have it, he was returning to Mrs. Brewster’s home when a tall man with a limp in his step, walked up and stopped him on his return.

“Hello sir, are you the new folks in town?

“Yes, sir, I suppose we are.”

“I am Andrew Robinson.  I have a cabin just a half-mile out of town that I built for my son, but he moved to San Felipe.  It’s not going to any use, and you and your family are welcome to move in there if you wish.” His smile was broad. His teeth were strikingly white in his tanned face.

“I was just about to go inside and tell my brother-in-law the bad news, but you have just made a sad day a pleasant one.”  He laughed and glanced back at Andrew. “Oh, a twist on words, sir. Here, this is my brother-in-law, Doctor Pleasant Rose.”

Margaret leaned down, hugged Pleasant, and whispered in his ear. “You see, sweetheart, we must never lose faith in the Lord.  He is with us every step of our way.  These town people cannot be any nicer.”

“Andrew, again, thanks for your kind offer. How can I pay you? What sort of rent do you want for your place?”

“Doc, my son does not want the cabin. It is just sitting there.  Let’s just say when you and your family are all back on your feet, we can come to some sort of arrangement.  Just right now, get everyone back to good health.”

Andrew Robinson ​[7]walked away with Jim while a two-wheel cart and a yoke of oxen pulled up at Mrs. Brewster’s place.  He got out of the cart and stepped onto the porch where Maggie and the kids were resting. There was no chance anyone could ever miss this handsome man.  He towered at least six inches taller than the good doctor.

“Hello everyone, I’m John Lytle.  I heard you could use some help in getting your belongings and all down the road to Robinson’s place. If you point me the way, I will grab everything and take it to the house.

Following the northerly winds, all of the clouds pushed out of the area. The sky was as clear as could be, not a patch one.  It took most of the day getting all the Rose belongings together and to the house.  They stayed at Mrs. Brewster’s home for the evening. Later the next morning, John showed back up with the cart and oxen to take the Rose family to their new home.

Pleasant was feeling much better after a good night’s rest.  He was able to eat a breakfast of eggs, bacon, and biscuits and was able to keep his food down.  It was eleven in the morning and time to load up the wagon.

Although weak, Pleasant was able to help with loading the lighter things for the wagon.

“John, we sure do want to thank you for all that you and others did yesterday getting everything to our new place. How much do we owe you?” His brow raised inquiringly.

“You owe me nothing. We are one large family here in Harrisburg.  This is how we help each other. We are just happy to lend our assistance. Who knows, maybe we might need a doctor one day.” He said in a baritone voice while a slight grin crossed his lips.

“I can’t thank you enough. I trust I will be able to return the favor in the future if you are ever in need of medical assistance.”

“That is good to know, ‘Doc.' I will keep that in mind. Now, if everyone will load up in the cart, we will get underway.”

The family traveled down the road for about thirty minutes.  They passed numerous log cabins on the way, the Rose Family’s new neighbors.  They approached a home that appeared much different from the cabins.  It was a flat wood-framed home. Many of the wagons and several of the town’s women scrambled around busy as could be putting the house in order and setting the table full of cornmeal, butter, eggs, milk, and honey.  Two men from a nearby pond each carried a rope with some giant catfish on it for frying at the noonday meal. The smallest one was no smaller than forty pounds. The neighbors worked together and prepared a feast.

Granville, Dilue, and Elba all looked on with wide-open eyes. 

Granville jumped out and ran up to their new house, faster than the oxen could move with the cart.

“Granville, wait for a second, son! Wait until we can all get out together.”

Granville stopped short of the steps and gazed up at a man standing taller than six feet with a huge cigar rolled up and sticking out of his mouth. “Who might you be, young man?”

“I’m Granville. Doctor Rose is my father.”

“Doctor? Your father is a doctor?”

“Yes, sir. He sure is.”

Walking up behind Granville was Pleasant, Maggie, and the other children. “Hello sir, I am Pleasant Rose and my family, Margaret, Dilue, and Elba.”

“Nice to meet all of you. I am William Russell. Call me, Bill.” No sooner did Russell introduce himself, a short woman, standing five feet four inches tall, rushed up and reached out to grasp Maggie’s hand. 

“Hello dear, you must be Maggie?” Her shimmering eyes were a brilliant blue, flecked, and ringed with gold.

“Yes, I am.” She broke into a broad, open smile.

“I am Eleanor Russell,  William’s wife. Welcome to Harrisburg.”

“Thank you so much, Mrs. Russell, for your, and everyone’s kind help and welcome.”

“Margaret, my goodness, you can call me Eleanor.”

“In that case, Eleanor, call me Maggie.” Maggie turned around and placed her hand on her son’s head. “This is my son Granville and standing here are Dilue and Elba.”

Eleanor shook each of their hands softly. “I bet you children are hungry. Do you want to come in? We are almost finished getting a late dinner ready for you?”

Granville and Elba were the shyest, but Dilue didn’t hesitate in answering. “Yes, ma’am, we are starving.”

Maggie placed her arm in Pleasants, gazed up as a soft and loving curve touched her lips.  “Pleasant, what a delightful home this is. I don’t care that we are outside town a short way. I am willing to live in this camp, and this place right here, rather than to ever have to cross the Gulf of Mexico again!” Her words were playful, but the meaning was not.

“I totally understand, dear. You have my word. No more travel in the ocean for us.”

Throughout the next several weeks, Pleasant and Maggie met many new friends. Some of the people who passed by their new home were Dave, William, and Sam Harris, who were some of the original settlers in the area.  Others who helped in their own kind of way were Robert Wilson and his two sons and Albert Gallatin and his son.

One day in May, Dilue and her father rode the cart into the central district to get some things they needed for the house.  While Pleasant was in the general store, Dilue stood on the front porch mesmerized once more over the massive columns of smoke rising in the sky.

Robert Wilson and his two sons walked up to the store to get supplies. “Hello, little lady, who might you be?”

“I am Dilue, sir. Dilue Rose.”

“Well, I am Mister Wilson, and these are my two boys.”

Doctor Rose came out of the store with both his hands full. “Oh, hello, Robert. How are you today?”

“Fine, Doc. I was watching your daughter staring over at the sawmill.”

“No doubt she was, Robert. The sawmill was the first thing we saw when we landed here in Harrisburg a month ago.  She has always been interested in it.  Actually, she has been pestering me to take her into town with me the next time I went. She wants to listen to the loud noise and watch the billows of smoke rise high in the air.”

“I tell you what, Pleasant. William Harris and I own the sawmill.” He looked down at eight-year-old Dilue. “Dilue, if it is okay with your father, would you like to go up close and look at how everything works?”

“Daddy! Daddy, can we go?”

“How can I say no, Dilue? Sure, we can go.”

Pleasant, Robert, his two sons, and Dilue go on a complete tour of the operations in the sawmill.  It topped the list of the most fun things Dilue had done since arriving in Texas.

When Pleasant and Dilue arrived home, Dilue ran inside to tell her mother all about the sawmill. She gave a description of how the wood and all of the bark became clean.  Granville ran up to her. “Sis, do you think next time we go back to town, I might go and look, too.”

Pleasant walked up. “Gran, I will talk to Robert Wilson next time we get a chance and see if you can go on a tour, too.”

The Rose Family sat down, enjoys supper, and settles in for the evening.  Maggie knew she has been in Harrisburg long enough now to begin discussing matters concerning her.  Pleasant nodded off and on in a rocker in the front room. Maggie is knitting a sweater for Elba. "Dear, everything here in Harrisburg is so different than St. Louis. There are no churches, no preachers, or even a schoolhouse. There’s not even a jail or courthouse.”

“Well, dear, remember when we first got here. Andrew did not want anything for his house. John Lytle said he didn’t want any money for helping move us.  The folks here are all friendly and helpful...it is like one big happy family.  We simply have no use for a jail; everybody is honest.”

“Pleasant, I just love that about you, always optimistic, no crime, and everybody honest. Sure, right.”

The next day Dave Harris rode up to the house. Pleasant greeted him at the front steps. “Hello Dave, how are you this morning?”

“Just fine, Doc. I needed to let you know that there’s going to be a funeral in town. One of the town’s men has passed, and the service is going to be at noon.”  

After he left, Granville and Dilue both hurried up to their mother. Granville looked sad and asked, “Mamma, how are they going to bury the man without a hearse and carriages?”

“I am not sure, son, but we are going to find out later today.  You and Dilue go get cleaned up and put some fresh clothes on.”

They rode into the edge of town where most of the people were standing in a crowd. John Lytle came slowly down the road with his cart and oxen carrying the corpse of the man. Men, women, and children were walking behind the wagon. Dilue and Granville, along with Maggie, Pleasant, and Elba, all joined the people. James came down earlier and talked with some men on the other side of the road.  No one was sure who the man was.

The word was he came to Texas several years earlier with the Harris brothers. Davis Choate conducts the services. The man, while ill, received excellent care by some good people in the community. Almost all of the town settlers will miss him.

Albert Gallatin, Pleasant’s friend from St. Louis, rode up one day in June to the house with a horse tied up to his.  Pleasant was on the front steps and met the man as he got off his horse.

“Hello Albert, what are you up to today? Trying to stay out of the sun?”

“You are right there, Pleasant. I think we have an early summer. Some of my sheep are already dying from heatstroke. Not much shade for them in this scorcher we are having.  Anyhow, friend, I want to thank you for helping my daughters get better a few weeks back. I would like to repay you for help with this horse.  Will that be okay?”

“Oh, Albert, you don’t have to do that. You are such a good friend. I was glad to help, and your daughters are doing better.”

“Nonsense Pleasant, you need to get on with your doctoring, and you need some kind of way to do that.”

“Well, what can I say?  I will more than gladly take you up on the offer.  You are right, Albert. I need to move on and begin practicing medicine again. Got to make a living. I am not sure I’m cut out to be a farmer.”  Pleasant started laughing.  The palms of his hands showed no signs of calluses from working with a plow.

Pleasant walked into one of the dry good stores in Harrisburg on the first day of July.  The next arrival of groceries and other dry goods items from New Orleans was not going to arrive until the fall. Pleasant had plenty of flour he brought with him and sold it to the stores for people in Harrisburg. They were out and waiting for the arrival of more in September.

Leaving one of the dry good stores one afternoon, he noticed a lot of commotion at the mouth of Buffalo Bayou.  He looked over at the banks and saw Robert Wilson standing with several other men. “Robert, what’s going on out in the water?”

“There’s a large steamboat sunk out in the middle.  It belongs to someone in Galveston by the name of David Burnet. Bronson and his boys have been doing everything they can to get the boat out of the way and try and salvage what they can from the old steamer.”

“How long have they been trying?

“At least two weeks now.  I need to laugh sometimes when I watch them. I was observing them the other day, and there must have been twenty oxen with ropes tied to them and secured to the boat underwater. It made me think of that nursery rhyme.

Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall,

Humpty Dumpty had a great fall.

Four-score Men and Four-score more,

Couldn’t make Humpty Dumpty where he was before.

I don’t have any idea what made me think of that, but it’s like twenty oxen or a hundred oxen. There’s no way they’re ever going to get that big boat out of the water in one piece. It is sunk, and it is going to remain that way.” His smile deepened into laughter.

“Well, you have got to give them credit. They sure are trying hard to do it.  One must praise their determination.”

“I guess you’re right. Gotta get home, Robert, and bring a few things for Maggie.  I will see you next time in town.”

“Later, Doc.”

Pleasant arrived home and brought a few supplies to Maggie.  He sat down to rest and write a letter to his brother Washington Rose back in St. Louis. As he always did, he wanted to invite him and his wife to come to Texas. They had yet to agree to Pleasant’s invitation.

Maggie was busy preparing their evening meal, using some of the items Pleasant brought to her from the store in town.  Elba and Dilue ran up to their mother, breathing hard from playing in the front of the house.  They were both carrying a pail.

Elba caught her breath. “Mother, can Dilue and I go and gather dewberries? We will stay right near the house. Can we?”

“Okay, but both of you need to change your clothes and put something on that is stained already.  No matter what you say, you two girls always get berry juices on your clothes.  You change your clothes, and you can go.”

Dilue’s heart sang with excitement, her first taste of the Texas dewberries had her wanting the blueberry cobbler her mother fixed from these tasty berries. “Come on, Elba, let’s go!”

Dilue and Elba paced over near a grove of trees and found one bush after another leading away from the house full of dewberries.  The sweet-smelling white flowers of July had gone, and a rash of dewberries covered the early August brambles in assorted colors. There was everything from bitter green to blood red, right through to the squishy, sweet black tasty berries. They began gathering until their pails were overflowing with the delicious berries. “Elba, look at my bucket, it is entirely full.” Both of the girls looked at their hands and noticed that some of the small fruit had disintegrated in their hands, leaving them with stained and sticky fingers.

“Me too, sis. We are going to have some excellent cobbler tonight.” Both of the girls’ faces spread into broad smiles.

“I can’t wait.” Joy bubbled in her laugh and shone in her eyes.

“Me either!” Satisfaction pursed her mouth.

Both had gotten lost in their thoughts of how much they were going to enjoy their mother’s cobbler for supper.  They set their buckets down to rest their arms.  They stared in different directions as the silence grew over their once-robust conversation.

“Dilue.” Elba paused and looked in every direction. “I’m scared. Where are we?” There was not a building in sight.  Only tall pine trees blocked the setting sun that surrounded the two girls.

“Oh, my God, please help us. Where are we? Help us find our way home.” Elba couldn't steady her erratic pulse.

“Sister, have faith, God will show us the way. Take a deep breath and stop crying.” Dilue came to an abrupt stop. Her heart jumped in her chest.

“How is faith going to help us find our way? We’re lost! How does having faith anything to do with helping us find our way home?”

Within the tall trees of green with pine cones laying all over the ground, it all looked the same. There was nothing for their young minds to hang onto. Everything looked the same. There was not one familiar sight, no sound other than the howling of a coyote. Only their hearts beating in their chests stopped them from becoming as frozen as the landscape around them. The only way to navigate was by the sun, and in just a few hours, it would sink below the horizon, leaving the two girls shivering under the stars.

About that time, Dilue and Elba, as they continued to meander through the piney woods, stopped. “Look, Dilue. I told you to have faith. There, over there, is a path. Let’s follow it. The trail must lead to someplace where we can ask for directions.”

The girls continued to walk for what seemed forever.  They stopped and looked upon the front porch of a log cabin. A man stood up and stared at the girls.

“Elba, what do you think we should do? He looks mean.”

“There is not much we can do. We’re lost. We can either trust this man is not going to hurt us or walk around out in these woods all night.”

“Okay.” Her chest felt as if it was about to burst.

The man walked down his steps.  A gentle grin crossed his face. “Hello, girls. I’m Mister Farmer. Who are you, young ladies?”

Dilue snuck in behind Elba, poked her head out, and looked at the man. Elba kept her distance but responded to the man’s inquiry. “I am Elba Rose, and this is my sister, Dilue. Sir, we are lost.”  She felt as though two hands were closing around her throat.

Mister Farmer looked at the two girls and noticed that Dilue was crying and couldn’t stop. “Honey, it will be alright. I know the good doctor, and I will walk you two back to your house.  Here, follow me.”

The man led the two girls back in the direction of the house, or at least both hoped so.  Before they got there, they could hear a loud voice. “Elba! Dilue! Where are you, girls? It’s time to come in for the day.  Hello. Hello!”

The girls ran up to their mother, breathing hard. Mister Farmer kept his distance knowing if he were to come up with them, they might get into a problem for wandering too far from their home.  He could tell by the look on the girls' faces how petrified they were with fear. They learned their lesson on their own.  Elba and Dilue learned to never venture far from their home again.

It was a good thing the girls came home when they did.  The sky was turning dark, and a storm approached. Pleasant put his horse up in the barn next to the house and came inside before the clouds opened up. The rainstorm didn’t give any warning as to its intensity.

The dark gray sky restlessly grumbled. The thick, blackened clouds were hanging low from the heavy rain it held in its delicate frame. The torrential rains continued to pour. The sound of emptiness was interrupted by the ear-shattering gregarious boom of thunder. The harsh storm obliterated the blue reflections of the sky and turned everything into a disorientated chaos. 

“Maggie, when do you think this storm will let up?”

Boom! 

Elba and Dilue ducked with each thunderous rumble. It sounded to the two girls like a mountainous rock was about to roll them flat. Maybe if it was just the thunder, they could adjust, but the flashing forks kept them both stuck in adrenaline mode.

“I’m not sure, dear, but being cooped up in this house for three days now is not my idea of enjoyment. Water is standing everywhere; the Buffalo Bayou must be flooding as much water as I can see from the house.”

“I’m going out on the porch and see how bad it is.”

Pleasant went out and was amazed at what he saw.  As far as the eyes could see, there was water standing.  In fact, he looked in the direction of Harrisburg and the water was not just standing, it was moving at quite a clip.  There were debris, tree limbs and other wood planks floating on their way toward Galveston Bay.

The water swirled turbid and brown. In that soup of mud and debris washed away the hopes of the farmers and the village of Harrisburg as a whole. All the farmers prayed for weeks for the rain to kiss the parched soils, for that precious water would ignite life into the fields. Now, all they could do was pray for it to stop. But the rain continued to fall thick and fast, rendering Pleasant unable to see just a few yards ahead of him.

Buffalo Bayou turned into a river as wide as the Mississippi, a swollen tyrant!

“Dear, the flooding is without question the worst I’ve ever seen. There is nothing but water in every direction.  I am sure all the water has overcome the crops in the area. I don’t like the look of this!  The water is still rising! A few hours ago, I could see a high patch of ground in the direction of town; I just looked, and it’s now underwater.  Some of the houses have water running through them.”

“What are we going to do, dear?”

“There is not much we can do. We are trapped here.”

“Children, hurry and come into the front room with your father and me.”

The kids came, and the family sat down on a blanket on the floor together.  Maggie looked and grasped hands with Pleasant and Elba.  The other children grabbed hands and became silent.

James held Dilue in his lap. She was trembling. Fear once again found her. It spoke to her in its crackling voice. It told her legs to go weak. It told her stomach to lurch and her heart to pound in her chest! She remembered once while onboard the sinking ship, her mother saying to her that there was nothing to fear but fear itself. But, still, Dilue could not silence its voice.

“Children, your father and I were asking each other what we could do as the waters outside are getting deeper and still rising.  We must again reach out and find faith in God’s will. Let’s hold hands and pray.”

O Lord, Jesus Christ. Have mercy on us. You once saved your apostles from perishing in a terrible storm by making the wind to calm and the waves to flatten on your command. So now, dear Lord, we ask that you keep us safe during the rising waters from this most frightening storm. Grant us a significant change in the weather and take away the awful downpours that threaten all of our homes. Protect our friends and neighbors from any harm that might search them out. Preserve us, O Lord, from all evil, for us, though sinful, are nonetheless the work of your hands. In the name of Jesus Christ, our Lord, we pray. Amen.

Elba looked at her mother with a tense expression of concern.  “Mother, are we all going to die?” Maggie searched for a plausible explanation.

“The only person who knows that answer dear is God.  If we continue to have faith and believe in Jesus Christ, who died so that we may live, our chances, I think, are much better. We will survive for another day.” A shadow of alarm, however, touched on her face.

“I have faith, Mother,” Dilue said as a grin took over her features.

“Me, too, Mamma,” Granville said while wringing his hands back and forth nervously, continuing to notice the rising water.

Hope was a twinkling star in a hopelessly darkened universe. Hope makes everyone smile on the inside as well as on the outside. Hope is not just an emotion. It’s a promise that smiling and laughter were just around the corner.

It was difficult for the children to sleep, but they all remained together on the blanket awaiting the outcome from the storm. The striking of the rain on the rooftop appeared to subside.  However, the water continued to rise. It was getting higher up on the steps of the front porch.

“Elba, always the curious one, stared at her father with curious eyes.  “Daddy, the rain seems to have stopped. Why is the water still rising?”

“Honey, not far from here is the Brazos River, and it must have also come out of its banks and flooded the prairies.  There are many waterways in Texas, and all are most likely flooding. As the rain runs off into these waterways, the water will continue to rise. We must all continue to keep our confidence in the Lord and pray.  We can all pray, even if it is between just yourself and God.  He listens to everyone.  Maybe, just maybe, the water will stop rising, and all will be well.” He paused to catch his breath, but his fears were stronger than ever. Danger surrounded them with no place for them to go.

Elba’s father was right about the water residing, but not for three more days. People began to move around, but no sight of any wagons as the mud was so thick, they couldn’t travel without getting stuck. Horseback was the only way to move around, and even that was difficult

“Maggie, I am going to town and talk to the men and find out how bad the floods have been and will be back later on.” 

“Be careful, dear.  There are probably snakes everywhere from all the high water and no telling what else.” Maggie no sooner shared her concerns with Pleasant about being cautious when she stared in the direction of town.  Two large alligators, both over fourteen feet long, were walking on the muddy path. 

At the same time, Maggie noticed the danger. Pleasant stopped his horse, twisted around in his saddle and looked back at Maggie. “Well, you’re right!  Those are some fairly large gators over there.” He pointed up the road at the alligators.

“Oh, honey, do you need to go now?  Can’t you wait a bit longer?” She drew a deep breath and forbid herself to tremble. She tilted her head upward, feeling her hair tumble further down her back.

“I will be okay, dear.” Pleasant rode off down the road, moving his horse far away from the giant alligators to avoid his and the horses becoming the gators next meal.

Maggie returned inside, and just when she thought there was a break in the storm, the clouds began to gather thicker all day, and the skies became dark again. Nighttime ushered in another strong storm, with high winds and pouring rain. The images in Maggie’s mind were in overtime. God, I am here and ask for your continued protection from this storm and rising waters. I trust Pleasant is still in town, up high in one of the buildings, and has found cover. Please watch over his safety. Amen. Maggie continued to bow her head, her hands clasped tightly together in her lap.

Light rain and fog continued for two days following the storm. The sky broke apart, allowing the first full day of sunshine seen in over a week. Pleasant rode up safely on the third day. 

He trudged through the mud and standing water and tied his horse up at the barn.  Walking back in knee-deep water, he reached the steps on the front porch. Thank goodness, the house was three feet above the ground, or standing water would be inside the house. He took off his muddy shoes and wet clothes, dried off with a towel Maggie brought him, and came inside to get warm by the fireplace.

The following summer months provided no farm production. Not one single crop planted around the area survived the flood. There was no corn to feed the people of the community. There was no cotton to send to New Orleans. Many of the livestock were no longer visible and floated away down the bayou. 

The long hot months of summer passed. Fall approached. On a chilly day in October, Pleasant returned from visiting a sick patient, arriving home with a solemn expression. “Maggie, I was at Dave Harris’ place today talking about how bad the food situation and the availability of jobs are ever since the flood.  He said many who lost their crops have moved further inland. They do not want to ever experience again what we did a few months ago.”

Maggie showed a deep concern for their well-being.  “What is David doing?”

“He sent a schooner loaded with lumber down to Tampico, Mexico, but he said all he got back on the boat was dry goods and no provisions.  The steam mill was closing down for most of the week. There are not enough workers.  The one day it was open per week, it did nothing but grind corn.”

“Sweetheart, what are we going to do?” Her face clouded with uneasiness.

“There are two other doctors in the town.  I can’t make a living as a physician if there are fewer and fewer people living in our area.  I believe we may need to move and go into farming, or at least farm. I will do some doctor work, also.”

Elba, Dilue, and Granville are playing on the front porch, but close enough that Granville was eavesdropping on what his parents were discussing. “Daddy, we have so many friends here in Harrisburg, do we have to leave?”

“Son, many of your friends are leaving with their families and moving inland, too.  The storm has taken its toll on our community.”

“Okay, I understand.  I will help. Let me know what you want me to do, all right?” Not being able to stand still, he walked back and forth to burn some of his excess energy.

“Thank you, Gran. We have to eat. We have to survive. We can’t just sit here with nothing to do, nothing to eat.”

Maggie called out to Elba and Dilue to come in and sit with them. “Children, I think you should be here and listen to your father.”

Dilue piped into the conversation.  “Mamma, we have been listening. Are we going back home to St. Louis?” Tears began to well in her eyes.

There is a gentle softness in Pleasant’s voice.  “Dilue, actually we are not moving far from here at all.  In fact, we will be close enough to probably see many of our new friends often. It is not like we are traveling miles and miles away.”

“Honey, do you have some idea where we are going already?”

“While I was in town, I ran into a man by the name of Adam Stafford.  He brought a load of corn to the mill and waited for it to find its turn in the scrapping room.  While there, we got to talking. He said that the area on the Brazos River where his father’s place is located just merged with his stepmother’s place. Her name is Martha Cartwright​[8]. John Harris knows her. He said she is one of the largest slave owners in the state. The place is only fifteen miles north of here.”

“That’s not far, is it kids?”

Elba responded quickly. “No, Mamma, that’s not very far at all.” An expression of satisfaction showed in her eyes.

Pleasant continued. “David Harris said it was a good area.  They do not have a physician living there.  It sounds like a great place to move.” His eyes shimmered from the sunlight passing through the window.

“Anything, honey, just as long as we don’t have to go back on the Gulf of Mexico.” Her eyes shifted from one child to the other.

Pleasant began laughing. “Not a problem, Maggie.  We are going in the opposite direction.  Besides, we will be able to get all the milk we will ever need from the milk cows while living there.”

“When are we going, Daddy?”  Dilue’s eyebrows rose, and a slight grin crossed her face.

“Actually, I agreed with moving there while in town. We will leave at the end of December.”

Preparation for the move to the Cartwright farm during the first few weeks of December was underway. One couldn’t ask for better weather with warm and bright sunshine. Surprisingly, the weather continued to cooperate in late winter. John Lytle pulled up with his wagon to help the Rose Family move on December 27, 1833.

​
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Chapter TWO

Times Become Difficult for the Rose Family 
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The unseasonably warm weather that stuck around while the Rose family prepared for their move seemed to have up and flew away overnight. The surrounding woods filled with ominous brittle silence, pure as the wintry blanket all around.  Many crackling sounds came from the trees due to branches twisting under the sheer weight of ice from a passing cold front. 

John Lytle jumped out of his wagon, his nose red, and rushed up the steps to greet Maggie and Pleasant Rose. “Hello everyone, are we ready for two long days? Hope everyone put on some warm clothes.” He rubbed his sleeves back and forth rapidly.  “Whew! That cold wind in my face is brutal.”  John laughed, knowing the children would find it an adventure, but the older folks weren’t liking the idea of such a long trip. 

Maggie couldn’t help but wonder why it would take so long to travel fifteen miles. “John, why will it take two days? Aren’t we just going fifteen miles?”

“Why yes, we are Maggie, but the roads have been traveled a lot after all the rains, and the ruts are deep and rough. Slow travel will be necessary.”

“Okay, John. Children come on, hop up on the wagon. We are beginning our trip.”

James Wells and three other young men ride up on their horses about the time the wagon was getting ready to pull out.  Pleasant trotted around from the side of the house on his horse to join the cart. “Hey Pless, you wanna join us? We are going ahead of the wagon and do some hunting and will meet the wagon six miles out when they camp later on today.”

“That's an excellent idea, Jim. I am sure everyone would love to have some meat to go along with the bread and other food Maggie will be cooking up.”  Pleasant glanced over at Maggie, trying to find out if his going with the other men was going to bother her.

“Honey, you can go, but Granville wants to go, too. Can you take him?”

Before Pleasant could say anything, Uncle James shouted at little ten-year-old Granville. “Hey buddy, come over here and hop up behind your Uncle James.  You can ride with me, and we will show you what going deer hunting is all about.”

Granville got the biggest grin on his face. Elba didn’t like this arrangement. “Mamma, why can’t I go with Daddy and Uncle James?”

“Because dear, we have a lot of girl chores we need to do when we get to the first-day stopping point.”

Maggie looked over at her brother and was inquisitive about why he was riding with the other three young men. “Jimbo, where are you and the three other boys going? Where did you find that shotgun?”

“Maggie, they are my friends. I have a job at William Stafford’s place.  We are going to help build a horse-powered cotton gin.  They have already built a cane mill in the area.  They are also going to rent our horses for the new cotton gin whenever we don’t need them.” 

James, Pleasant, little Granville, and the three young men ride out and quickly were out of sight on the road headed north to Stafford’s Point.

Maggie and John Lytle were in the front of the wagon and Elba, and Dilue sat on the back, their legs dangling from the cart.  They were about three miles to the north of Harrisburg and found the roads getting progressively worse.  Water was standing everywhere from a thunderstorm that passed earlier. The travel was just as rough as when they left town, but now it was much slower.

Bouncing side to side like a fishing cork in rough water, Maggie grasped the wooden seat and gazed over at John. “Do you think we should stop before we lose sight of the trees completely?  We will need some wood for the camp when we stop later.”

“I think that will be a great idea, Maggie. We can stop on this high spot up ahead, and the kids can help us find some pine knots and put them in the cart.”  After gathering plenty of kindling for the next fire pit, everyone leaped back in the wagon to resume their trip.

“You know John, it seems like we are never home at Christmas anymore.  Two years ago, we were at my parent’s home outside St. Louis, and we traveled ten miles in a sleigh to get back home. Last year, we were stopping over in New Orleans on our way to Texas. Now, this year here we are on a wet and muddy road headed to some new place we are going to call home in Texas. All the packing and getting ready and no time to stop and enjoy Christmas.  I will be glad when Pleasant decides to call a place home sweet home.”

“Maggie, there are a lot of people traveling and moving what they call home to new and different locations.  It just depends on where the work is so one can stay busy and help their families survive.”

After about six miles of rough travel, the yellow ball of fire to the west changed to hues of orange, and then almost tangerine. The clouds were like that of cotton-candy, blushed at the warm touch of the setting sun. Silhouettes of seagulls flew home across a sky that had become magenta. 

John, Maggie, and the children were exhausted.  There was no sign of Pleasant or James. The wagon pulled up on a high and dry area. No water was standing. John disconnected the oxen from the cart, hobbled them, and turned them loose so they could feed.

While John was setting up camp, Maggie called on her children to help. “Elba, if you and Dilue will help by bringing some pine knots and wood over here, we can build our fire pit.” Maggie paused a moment as she thought she heard horses galloping up, but it was some wild horses running by just outside where they were setting up camp.

Even though John had a flint and steel, he couldn’t get the fire started. Just before the sun completely went out of sight, Pleasant and James rode into camp. The three young boys began skinning and butchering the meat while James and Pleasant worked on getting the fire pit started.

After finishing the preparation of the meat, two of the three boys went to a grove of timber a few hundred yards off the main road.  They were able to find some solid pieces of oak to help with the small fire that Pleasant and James were able to set ablaze.

Bear and Ginger, Pleasant’s hound dogs, ran up to the fire and shook off the mud and water from their coats.  Standing at the fireside were Elba and Dilue, who got thoroughly wet and muddy from the dogs. “Daddy, please! Get those dirty dogs out of here!”

Bear! Ginger! Get over there by the wagon and lay down. Go now. Go lay down!”

The small fire was beginning to take shape. John walked over and added some pine knots. The blaze was pulsating, the glowing embers seemed to move in rhythm with the flames. 

Then horrible howls just outside the camp, in the dark, frightened the children. Dilue jumped up, ran over, and grabbed her father. “Daddy! Daddy, what’s that sound?”

“It’s wolves, dear. It doesn’t sound good. Go get your mom and Elba and get over here with Granville and us closer to the fire.”

They huddled together, staring out to where the growling noises were coming from. From the shadows came several wolves, their bodies hunkered low to the ground. Dilue and Elba stared, their limbs frozen in place. Despite their proximity, there were no sounds. They circled left rather than coming directly into camp. 

On instinct, the wolves flowed together turned around, and there was more pouring from between the trees. Each one was a silver-gray, with darker and lighter shades. Each of the wolves had their mouths wide open, showing their teeth.

John was staring out in the dark towards the grove of trees where two of the young boys had gone to get wood. There were no sounds or any sight of them. “Pleasant, I sure hope those two kids are okay.  I wish they would hurry back. Those wolves sound hungry.”

“Me too, John.”

While the family was silent and listening, they saw a shadow just outside the glow of the fire towards the trees. They huddled closer together. One lone wolf, which obviously saw better days slowly walked towards them. His fur was thin and clung to his frame like a windbreaker would do in a gale. From even twenty-five feet away, the family could count his ribs.

His movements were faltering as each step pained him. His head sunk low down to the ground. His hazel eyes that should be scanning for danger or opportunities to eat never rose from the softened summer mud. He got closer. Then, he tumbled to the ground as if he meant to lie down. The family continued to watch, no longer feeling threatened by the wolf, and watched him unable to coordinate his limbs.

Then, with its large brownish-gray head on his paws, he closed his eyes. The poor animal with no concept of death was ready for his long, long sleep.

The howls from other wolves out in the darkness continued. The family was persistent in their exchanging concerns for the two men who had not returned to camp as yet.

No sooner did Pleasant and John share their worries, the two men came riding back into camp. “Sorry, it took us so long. We had to stand in water, cut down a tree, cut it up, tie it on our saddles, and walk back.  No time too soon, I hear the wolves are getting restless.  Here, let’s get some real logs on the fire.”

The wolves, apparently, smelled the blood of the deer and were eyeing the camp.  They were after the venison. Granville pulled on his father’s sleeve. “Daddy, why don’t you take your gun and shoot one?”

“Gran, if I shoot one, the wolves would eat it and then move on and then kill the oxen. Here help with getting the fire bigger. It should scare them off.”

The flames became a great blaze, dancing and leaping into the air. They reached hungrily for anything they could consume to fuel their wrath. 

As Pleasant mentioned earlier, the brightness scared the wolves where they presence running a short distance away stopped, sat down, and faced the wagon and camp. They maintained their distance and barked and howled the entire night, but didn’t come into camp nor bother the oxen.

One point during the night when the wolves’ howls were ear piercing, and it was hard to sleep, a young man walked over to Pleasant, who was awake and keeping an eye on the camp. “To help save all of us from the wolves, why don’t you just kill your dogs and feed them to the wolves?”

He threw his words at him as though they were stones. “I might do that if they were your dogs, but they’re not.”

After supper, Pleasant took the first watch.  James went and laid down with Ginger and Bear under the wagon. The campsite became quiet. Only the sounds of the wolves howling continued from outside the glow of the fire pit in camp.  As the night progressed, another large sycamore tree, some hundred feet away from the wagon, seemed to have every buzzard and owl in twenty square miles roosting in the tree. The screech owl made the most awful noise, one that quickly woke everyone from their sleep, screeching from his return from a successful rabbit hunt.

Once, when the screech owl screamed, Maggie couldn’t simply lay in the wagon any longer. She climbed out and walked over to Pleasant. “Dear, this is simply too much.  The screech owls are singing a funeral dirge, and the wolves and buzzards are waiting to bury us.”  The tight knot in her stomach begged for release.

“It’s okay, dear, we have plenty of guns loaded, and should they decide to move into camp, we will be ready.  Besides, one of us is staying awake all night to keep the fire burning brightly.”

How funny it was that daylight has a way of dispersing the dangers of the darkness. The wolves and owls all disappear when the sun rises above the horizon at daybreak.

After everyone enjoys their morning coffee and a hearty breakfast, they all prepared for their last stressful day of travel. James glanced over at his sister. She was having difficulty climbing back up in the hard wagon. “Sis, here, come get on my horse. I will ride with John in the wagon this morning.  It should be more comfortable.”

“James, that is kind of you, but you ride your horse. I will be okay in the wagon.”

Nope, I insist.” James climbed off his horse and handed the reigns over to Maggie.

Pleasant rode up on his horse to the wagon. “James, I am going to go up ahead and begin looking for some additional oxen. I will meet you and the others at Stafford’s Point.”

“Okay, Pless.  Hey, Sis, why don’t you ride with Pleasant?  I will look after my nieces and nephew.”

Pleasant glimpsed back. “Come on, dear, I could use the company.”

The three young men and the wagon continued their slow journey for another four miles. It only took about five hours. They arrived at the home they were renting at Stafford’s Point.  Maggie and Pleasant were sitting on the front porch talking with some people who were there getting the place in order.  

James hopped out of the wagon, and hastily ran up on the porch.  He reached his hand out to the man on the porch.  As he was doing this, Pleasant interjected. “James, this is Mister West, and over here is his wife and his children.”

“Hello, Mister West.”

“Nonsense, call me Henry.”

“Call me, James.”

The other three boys riding with James were still sitting on their horses.  They were anxious to find out where to go to begin working at their new job.  James knew their patience was running thin and looked back over at Henry.

“Henry, the three men and I have agreed to help William Stafford with building his cotton gin. Do you know where we are supposed to go to find him?”

“Yes, I do. Let me grab my family. You can follow me. I just built a home on Oyster Creek a short way from here, and the Stafford Plantation is just down the road a bit from there.  I work in the cane mill now, but will be helping you gentlemen in a week or so.”

Maggie walked over and gave her brother a big hug. “Little brother, you take care of yourself. We will be coming to see you soon.  You know where we are now, so come anytime.”

“Don’t worry, Maggie, you cook as good as Ma did and I will be back. I wouldn’t miss your home cooking for anything.”

Dilue and Elba were off laughing and playing with Henry West’s children and immediately making friends with their neighbors. Maggie grinned and was pleased her children are making new friends. “Dilue, you and Elba let the girls get in their wagon. They need to head home.”

The Rose Family found the home in order. Henry West and his wife had done a marvelous job in getting it straight. In the kitchen, by the pot-bellied stove, were numerous gunnysacks full of vegetables.  There were sweet potatoes, black eye peas, onions, and a whole sack of flour. 

John and Pleasant, along with Granville’s help, got the wagon unloaded and brought into the home. It was nearing sunset when Maggie looked over at Pleasant with a request. “Pleasant, do you think you could shoot us a deer to hang overnight?  Tomorrow is New Year’s Day. We need a feast to welcome in 1834.”

“Hey, Pless, I will go with you.”

“Not a problem, John. When Maggie and I bought some oxen earlier today, we also got two horses and a young colt.  You can ride one of them. I don’t have a saddle for them yet.”

“That’s okay, Pless. I have ridden bareback many, many times.”

The next morning found everyone resting comfortably. There was no hurry to get up, except Maggie had to get the venison roast cooking.  She got up and cut off a roast from the deer John, and Pless killed and hung up the evening before. Thank God for his looking over the deer. The howling discontinued. No wolves came snooping around for something to eat.

Everyone wakened and began moving around the house. Pleasant raised his arms in the air and stretched to get all the kinks out from the difficult two days of travel.  Now, it was time to celebrate. 

Looking over at John as he walked into the room and sat down in one of the rocking chairs, a little girl raced across the chamber and jumped up in his lap. “Uncle John, are you going to stay here today with us.”

Pleasant laughed and couldn’t help saying something to his best friend. “John, I think Dilue likes you!”

Elba rushed over and squeezed in to sit on John’s lap. 

“Okay, girls, let’s all wake up. Give John some room to rest. Besides you, two might break the rocker with all that horsing around.”

Dilue leaned back from where she was sitting to ask John a question. “Uncle John, are you staying with us today?”

“Well, I uh-.”

“Yes, he is!” Maggie piped into the conversation. “That is if you don’t mind, John. We are going to have a delightful feast today for the celebration of the New Year. You can stay and rest for one more day, at least, before heading back.”

“Maggie, I think I will take you up on your invitation. So, to answer your question, Dilue, yes, I will stay here and celebrate with everyone today.”

The shadows under John’s eyes reflected his weariness from the difficult two days of travel in the uncomfortable wagon. “What can I do to help Maggie?”

“Not a thing at all, John. You and Pleasant go and relax out on the porch and talk your politics. Dilue will help me here. She is learning how to cook.”

Pleasant and John walked out to the porch and sat down in two of the rocking chairs. “John, I really must pay you something for all of your help. We couldn’t have done this without you.”

“Nonsense, Pless. What are friends for if they can’t help each other?  Besides, I’m not getting any younger. I might need some doctoring in the future and can use some help then.”

“That will be okay, but at least let us send a crate of coffee, sugar, and dried apples home with you.  We still have plenty of that we would like for you to have.”

“I tell you what Pless, I think I will take you up on your kind offer.  My wife makes an excellent apple cobbler, and she will really like to have some of this. I appreciate it.”

“The feeling is mutual.”

Everyone enjoyed each other’s company for the day. Everyone retired from full stomachs and worn-out bodies.  

The morning came. An excellent breakfast was prepared before John climbed up in his wagon and began pulling down the road in the direction of Harrisburg.

Dilue stood beside her Father, who, standing by the porch column, stared in the direction where John was traveling. “Daddy, I am going to miss Mister Lytle.” Tears glistened on her pale, heart-shaped face.

“It’s okay, Dilue. I know what you mean. He’s a terrific friend. I’m going to miss him, too.”

A few days passed. Everyone started to help in their own kind of way.  Maggie’s brother and Pless began working on the farm implements that were in the yard next to the house.  “Pless, let’s get this equipment clean. I’ll help for the first few weeks here.  We will get the crop in the ground.

Two men rode up and hitched their horses up to the rail in front of the house. They saw James and Pless working in the field. They crossed the broken ground on foot and walked up as Pless and James, who stop what they were doing.

Pless hasn’t seen anyone in days.  These men were their first visitors. He reached his hand out to grasp and shook one of the men’s hands. “Hello, I am Pless Rose. This is my brother-in-law James Wells.”

“Hello, Pless. I am Clement Dyer.”

The other gentleman standing next to Clement shook Pleasant’s hand, too. “I am William Neill. We are both married to two of William Stafford’s daughters. Clement here,” he nodded in his direction, “manages the sugar mill and the cotton gin.  I guess I should say he will be operating the cotton gin. We are still building it now.”

“Well, we thank you very much for offering us some land to farm down here. I am a physician, and if anyone needs some doctoring, I will be glad to help.  I am also attempting my hand at farming for the first time, so any suggestions are gladly welcomed.” 

William Neill piped in, “Pless you have never farmed before. What have you done for a career your whole life?”

“I was a surgeon in the U.S. Army for years and lived in Virginia.  I moved outside of St. Louis, Missouri, in 1813, before it entered into the Union. I have been a physician all these years. That is my life, but until I am well known, I need to do something to make ends meet.”

“Well, if you are ever looking for work, come see Clement or me. Between farming, running a sugar mill, building a cotton gin, building store buildings, and many other ventures, we can surely use the extra hands.”

“We might take you up on that.”

Clement glimpsed over at James. “Are you still joining us in raising the cotton gin, James?”

“Yes, I am. I wanted to get my sister and brother going on the farm before I head up that way.”

About this time, Maggie glanced out from the porch and noticed a visit from her neighbors. She walked out as the men stopped talking and introduced herself. “Hello gentlemen, I am Pleasant’s wife, Margaret.”

Clement couldn’t help but do a double-take before speaking. After all, Maggie was a beautiful woman with long blonde hair flowing down over her shoulders. “Hello Margaret, I am Clement Dyer, and this is William Neill. We are your neighbors down the way.”

“Maggie, these are the folks I am going to work for in a week or so. They married two of William Stafford’s daughters.”

“Wonderful gentlemen. Do you care to stay and have dinner with us? I am almost finished preparing it.”

“I appreciate very much for your offer, but I’m afraid we really must get back. A lot of matters need looking into today before the sun goes down.”

The men rode off back to the plantation. Pless and James continued breaking ground for their first year’s crop.

*****
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THE FAMILY CONTINUED to work, turning the soil in preparation for their first crop. The weather cooperated for almost two weeks. It was unseasonably warm for this point of the year.  Their ground was prepared for the seed and only awaited a month before planting to avoid all chances of losing their first crop in any late-season freeze.

It’s the middle of February. A horseback rider hastily gallops up to the front of the house. He tied his steed to a hitching post outside the sagging front porch. Pless and James were visiting on the front porch about his departing the next day.

They both stood up.  The man jumped off his horse and walked up the steps. “Hello. I am Leo Roark. My mother’s place is halfway to the Stafford Plantation, about two miles down the road.”

“I’m Pless Rose.”

“I am James Wells. My sister Margaret is inside.”

Maggie walked out the door. The southeasterly breeze caught her hair and blew it into disarray. “Hi, I am Margaret.”

Leo tipped his hat to Maggie. “It’s nice to meet you, ma’am.”

Pless, to make conversation with his new neighbor, showed interest in where he was from. “Leo, have you been living here long?”

“Actually, you might say our family has been living here for at least ten years.  We came down from Illinois when Stephen Austin established his first colony down here.”

The door opened quickly and slammed up against the side of the house. Granville, Dilue, and Elba came running out of the house. 

“Whoa,” Leo said. Granville almost ran over him.

“Children, slow down. Gran, you almost ran over this nice man. Tell him you’re sorry.”

“Sorry.” Granville glanced down at the floor. He was embarrassed for getting chastised in front of someone. 

“Now, children, introduce yourselves to our new neighbor. This is Mister Roark.”

Granville stepped up. “I’m Granville.”

“I’m Dilue. That girl hiding over by the door is my baby sister Elba. She’s always a little shy.”

“I am not!” Elba ran out and shook Mister Roark’s hand.

The children stood there with not much to say and realized it was time to let the old folks have their conversation and go back in the home.  They quietly, however, went and sat next to the window on the porch so they could hear what everyone was saying.

Margaret was pleased to greet more neighbors and smiled a broad smile in Leo’s direction. “Leo, would you care to stay awhile. I am fixing some apple cobbler. It should be ready soon.”

“How did you know my favorite food is apple cobbler? Yes. Yes, of course, I will stay.”

Pless invited him to come and sit down. “Come on up here, Leo. James and I are chewing the fat. He is getting ready to go up to the Stafford Plantation to help build the cotton gin.”

“Good, James. They sure can use more help. I work over at the sugar mill, but until the cane starts to come in, I am helping with the project, as well. It is nice to have you.”

“Thanks, Leo. By the way, where do you live?

“I live with my mother and help around the place when not working at the sugar mill.”

“And your dad?”

“He died four years ago. It is my brother and me and an older sister close to our age. There are two young sisters, they are twins and a young four-year-old. Mother had her a few months after dad was killed.”

“I am sorry, Leo, I didn’t know.”

“Of course not, you wouldn’t, it’s okay.”

“My mother’s name is Cynthia. My dad’s name was Elijah.”

Pless apologizes for bringing up sad memories, especially on their first visit. “We are so sorry for bringing up unhappy memories.”

The men were all sitting on the porch. Leo was staring out into the broken ground where the cotton planting would soon take place. His mind became lost in his memories for a moment.  Pless knew he and James struck a nerve.  Their conversation was quiet.  He didn’t know exactly what to say.

Leo stopped staring and turned to explain his dad’s passing. “Have you run into any Indians since you arrived in Texas?”

“No, we haven’t, but we heard they were dangerous and to always be on the lookout.”

“Well, multiply what you have heard ten times. That is how ruthless the Indian situation is in Texas.”

Unnoticed by any of the three men was the maneuvering of the three children up to the window on the inside. They got close enough and pressed their ears up close to the house to listen to what Leo was saying about Indians. They were frightened and wanted to understand why Indians were dangerous.

“When you meet my mother, you will understand. She will not discuss anything about my dad and how he died. She took it very hard when she received the news.”

“Can we ask what happened?  If you are unable to talk about it, it’s okay.  We apologize in advance for the asking.”

“Not at all, I was there and barely escaped with my life.”

Leo again paused for a moment, staring down at the porch, searching the cobwebs of his memories. Remembering that day was like an old wound that ached on a rainy day. “My dad, a good friend of mine, and I loaded up a wagon with produce and headed to San Antonio. My mother had churned for weeks. We had plenty of butter, cheese, lard, bacon, soap, and candles.  We needed to exchange these items for dry goods and family supplies.”

Pless interrupted. “Why did you take those things to San Antonio instead of Harrisburg or here in Stafford?”

“San Antonio was the best market in Texas, where we could sell our goods. Most of the inhabitants there are Mexicans.”

“We were on the road for almost two weeks from here and were within a day of reaching San Antonio. My father said we needed to camp for the night and go into San Antonio fresh the next day. A lot of bartering was necessary.  We knew we were in an Indian country but had not seen any for two weeks during our trip.”

“Two weeks of travel and you didn’t see any Indians? Are they mostly further to the west in Texas?”

“Actually, they are all over, but many will just go their own way. You will never see them. They are very quiet and blend in with the landscape. You’ll not even know they are there unless they want you to see them.”

“Anyhow, my dad said he was going to keep the first watch and my friend the second watch.  My watch was to begin at two o’clock in the morning. It was Christmas Eve, and my friend came over and gave me a nudge. It was time for me to put on my shoes and hat.”

“I will never forget that night. The weather during our two weeks of travel was unseasonably warm. While I was sitting by the campfire putting my shoes on, I could smell rain in the air, and the wind rustled hastily through from the north. Because it was getting cold, I went back and put on my heavier coat, and grabbed my gun and knife. I walked a short distance to relieve my friend.” He paused and began to scratch a small twig back and forth on the wood planks of the porch.

James was listening attentively.  Unknown to Leo were three small pairs of ears listening from inside of the home. Granville, Dilue, and Elba were all on their knees, leaning up to the inside wall of the house near the open window.

“I began walking the same loop outside of camp and back to camp. Dad showed me an oak tree, dead from what appeared a strike of lightning, at the edge of the road.  He said we needed to walk about three hundred feet from camp to the log lying under the tree, turn around, and head back to the campfire and back out again. I heard our mules getting restless when I headed out to the log.  I was afraid to walk any further.  I turned around and headed back.”

“I could hear tree branches snapping in the woods. I began to hasten my pace to go and wake up my dad. When I walked near the edge of the light from the campfire, I realized there were at least a dozen Indians surrounding the camp where my friend and dad were sleeping. I raised my gun up and fired!”

“The shot echoed through the woods and woke my friend and dad. They started to rush to their feet.  Before they could stand up and run, they lost their life right before my eyes.  I ran over to a nearby mule tied to a stake, but could not get near it. I laid down my gun next to a tree, reached over, and tried to cut the rope.  Before I could get it cut, the Indians began running in my direction.” Leo paused for a moment to collect his thoughts. He swallowed hard and bit back his tears.

Pleasant’s eyes were wide open.  He was amazed at what he was hearing. “How in the heavens were you able to escape? What about your dad and friend?”

“The Lord had to be with me that night. With twelve Indians on my tail, I lost my hat, my knife, and my gun.  I ran as quickly as I could and headed into the mesquite thickets. I did not look back until the sunlight took away the darkness. This was the first time I actually stopped running and could see for long distances and just sat down, rested, and cried.”

“I couldn’t find any water. I was sure, thirsty. I was hungry, too.” His eyes clouded with visions of the past.

“What did you eat?”

“Beans. Beans off the mesquite trees.”

“I can’t imagine how terrified you were.”

“That, my friend, is very true. I just wanted to get to San Antonio before dark. I traveled all-day and late in the middle of the afternoon, I came into the outskirts of San Antonio. A nice couple offered me water and something to eat. I stared down the road into a busier part of town and music, and singing could be heard from the Mexicans celebrating Christmas.” Leo stopped for a moment to gulp down a glass of water Maggie brought him to drink.

“That’s a frightening story. I’m so sorry you underwent such a traumatic event. I am so sorry about your friend and your dad. Were you able to go back?”

“Yes, on the day after Christmas, several of the Mexicans were helpful and came with me and went back to where my father and friend were killed. We rode into camp to see a horrible sight.” Leo stopped and must catch his breath. He tried to hold back the tears.

“Leo, you don’t need to continue. These are such bad memories, you don’t need to keep on. It’s alright.”

“My mother will never talk about it. I find it an honor to my father and what he and I experienced that fateful night together. Also, everyone should be careful when traveling in small groups.”  Leo stopped, drank again from a glass of water. “When we arrived at the camp, it was a horrible sight to behold. My father and friend had been stripped and scalped, the wagon burned, the mules were carried off, and everything else was either taken with them or destroyed.” His eyebrows drew downward in a frown.

“The Mexicans helped. We buried my father and friend two miles outside of San Antonio.  We built a log pen over the graves to prevent the wolves from digging them up.  If it weren't for the wagon burning, the wolves would have devoured their bodies.”

James glanced over at the window on the porch. He saw Granville standing to the side, looking out. He motioned his head to leave and twisted his head back in Leo’s direction. “How much time did it take you to get home?”

“I remained in San Antonio for about three months until I could work and make enough money to buy me a horse and supplies and journey back home. There was a Company of Mexicans headed to Nacogdoches.  I took the liberty of traveling with them.  The group was at least thirty-five or forty. Having more people helped avoid any further confrontation with the Indians.”

“Leo, my wife is fixing dinner. Do you want to stay and eat before heading back?

“I wish I could, but my brother Jackson is working on our place by himself and is waiting for me to get back. I’m sorry for rambling, I need to ask you something, the entire reason I rode over here.” His grin flashed briefly, dazzling against his suntanned skin. 

“I just wanted to let you know that we are throwing a get-together in two weeks at our place celebrating my mother’s birthday. We would love for all of you to come.  Especially the little ones, there will be lots of kids there to meet and get to know.”

“We would love to go. You can count on us. We’ll be there.”

“It is the first Saturday in February. Just bring yourselves. We got the food and the beverages covered.”

Leo walked down the steps, untied his horse from the post, and climbed up and rode two miles away to his home.  The little ones greet Pleasant and James, walking inside. Dilue was first to inquire. “Daddy! What’s a scalp?”

“Dilue, were you and your brother and sister eavesdropping on what we grown-up men were talking about?”

“Well, I ah -.” Dilue searched for a plausible explanation.

“That means yes, yes you were, Dilue.”

“You children didn’t have any business listening to what that man was talking about.  You are way too young.”  

“It’s okay, Daddy. We learned to watch out for Indians.”

“Well, Granville, you are right.  I suppose we all need to be careful and not travel without each other.”

Two weeks went rushing by. The Rose Family freshened up in their preparation to go to Cynthia Roark’s birthday party. They arrived at the home, but Maggie needed some additional time to climb out of the wagon. There was no doubt she was very close to having a baby. She got to the house, went straight to Cynthia, and introduced herself. “Hello, Cynthia, I’m Margaret Rose. Everyone calls me Maggie.”

“Oh, dear, thank you very much for coming.  I would have come down sooner to welcome you, but have been so busy with all my little ones and the farm.”

“Not a problem. We are just glad you invited us.  Your son told us all about your little ones. I see my three Elba, Granville, and Dilue are already over there playing with your children.”

“They were excited all week. The kids heard there were some new neighbors their ages.” A thoughtful smile curved her mouth as she was glad to see her children happy and playing with new friends.

It was a beautiful day. Not a cloud in the sky. Many neighbors were coming to the party.  The Roark family lived in the same place for almost ten years. Ever since the passing of Elijah, the other men of the area did many different chores and projects for Cynthia to help her out. The two oldest boys, Leo and Jackson, were taking up the slack and not able to work at the mill as much since they were old enough to take care of the family farm.

The day progressed nicely. The kids were playing. The women shared stories about their favorite recipes and some new spinning wheels they received.  The men sat on the porch and discussed politics.  It was late in the day. Most of the guests had left. Pleasant and his family was getting ready to go.  Maggie was sitting down in the front room of the home, her feet swollen and a bright shade of red. 

Cynthia gazed at Maggie with curious eyes and thoughts. “Maggie, are you okay? I see you squinting your eyes sometimes.”

“Actually, I’m starting to experience some pain. If it’d any indication of my earlier experiences, I think I’m going to have my baby fairly soon. I had better get with Pless and get on home.”

“Nonsense, dear. Here, let’s get you to the back room and make you comfortable.”

Still at the party and ready to go were Clement Dyer and his wife, Sarah. Sarah looked at Cynthia with wide-open eyes.  “Cynthia, you can’t do this on your own.  Clement, why don’t you head on back. I will stay the evening with the ladies while we help the new Rose Family add one more addition to their family?”

“You, ladies are so sweet.  You’re probably right.  I don’t think I could make it all the way home. I probably shouldn’t have come today, so close to having my baby.”

Sarah said, “That’s a bunch of nonsense. There’s a reason you came today so we could help you with having your child.”

The women got to the back room, closed the door, and asked the kids and the men to make themselves comfortable.  They would come and get everyone after the newborn arrived.

With each contraction came a pain that dominated Maggie’s entire being. In those moments, for those seconds that seemed to stretch into infinity, there was nothing else. Sarah and Cynthia expressed comforting words over and over. To reply, she had to find herself from the deepest recess of her own mind and drag herself to the moment and use her voice and respond. She would open her eyes.

Sarah, with a broad smile on her face, said. “Maggie, it’s time. It’s time to push.”

With a guttural grunt, Maggie did as requested. Then in a split second, a request came to top. One was enough. She could feel the baby crowning, the stretching of flesh, and held her breath! Then, without any further effort, the baby slid into the hands of Sarah. There was elation, a beautiful little girl. In seconds she was there with her nascent eyes opening and a mouth that was rooting for milk.

Maggie didn’t stay in labor long.  A new baby sister was born within two hours of her first pain.  “Thank you, Sarah and Cynthia, for all your help. Isn’t she the cutest little thing ever?”

Cynthia smiled. Her youngest was not quite four years old.  She was very familiar with the pain one goes through before the joy of seeing a child laid in one’s arms. “Okay, I think you can go get the Daddy and the brothers and sisters. All is fine in here now.”

Dilue, Elba, and Granville came running into the room. Pless was all smiling. He leaned over and brushed the hair off Maggie’s forehead. “Dear, she is a beautiful little girl.”

Dilue couldn’t help asking right away. “Daddy! Daddy, what is her name going to be?”

“Dilue, I think you, Elba, Granville should all get a vote, too. Let’s start with the new mother. Maggie, what’s your vote?”

“I think we should call her Missouri, after our first home as a family.”

Granville was quick to respond. “I vote for Missouri, too.”

Pleasant glanced over at Dilue and asks what her vote was. “Dilue, it is your turn, what do you think the baby’s name should be?”

“I think we should call her Louisiana.”

“And you, Elba.”

“Daddy, I like the name Granville and Mamma chose, Missouri.”

“Well, I guess we have a name for your new sister. Missouri, it is.” The warmth of his smile echoed in his voice.

Dilue was still inquisitive. “Daddy, you and I lost, but I want to know what name you had selected.”

“I was going to vote for Texas.”

The majority ruled. The new baby’s name was Missouri. Pleasant stayed on with the children. James rode on into Stafford’s Point to begin helping with the cotton gin. He traveled with Sarah. She returned home to Clement and her own family.
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Chapter Three

Wild Africans Arrive and Lost on Galveston Bay 
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Pleasant Rose and his family returned home on Tuesday, giving three days for Maggie to regain her strength. After coming home, the kids helped their mother get comfortable back in bed with the baby. 

Before going to check on the livestock and chickens, Pleasant started organizing their return. “Elba, can you and Dilue fix supper?”

“We sure can, Daddy.”

“Granville, if you will go and check on the livestock and give some feed to the chickens, I would appreciate it.  Make sure there’s water in all the troughs, too.”

“Okay, Dad. Do you want me to get some wood for the fireplace?” Granville asked his question. He turned on his heels and paced out the back door.

Pleasant reached up and pushed his hair out of his face.  “I am going to sit with your Mother and Missouri while you two prepare something good for us to eat.”

Pleasant walks to the back bedroom where Maggie and Missouri were resting comfortably. Maggie was awake, but Missouri was asleep on her chest while lying in bed.  “Dear, I was talking to some of the men at Cynthia’s party, and because of the floods last year, the shortage of corn is causing a major problem. Many of the men have made trips to Oklahoma and bought wagon loads. We don’t have time to do that.”

“Whoa. Backup, dear. What do you mean, a problem?” She brushed back the wispy bangs of hair that fell on her forehead.

“On the other ten acres James and I plowed, we want to plant corn, but there’s no seed corn anywhere around here. There is plenty of sugar cane, but no seeds.  When the Roark family came down from Missouri, they traveled with Doctor Johnson Hunter and his wife, Mary Martha. He stored ample supplies of corn from the year before and said I could come down to Morgan’s Point and get enough corn to make a crop.”

“Dear, do you have to go so soon?   Why can’t we wait until James gets here this weekend? He and Granville can go and get the corn.”

“I suppose hun. I still need to work on the plows. There are parts on one of them that are not working.  Besides, I got that spinning wheel Sarah brought with her to give you as a welcome present. You have all the cards. I could work on the wheel and fix that too while they are getting the seed corn.”

The weekend came, and James arrived, picked up Granville, and off they went to Morgan’s Point.  After loading five bushels of corn, Johnson wanted to caution the new farmers on how to plant the seed. “James, be sure to tell Pleasant to not plant all the corn at one time. Weather can be tricky here in Texas.  You should plant maybe two and a half barrels of corn and see if it will make it without freezing before planting the other half.  If you plant it all now and a freeze comes, then all of the corn will freeze. You will not have any to plant later.” 

“Thanks, Doctor Hunter. I will be sure to tell Pless what you said.”

Granville struck up a conversation with James on the way back home. “I will help remind you that we aren’t supposed to plant, but half the seeds the first go around, Uncle James.”

“Please do, Gran!  You know me. I am getting old and can use all your help remembering things.” One of the wheels fell in a deep hole interrupting James. The wagon jerked and bounced all around. A sense of humor took over. He laughed in answer. 

The days peeled off the calendar for February. Sure enough, there was a cause for concern during the first week of March.  The temperature was cold.  The wind was blowing hard across the prairie from the north. 

Maggie walked out on the front porch and was doing her daily chores, sweeping the dirt that was piling up against the house. Even in her sweater and coat, it didn’t matter. The day became illuminated brightly with that first cold, the kind of light only that of a winter’s sun could give. The rain from the previous night with the passing of the cold front made everything glow with really slippery ice. It was a perfect day to stay inside, but chores were never-ending. 

She gazed out and saw a large crowd of people walking across the pasture in the direction of their home. She rushed back inside. “Granville, run down to the cornfield and get your Dad and Uncle James.  Tell them to run back, post haste. I think there are a group of Indians heading our way from down Galveston way. Hurry now! Go get them!” Maggie found it challenging to steady her erratic pulse.

Granville raced out the front door, down the steps and past the side of the house to the field where James and his dad were piling dirt up around the corn seedling which has already sprouted.  Any sort of protection from the wind might help in saving them from the cold weather that snuck in on them from the north.  

“Daddy! Daddy, hurry!  You and Uncle James need to come up to the house. Mamma said she thinks Indians are coming up from Galveston in our direction. What are we going to do? Hurry Daddy. Let’s go!” Granville tried to shake the fearful images building in his mind.

By the time Pless and James arrived at the house, Maggie, Elba, and Dilue were inside, huddled up together, staring out the window. Pless, James, and Granville entered the house from the back door. They raced up to the front and peered out the transoms. “Maggie, are they here?”

“Yes, dear, they are not more than a few hundred feet from the front door. What are we going to do? Should we go out the back and run to the woods? Are you going to shoot one of them?” A chill of dark quietness surrounded them as Pleasant picked up his double-barrel shotgun in the corner of the room. The silence between them was like a poison. In that void of sound, the shallowness of their conversation laid bare.

“No dear, I don’t think that would be any good. James and I have our guns loaded.  It will be better for us if there is not a surprise attack.  If they do, we can try to defend ourselves. Here, move over hun just a bit, let me get a better look through the window.” Pleasant leaned up against the side of the window, focusing on the men walking towards the house.

“It’s okay, honey. They’re not Indians.  It looks like three white men and a whole gang of Negroes. One of the white men is walking up to the house.  You and the kids stay here. James, come with me to the front porch.” He hurried to the door.  “Bring your gun.”

“No, Pless, I am gonna leave it here in the house.” A smirk of response from James happened. He rolled his eyes and continued behind Pleasant to confront the visitors.

One of the three men walked up the steps and reached his hand out to Pless. “Hello sire, I im Ben Fort Smith​[9]. Please forgive my ward pronoonceciation. I’m very hurd of haring, but I can red lips if you took directly at me.”

Granville paused, standing slightly behind Pleasant, catching his breath.  His fears dissipated the longer his father talked to Mister Smith.

James gazed over at Pless, lowered his eyebrows, twisted his head to the side and looked directly at Ben Smith. “Sir, I am James Wells.  This is my brother-in-law Pless Rose. Pless is the owner of this home and farm.”

“It’s nice to meek your acquaintance. I live down ner the coast on two legs of land owned by Major Francis Bingham​[10]. Mrs. Bingham has numerous servants, and these Negroes here are for working the plantation. I had gone to Galveston to pick them up but have been wondering out in this cold for three days lost and have not aten.”

“I know Major Bingham.  We met him at a social in Harrisburg last fall. Now, what can we do to help you?”

“If we can have two beeves and some bread, we sure would be most appreciative.”

“Mister Smith, I do not own them, but because you appear to really need food and shelter, I will get two beeves together. We can kill and butcher them.  If you help, back by a grove of trees, your two friends can assist with building a fire. I will help skin and butcher the meat.”

It was most trying to keep control of the Negroes.  They were as hungry as a pack of dogs going days and days without much to eat. For the last several days, food was their constant obsession. They couldn’t look at an animal or plant and not wonder if it was edible. The meat hung from a rod and rotated over burning flame pits for hours. Then, without any further hesitation, everyone enjoyed all they could eat, and then some.

“Ben, you and your two friends are welcome to come inside. Maggie has prepared our meal for the evening.  We are sorry that we do not have any bread for you. We did not have much of a corn crop last year.  There’s a severe shortage.”

“It’s okay, Pleasant. We are just very, very appreciative for yore kinness.”

The men sat in the front room while the kids and Maggie cleaned up the kitchen after the meal. Ben Smith sat down and lit a cigar. He offered one to Pleasant, but he refused.  He didn’t smoke. James sat down and looked over at Ben. “Ben, I don’t understand, how did you get lost?”

“Well, it started down in Harrisburg when the ship came into the docks. My place is between Harrisburg and Major Bingham’s home. I picked up the Negroes, but their legs were weak from their long trip and being in close confinement.  They were unable to travel well.  I kept stopping and helping them and got completely turned around on the open prairie.”

“You did better than I would have. I would have ended up walking right into the waves down at the Gulf of Mexico.” James laughed to add humor to the situation.

“My sister Terry and her children are living on my plantation and are probably wondering where I am.”

James recognized how weak and weary Ben and the other two white men were, as well as the Negroes. He had plenty of rest and didn’t have a problem offering his help. “Ben, do you want me to help guard the Negroes while you and your men get some sleep?”

“Oh, James, that’s so kind. We are so exhausted.”

Dilue and Elba were staring off the back porch at the Negroes. Dilue was always trying to learn about everything she could. Especially anything new. This was no different. “Mamma, can Elba and I go and look at the dark people?”

“Dear, they hardly have any clothes on. They are muddy and dirty. I don’t want you or your sister close to them. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mamma.” She sighed, clasped her slender hands together, and lowered her head, and stared at them.

When Maggie walked away, Dilue took a glass and ambled out to where the Negroes huddled closely. The young girl filled another glass with water and got within three steps of one of the Negroes and held it up.

The Darky took the glass from Dilue, licking his lips, trying to wet his mouth. The burning sensation grew more when he took the cold glass rim and rubbed it against his dry, cracked lips. A single drop of water traced it's way inside his mouth. He savored it. He stopped and handed the glass to an elderly Negro sitting down next to him. He was thirsty, but she needed it more urgently than him.

She drank the full glass of water and handed it back to the dark man. He licked his lips, trying to wet his mouth. He took the rim up to his face and looked down inside the glass and saw all the way to the bottom.

Suddenly, up behind Dilue walked Elba. She held in her hand another glass of water and gave it to the Negro. Again, he did not partake and handed it to another of his family. This continued until Elba and Dilue both went and filled a large bucket of water each and returned and left it with the Negroes. It was an unusual sight to behold as they did not speak the language, but all nodded their heads and smiled at the two young children.

James began to keep an eye on the Negroes. The two men traveling with Ben Smith fell off to sleep immediately.  Ben just rocked back and forth in the rocker and could not fall off to sleep. “You know Pless, I know I told you once, but again I want to tank you for taking my men and me in on this cole evening. I sure do not want to spond another night on that open prairie.  I am shore, if you could understand their gibberish, the Negroes appreciate your allowing them to stay in your barn, too.”

“Not a problem, Ben. Negros, Indians, or white men, if they are not here to harm us, we will help in any way we can. On that note, I have some excellent brandy I use in my medical profession. As a doctor, I advise you to drink a glass and get some much-deserved rest.”

The next morning came just like it always does at the same time of day as the day before.  The cold front moved out as quickly as it arrived.  The weather warmed up during the morning hours.  James rode up on his horse and up to Ben, who was talking to his servant, Mack. “I am heading back up to Stafford’s Point. I work there on the cotton gin. I will mention to Clement what happened and send him back down here so you and he can straighten up on the beeves.”

Clement Dyer showed up from William Stafford’s place along with Harvey Stafford, his brother-in-law. “Mister Dyer, I need to send word down to my plantation to come up here with the wagons and give me some assistance.

Harvey interjected. “Clem, I will ride down there. I know Frank Terry.”

“Okay, Harvey. I will ride back to the cotton gin if no one needs me any longer.”

Harvey Stafford and Ben Smith departed and headed back to the plantation. The two other white men stayed and looked after the Negroes.  It was less than four days and Ben, Harvey, and Ben Smith’s servant, Mack, showed back up with a wagon and team and clothing for the Negroes. 

Ben was ready to sit down and visit with the Rose family and asked Mack to look after the Negroes.  Mack made them go down to the creek, bathe, and card their heads. After they got their clothes on, Mac led them back up to the house and paraded them in front of Maggie and the kids to see.  After all, they had been very curious about these Negroes since their arrival, but they were surely not gonna tell their Mamma how they gave them water a week earlier.

Mack stopped and pulled out a bow he made and began to demonstrate to them how to pull the string and let an arrow fly through the air.  The Negroes looked on with no clue what Mack was doing.  They laughed and babbled each time the string flung loose, and the arrow flew.

Harvey Stafford and Frank Terry, on arrival, build a large scaffold and place it over a trench. They continued to make a fire under the framework. Frank shouted loudly over the whistling north wind.  “Mack, can you help finish getting those beeves butchered so we can dry out the meat over the fire?”

“Yes sir, Mister Terry.”

A few days flew by. Ben sent Mack and Frank Terry back to the plantation with the wagon, along with all of the Negroes. “Frank, tell your mother I will be home in a few days. I am going to stay here with Pleasant and conclude some business with William Stafford.”

“Okay, Ben.”

One evening, Ben Smith returned to the farm with a Baptist preacher, Reverend Woodruff. They were returning from the Stafford place where they had purchased a significant number of head of cattle. The preacher and Ben Smith would be splitting the herd and heading back to Ben’s plantation and further down the coast to Columbia with Reverend Woodruff.

At suppertime that evening, Maggie had been desperately trying to find some organized church services to attend. There were no churches in the area.  She was excited about Reverend Woodruff’s visit and asked him to give the blessing for the evening meal.

After supper, in casual conversations, Maggie was thrilled to have a minister spending the night with them. “Pastor Woodruff, would you be interested in preaching in our neighborhood?”

“I would be very interested, but I live over two days from here. There are only a few places where people are living between me and your area.  I am not sure I feel too safe traveling the roads this way alone. But, Maggie, thank you for the invitation.” His grin flashed briefly, dazzling against his dark tanned skin.

“By the way, Pless, I think the pastor and I will be headed out tomorrow to get back home.  I have been gone long enough.”

“It’s been great having you, Ben.  Please, if there is ever another time you need anything, just ask. We will always be here for you if you need help.”

“Same goes for me, Pless.” Ben turned and reached out to shake Maggie’s hand. “Mrs. Rose, your hospitality, will never be forgotten. You have been the most gracious host.  Please accept my rain check for a barrel of flour as soon as the next schooner comes to Brazoria.  I will be sure to have one of my men come this way and bring it to you.  I am certain our paths will cross again soon.” A smile ruffled the corners of his mouth.

Another typical spring day arrived with temperatures in the upper seventies. It was a bright sunshiny day, no cold weather, and the corn was up and growing, surviving the last light freeze of the season. Farmers in the entire area began putting their cottonseed in the ground. 

Pleasant and James were on the porch visiting after supper.  “You know something, James? I still have those two bushels of corn I was supposed to hold on to for planting if the other corn froze.  Since the temperatures have not dropped below freezing as yet, I think the last week in March, we will get that seed in the ground, too.”

“Pless, I don’t think you need to wait that long.  I would get it in the ground two weeks earlier than that.”

“I’d feel more comfortable if we wait. Just in case. If we did have a freeze, I would be distraught with myself for not heeding Johnson Hunter’s recommendation.”

“I understand, Pless. I don’t blame you. You’re right, let’s wait until the end of March like you suggest.”

The family was without bread for three weeks. Maggie made cheese every day. Pless made it a habit of shooting a deer anytime their meat supply got low. He would cut the meat up and dry it out over a fire, and the family ended up eating the venison in place of bread.

Pless and James needed plow lines. There was no rope in the neighborhood. The cord they did had they made themselves out of hides and the hair from the manes and tails of horses. Making the ropes out of the hides of cattle and horses was a tedious process. First, the hide required stretching out on the ground. Cut in the center of the board was a small hole, the size of a silver dollar. Then, taking a very sharp knife, they worked around and around until four long strands existed. The final step was to blade off the hair.  With ashes and water, they soaked the hide.

The Mexicans called this rope a Lariat​[11]. 

Maggie and her two girls stayed busy platting straw and ropes. They work strenuously, making hats for the men out of palmetto and straw. For the women, they made bonnets out of many bonnet squash leftover from the fall gardening and stored in the barn.

*****
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A HORSE-DRAWN CART with animal hides and some wooden boxes with beeswax candles destined for Mexico City rolled up to the house. A man, sitting in the wagon, leaned over and reached his hand out. “Hello Pleasant, how are you this morning.”

“Hello there.”

“Henry Ammonds. We met in Harrisburg a few months ago.”

“Henry, yes, I remember. Climb down, come over and sit.”

“I can stay for just a short while. I am trying to get my hides and candles to Harrisburg for the next schooner to Mexico City.”

“Do you have a healthy beehive, Henry?

“Yes, I do. By accident, found it when an old pecan tree broke over after a storm a few years back. My wife and I have been dipping candles and sending them to Mexico City for two years now.”

“Good market?”

Henry brought his hand up, trying to stifle his laughter.  “I must say it is probably a better market than cotton. Since they only allow the Catholic religion in Texas, the only candles the Catholics agree to burn in their church are those made of beeswax.”

“Are you serious?”

“Serious as I can be.”

“That is so interesting.  My wife was talking to her friend Sarah Dyer about getting involved in making candles with bee’s wax.”

The door opened. Pleasant’s wife politely interrupted the conversation. “Is someone talking about me?” The gentle warmth of her smile echoed in her voice.

“Henry, this is my wife, Maggie.”

“Hello, Mrs. Rose. I am your neighbor down the way. I’m Henry Ammonds.”

“It’s nice to make your acquaintance, Mister Ammonds.  I heard you talking about bee’s wax candles. I have always wanted to try my skill in making them. Anything better than this stinking animal fat we use now.” She wrinkled her nose as if she smelled the animal fat burning from a candle.

“When I get some matters cleared up in Harrisburg, I will have my wife discuss with you all the ins and outs of making bee’s wax candles.  There is a certain skill to it. She knows it well now.”

“Thank you, Mister Ammonds. May I ask, I heard you mentioning taking candles to Harrisburg?  Can you make a living doing that?”

“I was telling your husband that the Catholics exclusively use bee’s wax. They are the only candles used in the celebration of Mass.  Supposedly, they believe that the bee’s wax seems to carry with it the idea of life.  It typifies the spiritual more realistically than candles molded from oil extracted from the earth or animal fat.”

Henry turned and glanced back at Pleasant. “Pleasant, I must apologize for my haste, but I need to get on down the road.  But, first, may I ask, I have a problem with one of our neighbors, John Mertz only a mile away from here.”

“What’s the problem, Henry?”

“I found two of my heifers who had yearlings. When I was feeding the other day, I noticed Mertz put his brand on the young calves.”

“Have you tried to settle this matter neighbor to neighbor?  I’m sure it’s just an oversight by Mister Mertz.”

“No oversight, Pleasant, this has happened time and time again.  I can’t let this matter continue any longer.”

“Okay, then Henry. How can I help you with this problem?”

“I am riding into Harrisburg. I am going to see the Mexican alcalde, John Moore. To resolve this matter, we need to carry on the court in a neutral location.  I was wondering if I could count on your support and have it held here at your home. It is halfway between his home and my home.”

“I don’t see a problem in doing that Henry, but please don’t ask me to take sides in your dispute with John Mertz.  Is that okay?”

“Not a problem at all, Pleasant, thanks for helping. This issue has been going on for four years. We need to resolve it once and for all.”

Henry Ammonds climbed back up in his cart and began traveling to Harrisburg. A week passed.  Henry stopped by to let Pleasant know that there would be others coming his way and that court would be in three days. He continues to his home to bring some provisions for his wife and children, take care of any home chores that require his attention, and return to Pleasant’s house for the court in three days.

The next day, Ben Smith and Reverend Woodruff arrived at the home. Ben had his Negro servant driving the wagon, with a special surprise, as promised, for Maggie. Woodruff and Smith climbed off their horses and tied them up to the front porch. “Pleasant, are you here?” Ben Smith shouted, trying to get someone’s attention inside the home.

Maggie walked, her hair pulled on top of her head and an apron wrapped around her waist. “Mister Smith, Pastor Woodruff, how nice to see you again.  Are you returning to pick up your cattle?”

“Yes, we are Mrs. Rose. We are here to meet and pay Matthew Cartwright for the cattle.  In the back of my wagon is that little something special I brought with me, I promised last time I was here.”  He looked over at his Negro servant and motioned him with his head jerking to lift off the wagon two barrels. “Mrs. Rose, as promised, two barrels, one is full of flour.  The other is full of coffee.”

“Oh, Mister Smith, you really didn’t have to do that.”

“Yes, I did, Mrs. Rose, to thank you for your hospitality.”

“Are you going to stay around for the court case?  I believe they have it here in two days.”

“Actually, we heard about it, and I understand it has everyone in the area concerned.  But, to answer your question, yes.”  Ben glanced over and noticed Pleasant walking around the corner of the house. “Hey Pless, we just got here and brought your lovely wife some flour and coffee.”

“Thanks, Ben. Hello, Reverend Woodruff, what are you two doing here?”

“Well, a couple of things, Pless. We are here to pay Cartwright for the cattle and to offer our help in the court session in two days.”

“You know about the problem between Ammonds and Mertz?”

“Pless, it’s big news. Not too much illegal goes on around here without everyone knowing about it. Heck, not too much of anything goes on without everybody knowing about it.” Ben can’t help himself and busted out laughing.

He then looked at Maggie and then back at Pleasant. “If you wish, I will be more than happy to butcher two of the beeves. We can have a barbeque.”

Maggie smiled in the direction of Ben Smith. “That will be wonderful, Mister Smith. There will be so many men coming when they hold court, doing that will take a load off my shoulders on how I am going to provide food for everyone.”

Pleasant already cleared out the shed to make room for Ben, Pastor Woodruff, and others to camp until the court session was over. The weather continued to cooperate as the men retired for the evening with the sound of two hoot owls and the low thunderous reverberation of bullfrogs on a nearby pond.

Pleasant and Maggie retired for the evening. “Pleasant honey, I must get up early in the morning. We will have numerous guests arriving tomorrow.  I suppose this is a good thing.  We will meet so many people and get to know our neighbors better.”

“Yes, dear, but I am afraid this might not be too pleasant of a situation in the morning. Both of our closest neighbors are having this dispute.  I somewhat feel we are in between on this matter.”

“I do too, Pleasant, but we must be careful and not take sides.”

The men began to arrive early the next day. Several ladies came with their husbands and joined Maggie in the home.  Close to noon, several men arrived. Pleasant greeted them as they rode up and got off their horses.

“Hello, gentlemen. My name is Pleasant Rose.”

A young man, well-mannered, with wavy black hair, introduced himself and their group. “Hello, Mister Rose, my name is Will Travis​[12], I am the attorney for John Mertz. My law partner over here,” he pointed in the direction of a very tall man, “is Patrick Jack. He is Henry Ammond’s attorney.”

Walking up, a young man in his late twenties, introduced himself. “Doctor Rose, I am William Jack, Patrick’s brother.”

Travis watched as two young girls ran around from the side of the home and grabbed hold of their father’s pant legs. Dilue was not bashful while Elba looked away and hid behind her daddy.  “Hello, my name is Dilue.” She reached her hand up in the direction of Will Travis.

“Hello, Dilue. My name is William.  These are my friends Patrick, William, and Robert.”

Dilue took an immediate liking to Will Travis. “How old are you, William?”

Pleasant gazed down at his daughter. “Now, Dilue, that’s not polite to ask someone how old they are.”

“That’s okay, Doctor Rose. Dilue, I’m twenty-four.”

“Daddy, that’s old, right?”

“Yes, dear, very old.” He smiled and nodded in Travis’ direction.

“William, do you and your friends need a place to camp for the evening?”

Elba turned loose of her daddy and looked over at her sister. She finds this young man handsome.  After all, she just turned eight and was only two years younger than her sister.  “William, we have a house built in the trees you can stay.”

“That’s very kind of you and Dilue to offer your home for us to stay.”

Pleasant didn’t say anything. He shook his head up and down.

Travis and the others took their horses and wagons and traveled out to a nearby grove of trees behind the home.  The day continued.  More and more of the men arrived for court scheduled the next morning.  Two wagons pulled up almost simultaneously. Pleasant went to greet the people.

The first wagon pulled up. Pleasant walked over to help the woman out. “Hello, I am Doctor Pleasant Rose.”

“Thank you, sir, for your help, I’m Mary Shipman.”

“I am Moses. And these four big boys back here are my sons.” He glanced at the back of the wagon.

“It’s so nice to meet you, Mary.”

Moses was a very outspoken man and wasted no time in starting a conversation with Pleasant.  “I am so against stealing. If this Mertz fellow is guilty, we need to send him down to Anahuac and on down to work in the silver mines in Mexico.”

Pleasant needed to carefully watch his words. Obviously, this Moses Shipman already had John Mertz guilty and sentenced to the silver mines near Mexico City.

“Moses, if you like, my daughters have given up their home in the grove of trees for you to stay. Just take your horses around back.  You can see where the camp is.” He winked at Moses and glanced over in the direction of his daughter.

They waited for only one more major player.  That was the judge. No sooner than Moses and his sons took the wagon and horses to the back, another wagon pulled up in his place.

“Thanks for coming this morning, sir. I am Pleasant Rose.”

“I am the judge, sir, David Burnet​[13].”

“Welcome, Judge Burnet. You will find everyone camping and meeting in the back among a grove of trees.”

“Thank you very much, Doctor Rose.” He managed a small, tentative smile.

Many of the men in the camp began to shout. “Hey, old-timer, park your wagon over there and come join us.” David noticed where the wagons were situated and the horses tied to feed in the nearby pasture.

Most of the men had lariats for ropes.  They drove stakes into the ground and tied their horses to graze on the prairie grass. Not far from the house in the middle of a grove of trees were four oak trees.  They all appeared to have survived a hundred years before any of the campers were ever born.

Near the four trees framing the playhouse of Dilue, Elba, and their brother Granville was a large petrified log. It was hard as stone and survived the test of time. The children had placed piles and piles of moss on the wood to make a long bench comfortable for any guests they had visiting them at their playhouse.

As invited, the men took possession of the playhouse, spread their blankets on the ground for beds, and used their saddles for a pillow. They each grabbed a tin plate and began to partake in a late afternoon meal of venison, potatoes, and gravy. Each of the men had their own knife, a tin cup, a gun, and a bottle gourd.

Other men continued to arrive and didn’t stop at the front of Pleasant’s home. The crowd had grown large enough by the back grove of trees that everyone knew where to go.

William Travis walked up to check on all the women to see if they might need anything. Sarah Dyer, the wife of Clement Dyer, greeted him. “Hello, young man. How are you today?”

Will grabbed the front brim of his hat and tilted it in the direction of Sarah. “My name is William Travis. I just-.”

“Hey, girls. You’re right! He is a pretty man.”

Will Travis tried to hold back his embarrassment, but the flush red color in his cheeks told the tale. “Well, thank you, ma’am. Don’t believe I have ever been called pretty, but I will graciously accept your compliment.” He smiled in the direction of the other ladies.

Dilue ran over to Travis. “William, do you want to have supper with us this evening.”

Maggie couldn’t stop her in time. “Yes, Mister Travis, I believe Dilue and Elba would like your company this evening if you care to join us.”

“Well, thank you so much, Mrs. Rose. Is there any help with anything you might need?”

“No, sir, I believe we have everything under control.”

“When would you like for me to be back up to the house for supper?”

“I guess in about an hour.”

Will sat down with the Rose Family at their dinner table. Maggie walked over to where Will was sitting and holding a wooden platter towards him. There was a piece of warm bread with a slab of melting yellow butter on the side. Afterward, she had another platter with thick, hearty slices of roasted pork offered to fill his plate. Apparently, hungry from his trip, and after the blessing, he took the piece of pork and devoured it almost immediately.

Travis picked up a knife and applied copious amounts of the creamy butter to the bread. He then spooned out a dollop of sweet and tangy dewberry jelly and lifted the slice of bread up, ripped off a chunk, and stuffed the piece into his mouth. Ahhhh, it was soft and warm still. The pleasant smoothness with the bitter-sweet taste of the dewberries was almost enough to die for.

After the conclusion of supper, Travis and Pleasant retired to the front porch.  Each partook in a tight woven cigar. “Pleasant, several of us are going over to San Felipe after the trial.  You are more than welcome to come with us. I will assist you in locating some land if you like. The land office is situated there.”

The next morning, Ben Smith and Pastor Woodruff tended to the beeves that had been cooking over coals all evening for the big barbeque after the trial. Judge David Burnet walked up to the house. “Pleasant, may I ask to talk to Dilue and Elba?”

“You sure may.  Maggie, will you run and see if Dilue and Elba can come here, please?”

Maggie gave a curious smile in the direction of Judge Burnett, not knowing for sure why his inquiry, but found it polite. “Kids, Judge Burnett would like to talk to you. Come here, please.”

Dilue and Elba raced up to David. “Yes, sir Judge.”

“Girls, the men and I were talking down at your house in the woods.  We would like to thank you for offering such wonderful accommodations for our stay.”

Elba was ahead of Dilue with her response. “Judge Burnet, you are more than welcome.”

“They would like to ask one more big favor from you two girls.  Do you mind if we use your accommodations to hold court this morning?”

Elba and Dilue looked at each other to consider if the men could or couldn’t use their playhouse for court.  This time Dilue answered. “Judge Burnet, you are more than welcome to use our home in the woods, but please, will you clean up after yourselves?”

The Judge, along with Pleasant and Maggie, found humor in their daughter’s response. Little Dilue sounded just like her mother each day she walked into their room.

Judge Burnet took his Bible under his arm, walked out next to the house by himself, and watched the sun climb higher in a cloudless sky.  The dew glistened on the green grass and looked like an ocean, dotted with millions of blue dots intertwined with orange, more wildflowers than David had ever seen since moving to Texas.

Maggie came out on the back porch and laid some wet dishrags over the back rail to dry.  She saw David standing by himself out in the field next to the pond, staring up at the heavens.  She found herself curious and walked out to join him.

As she approached, she slowed her walk and watched the Judge throwing rocks into the lake, his mind muddier from his thoughts of this case about to begin. He noticed a nearby frog. His head tilted, staring at the giant bullfrog’s eyes, uglier than slime dipped marbles.

No sooner did Maggie walk up, the frog leaped into the water and disappeared into the darkness, leaving the slightest of expanding surface ripples. As the water stilled, Burnet’s mind reactivated, the same intractable issues turning without end. He jumped, startled by Maggie’s appearance.

“Judge Burnett, I didn’t mean to bother you-.”

“Oh, goodness, Mrs. Rose, you’re not bothering me.”

“I miss my Sunday morning services and any inspiration from someone preaching and very seldom since I moved to Texas, seen anyone that carried a Bible.”

“Mrs. Rose, God is with us every day. I walked out here to admire your beautiful field of wildflowers. If anyone ever doubted there was a God, just look for yourself.” David turned from Maggie, and gazed back out, standing in the middle of the breath-taking beauty. The butterflies were dancing from flower to flower, collecting pollen from the blossoms. The birds were singing their morning tunes as they begin flying away from their nesting area for their morning breakfast. A new day dawned.

“Judge Burnet-.”

“Goodness, Mrs. Rose, call me David.”

“Okay, you can call me Maggie.”

“You know, Maggie, I stand here, and it is so peaceful. God’s handiwork overwhelms my feelings by flooding my senses. The morning colors as the sun rises above the grove of trees are fantastic, another amazing creation of God’s gift to us.”

“Indeed, David, I have not heard the scriptures read for almost a year. Do you mind-.”

“Maggie, I was doing just that as I looked up and my senses moved by such beauty. Here, I was just about to turn to what I think is an appropriate one.”

David looked out over the field of wildflowers, growing up to the edges of the small pond and looks down. He turned the pages in his Bible.  He stopped at Psalm 104: 1-5. “God, we stand here before you and continue to be overwhelmed by your presence with us each day. Our senses and our hearts fill with your presence. Maggie and I would like to read a scripture from the Bible that fits our moment.” Judge Burnett paused for a moment before continuing. He stole one more panoramic gaze of the fields and the sunrise.

“Bless the Lord, O my soul. O Lord my God, thou art very great; thou art clothed with honor and majesty. Who coverest thyself with light as with a garment? Who stretchest out the heavens like a curtain: Who layeth the beams of his chambers in the waters: Who maketh the clouds his chariot: Who walketh upon the wings of the wind: Who maketh his angels spirits; his ministers a flaming fire: Who laid the foundations of the earth, that it should not be removed forever.” 

David closed his Bible.

“Thank you, David. That was wonderful. Amen.”

“You are more than welcome.” 

Judge Burnett turned, went back to the playhouse in the grove of trees and began to set the camp up for court.  There were over fifty men present. The wives started walking out to join their husbands for the trial.

It was straight-up eleven o’clock in the morning. Judge David G. Burnett, the presiding officer of the court, called the legal proceedings to order.

Both the parties were present. “Let’s get the formalities out of the way. Who may I ask is representing the plaintiff, Mister Henry Ammonds?”

Patrick Jack​[14] and his brother William stood. “We are Judge Burnet. I am William Jack​[15].  This is my brother Patrick Jack.”

“Okay, thank you, gentlemen. And who is representing the defendant, John Mertz, in this case?”

“I am representing Mister Mertz, your honor, William Travis.”

Many of the men were talking and interrupting the Judge. He had to ask everyone to be quiet.  It was time for the trial to begin. “Mister Mertz, if you will stand, please?”

John Mertz stood and glanced over at his young wife standing away from the other women holding their children. 

“Mister Mertz, the plaintiff has accused you of putting your brand on his yearlings. How do you plead, sir?”

“I plead not guilty, Judge.”

Patrick Jack had two men bring to the center of the area, in front of the bench, a heifer, and a yearling.  Any doubt of the animal belonging to Henry Ammonds went away when the yearling began to suck from his mamma.

Arguments from both sides continued to whether or not the jury should find John Mertz guilty or innocent. A panel of men from the surrounding area listened carefully to the arguments from both sides. After the final discussion, Judge Burnet asked the jury to deliberate.

“Does the jury have a verdict?”

“Yes, we do your honor. We find the defendant, Mister John Mertz, guilty as charged.”

The people sitting under the trees, numbering well over seventy-five by the time the trial came to an end, began to stand up and started having their own conversations.  William Travis was trying to get the Judge’s attention, shouting and waving his hands. “Judge! Judge, may I have your attention, please?”

Judge Burnet reached over, grabbed a pistol, and fired it in the air. The crowd stopped talking. All was quiet. “Can I have everyone’s attention?  The defendant’s attorney has a finishing remark.”

“Judge, I would like to exercise our right for an appeal.”

“An appeal, how will an appeal help with a case already where your client is found guilty?”

“That, sir, will be addressed if you honor my request.”

The Judge looked around and didn’t notice that Carrie Mertz and her children were all crying over to the side of where the jury was sitting.  “Mister Travis, I will honor your request. Gentlemen, Mister Travis, has asked for an appeal. I have granted such.”

Ben Smith, sitting next to his partner, Pastor Woodruff, stood up. “Your honor may I propose to the court to adjourn until everyone present can have dinner. We have a great barbeque planned for everyone.  The ladies have been busy fixing all the trimmings.”

Burnet stared at everyone. All eyes were focused on him, waiting for the decision.  “This court is adjourned until two o’clock this afternoon.”

All the attendees were beginning to walk in the direction of where the line formed to fill their plates. As they were doing so, Ben Smith grabbed the shirtsleeve of Henry Ammonds. “Henry, I am here to take back home with me over a hundred head of cattle I bought from Matthew Cartwright. I am always trying to buy cattle and would like to buy yours. I will pay you a fair price. How ‘bout ten dollars?”

“Ben, that’s more than a fair price. The best I can get is five dollars anywhere else. Why are you offering so much for one heifer?”

“To compensate you for all the inconvenience this has placed you in during this ordeal.”

“Okay, Ben, you got a deal.”

They finished their meal. The jury returned to their seats along the long-petrified log. Judge Burnet sat at a small table with a chair given to him by Pleasant Rose.  “Everyone, please, can I ask for each of you to be quiet while we put this court back in session.”

Will Travis called his client to reflect upon the branding.  “Your honor, I will admit to branding the yearling, but it was done and only a mistake. I had thought it was one of mine when I did it.”

Someone who was trying not to avoid a guilty verdict was expected to give such a response.  In the eyes of the jury, they were not buying his testimony. Judge Burnet excused him from any further testimony. “Now, let’s hear from the other side. “Are you Jack Brothers ready to present your side of this case?”

“No, sir. Our client went home and is not in attendance this afternoon.  Besides, I have a bill of sale between him and Ben Smith and have no evidence to prove one way or the other that Mister Mertz is guilty in this case.”

Judge Burnet didn’t have to turn to the jury for a verdict.  There was no evidence available for proving this case in favor of Henry Ammonds.

“I would like the defendant to rise and hear my verdict.”  The judge began to admonish the defendant. “Mister Mertz, by your own testimony, you, in fact, did brand the yearling, but according to the laws set forth, there is no evidence to prove you guilty.  Therefore, I exonerate you for this deed and caution you to be more careful in the future. Case dismissed!” He tapped the handle of his pistol on the small table in front of him.

Leo and Jackson Roark, neighbors of Pleasant Rose, approached Maggie after the attendees began to leave the court. Leo walked up to Maggie and Sarah Dyer. “Maggie, we were wondering if you will have a dance here? If you agree, we will go and fetch some young ladies.”

“Boys, I don’t think I want to plan a dance anytime soon.  This court and all the cooking we did. We need to wait a while, I think.”

“But, I tell you what I would like to do this evening. I would like to ask Reverend Woodruff if he will agree to preach.”

“Mrs. Rose, please be careful when you ask him. Make sure John Moore, the alcalde for the Mexicans is not around.”

“How come is that, Leo?”

“Because, Mrs. Rose, it is against the law to have anyone preach other than a priest in Texas. We are all supposed to adhere to the Catholic religion.”

“I think that’s ridiculous, to limit one’s religion. I appreciate what you are saying and will wait until Mister Moore departs.”

Another young man overheard the men talking with Maggie. “Mrs. Rose, I am sorry, but may I ask what a sermon is? I have never heard one before.”

“The best way I can explain that is for you to stick around this evening. If the Reverend agrees, you will see what a sermon is.”

Mister Woodruff agreed, and after most of the people went home, only a handful remained, with a few children present.  They gathered back at the playground, a few hours before darkness.  Mister Woodruff prayed and exhorted the people to lead pure lives. Still remaining were Cynthia Roark, her children, Clement, and Sarah Dyer.

Maggie gazed over at Sarah. “Sarah, do you know ‘On Jordan’s Stormy Banks?’”

“Yes, I do, Maggie.”

“Please, sing with me as we lead everyone in singing the hymn.” 

On Jordan's stormy banks I stand,

and cast a wishful eye

to Canaan's fair and happy land,

where my possessions lie.

I am bound for the promised land,

I am bound for the promised land;

Oh, who will come and go with me?

I am bound for the promised land.

O'er all those wide extended plains

shines one eternal day;

there God the Son forever reigns,

and scatters night away.

No chilling winds or poisonous breath

can reach that healthful shore;

sickness and sorrow, pain and death,

are felt and feared no more.

When I shall reach that happy place,

I'll be forever blest,

for I shall see my Father's face,

and in his bosom rest.

I am bound for the promised land,

I am bound for the promised land;

Oh, who will come and go with me?

I am bound for the promised land.

“Mrs. Rose and Mrs. Dyer, you both have wonderful voices.”

Pastor Woodruff closed his bible and raised both of his hands to the heavens. He paused for a moment.  Those still in attendance quiet to a hush. He began. 

“May the Lord bless you and keep you. 

May God’s face shine upon you and be gracious unto you. 

May God take your minds and think through them. 

May God take your lips and speak through them. 

May God take your hearts and set them on fire. Amen.”

All the women, men, and children say together, “Amen!”

“Now I would like to end with the singing of “Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing,” one of my favorites. Anyone that knows it, please sing along.”

Come, thou Fount of every blessing,

tune my heart to sing thy grace;

streams of mercy, never ceasing,

call for songs of loudest praise.

Teach me some melodious sonnet,

sung by flaming tongues above.

Praise the mount! I'm fixed upon it,

mount of thy redeeming love.

Here I raise mine Ebenezer;

Hither by thy help, I'm come;

and I hope, by Thy good pleasure,

safely to arrive at home.

Jesus sought me when a stranger,

wandering from the fold of God;

he, to rescue me from danger,

interposed his precious blood.

O to grace how great a debtor

daily I'm constrained to be!

Let thy goodness, like a fetter,

bind my wandering heart to thee.

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it,

prone to leave the God I love;

here's my heart, O take and seal it,

seal it for thy courts above.

Everyone stood up, started walking around, having small independent conversations. They gave their thanks for the hospitality.  The neighbors from the area began to walk away to their wagons and prepared for their journey back to their homes. Will Travis, Patrick Jack, Willie, and Davey remained for one more night staying in their first-class accommodations supplied by Dilue, Elba, and their older brother, Granville. 

The men were preparing their wagons and horses for departing the Rose family hospitality.  Dilue, with her brother and sister, were standing on the front porch, looking down at the men. They were bidding their farewells.  Will Travis and Ben Smith walked up to the children.  Will is first to talk to the little ones. “Dilue, what have you and Elba been missing since you came to Texas.”

Dilue spoke up first. “William, what do you mean, missing?”

“If you could get a present, what would you two like?”

Dilue smiled and said, “A side comb.”

“And you, Elba?”

“A side comb, too.”

Ben Smith seemed to have formed a bond over the last few days with Granville. “And young fella, what is it you have been wanting?”

“My own horse, Mister Smith.”

“Oh, reach for the stars I always say.” Ben, staring at him for a moment, busted out laughing. He was a young boy, and guns and horses were usually what they wanted. “Okay, I will see what I can do.”

Will Travis ambled over and shook Maggie’s hand lightly. “Mrs. Rose, what can I say? An exceptional host you are! What is it I can bring you next time I’m down this way?”

“William, just your company will be all right.”

“I will bring that, but really, have you been missing anything you would like to have and couldn’t find it?”

“Well, I have missed my Bible ever since we lost it when our schooner went aground off of Galveston Island.”

“Then a Bible it is. Again, thank you so much for all of your hospitality.” His grin flashed briefly, dazzling against his darkened sunburned skin.

Ben and Reverend Woodruff departed and rounded up half their cattle and traveled back to Brazoria, promising to return and get the remainder of the animals in May.

The next morning, the Jack Brothers returned to Harrisburg.  David Burnet headed home to Brazoria. Will Travis and Pleasant climbed onto their horses and headed the opposite direction to San Felipe, where Will Travis would assist Pleasant in obtaining his own land in Texas at the land office.  Three-legged Willie rode along. He also had his own business to take care of there, as well. 
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Chapter Four

Will Travis Sends Margaret Rose a Bible 
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Early mornings were their own reward. The century-old oak trees stood with large limbs spread wide, silhouetted against a crimson sky. The air smelled fresh from a gentle norther that passed through overnight, probably one of the last for till next winter. It is quiet and still.  The only cry was that of the seagulls as they called for the fishing boats to come in from their overnight fishing near the coast.

Yep, there’s something about the morning dawn that makes every new day such a wonderful gift, easing in gently and unwrapping the world anew with each stroke of color the morning sun reflected.

The daybreak found Ben Fort Smith and the Reverend Woodruff rounding up their cattle southeast of the Rose home. This included, as well, the one heifer and yearling Smith bought from Henry Ammonds during the recess a day earlier.

Pleasant and William Travis were riding out to San Felipe de Austin and found Dilue and Elba busy cleaning up their playhouse area from where all the men made their home for three days.  

Travis jumped off his horse, his hands wrapped in the reins and walked over to Dilue and Elba.  They were busy picking up moss and placing it back on the long log. “Miss Dilue and Miss Elba, we sure do want to thank each of you for such gracious hospitality and letting us stay in your home in the woods for the last few days.”

Dilue was never shy from speaking her piece. “You are welcome. Please come back to see us soon.” Her smile turned to an easy chuckle.

The men rode away. The last thing the girls remembered seeing was a puff of dust headed towards the coast that the horses kicked up on their way home with the riders.  Elba walked off from the grove of trees to the open prairie between their playhouse and where the newly planted cotton field showed signs of seedlings above the ground.  The cotton plants waited for the warmer weather to reach their mature heights. The flowers covered the prairie from one end to the other. Further down towards a small creek were dozens of wild horses that kept their distance, holding their heads high and staring at the girls.  

Dilue walked out and began to pick some of the wildflowers with Elba when she noticed their dad’s hound dogs went running in the direction of the horses.  The horses immediately formed a half-circle, then broke up and created two long lines. After they did this, their natural instinct told them to run. They ran off through a grove of trees. Life was grand on the prairie, a straightened playhouse with flowers decorating the entire area, giving a finishing touch as though a number of old men had never been there.

A few weeks passed. Dilue and Elba realized they were already missing all the people who came to their home for the trial.

Pless has yet to return home from San Felipe de Austin.  Just after dinner, Harvey Stafford traveled up to the house and happily greeted at the front steps by Maggie. “Hello, Harvey.  What brings you this way?

“Mrs. Rose, my mother asked me to come and fetch you and the kids and bring you back to the house for a dance party.”

Maggie had no sooner responded to Harvey than Dilue, and Elba came running out the door.  Dilue was excited. “Mamma. Mamma, can we go? Can we go?”

“I am not sure if we should go, your Dad might be home any time now.”

James was sitting in the rocker inside, taking a catnap before going back out to the cotton field and overheard Maggie declining the invitation. “Don’t be silly, Sis, take the kids and go with Harvey back to the party.  The kids will surely love the music. Besides, you have not been away from this house since we arrived here. Go have fun.”

“You don’t want to go, James. I bet there will be some pretty ladies there.”

“Maggie, I will go to the big ball planned later on.  I really need to get a hold on this Bermuda grass infestation in the crop.  I dig a spot up, and it just starts to grow somewhere else.  I will be fine, you get ready and go.”

“Well, okay.” She said with a gentle grin. “Harvey, will you give us just a little while?  We will freshen up and be back out with you.”

“Okay, Mrs. Rose.”

Maggie and the kids walked out the front of the house happy to see James already rigged up the wagon with two horses, ready for them to take to the party.  They followed Henry about two miles down in the bottomland to Clement and Sarah’s home. As they rode up, Maggie was amazed at the size of the house.  There were two large two-story log cabins attached to each other by a wide breezeway between each of the homes.  As they rolled up in the wagon, Henry rode to the back of the house where he tied up his horse.

Sarah walked out to greet them. “Hello, Maggie, I am so glad you were able to come.  Is Pless not able to join us this evening?”

“No, Sarah, he is away still in San Felipe with Will Travis.  He should be home any day now.”

“No matter, we ladies will have fun, too. Clement is away in Harrisburg on urgent business and told me to go right ahead with the fun if he didn’t return in time.”

“Look at all the pretty young ladies here this evening.  I told James he needed to come, but he said he was going to work in the field.”

“These men, sometimes they act so toughly, but when they get around a beautiful girl, they just melt.”

“I know exactly what you mean, Sarah.” Maggie laughs and turns as she hears a familiar voice. 

“Hello, Maggie.  It seems like just yesterday we were down at your place.”

“Oh, you startled me. Hi, Henry, how are you?”

“I’m fine.  I never did say anything that day I was there, but when Ben bought my heifer and yearling, he asked I skedaddle out of there quickly before the court came back in session.  I never knew what he planned, but I was happy to oblige.  And I never really got to thank you for your hospitality.”

“You are welcome, Henry. And, we are so glad it has all worked out.”

“I am not sure if John and his family are coming to the party.  I think he is upset with every man that came to the court case at your home.  He may take a while before he doesn’t hold a grudge any longer against everyone.”

The rearrangement of the furniture in one of the large rooms completed. They were out of the way, up against the wall. The sun was starting to set below the horizon. One of Sarah’s servants, Jerome, walked into the room with an armload of sugar cane.  Each piece was twelve inches in length.  He walked over to a small wooden box, laid the cane, one by one on the box, and splits each piece with his knife. He took out of each cane a tallow candle and began placing them around the room.  

“Sarah, you must let me know next time, and I will help.  I have lots of candle molds at my home and will be glad to make some for the next get together.”

“It’s okay, Maggie. My real mother, Martha Donnelle, was her name, died about a dozen years ago. I guess every time I make candles, I always think of the time when I was young sitting on the back porch with my mamma.”

Jerome ambled around the room and lit the candles. More and more people began to fill the dancing space.  The sun disappeared below the horizon, but there were enough candles lit in the room to give a bright glow to the festivities.

Jerome left and went back to the cooking area located in a small cabin in the back behind the home of Clement and Sarah.  He came back in the room carrying a fiddle. Two other Negro women came with him and had washboards that they beat on with wooden spoons. The music was wonderful as Dilue and Elba got close to their mother near the sidewall of the room.  Granville was off playing with some of the younger Stafford boys and was not taking any interest in the young ladies.  Maggie gazed over at Dilue watching as a young boy paced over.  He bowed politely to Dilue and stood up tall and straight very slowly. “Miss Rose, I am Thomas Dyer. Would you like to dance?”

Dilue stared at him with wide-open eyes, about three inches shorter than she was, and couldn’t help but reminisce about the last time she was at a dance in Harrisburg. What should I do? I have no idea how to dance. The last dance in Harrisburg I stood in the corner the entire night.  I should have danced, and then I would not be scared to dance now. I will just watch tonight until I learn how to dance at home where no one is watching.

“Dear, are you going to answer this polite young man?”

Dilue searched for a plausible explanation. “Thank you, Thomas, but I think I am going to watch for a while.  I am not very good at dancing. But, indeed, thank you for asking.”

Thomas walked away. Dilue and her sister watched the adults dancing and tried to memorize the steps they were doing. After about an hour, another interested young man, Harvey Stafford, tried his luck asking Dilue to dance.  He walked across the floor in between dance tunes and right up to Dilue. “Dilue, will you be my partner in the next dance.” Nervously he moistened his dry lips.

Dilue looked at her mother. In return, she gave her an elbow in the ribs. “Go dear, Harvey is still learning to dance.  He needs to learn, too. Go give it a try.”

Dilue stood up and began to blush. “Harvey, if you will have patience with me, I will dance.” A smile found its way through the mask of her uncertainty.

Harvey got the biggest grin on his face.  Sarah looked over at her younger brother and Dilue walking out on the floor and dancing to the Virginia Reel. Each of them stopped for a moment and laughed. They both turned the wrong way and stepped on each other’s feet numerous times.  But, they laughed together and continued to dance together for the rest of the evening.

Sarah leans over in Maggie’s direction. “You know, these kids really don’t have a lot of things they can do for amusement. Dancing is about the only thing available to them.”

“I agree, Sarah.  I am really enjoying the music. I am so amazed at Jerome’s playing. He is so talented.”

Dilue, other young girls and widow women danced until near dawn under the eagle eye of their chaperones. The older women and some of the younger ones were fueled by champagne and an earlier supper of chicken pate, jellies, and fruit. Dilue and Elba, having picked up the dance steps, were both lost in the divine Valse...quicker, faster and not waiting for a moment’s breath.

The next morning Maggie and the kids are riding home with Harvey Stafford, Dilue’s dance partner from the night before. When they arrive, Granville and Elba run to the back swing.  Maggie starts for the house but notices Dilue and Harvey visiting with each other.  She continues to walk inside and let Dilue have her privacy with Harvey. They did have so much fun together the previous evening.

Two days after arriving home, Pless rides up on his horse and takes it to the barn, and places his saddle over the railing in the coral.  He walks into the house, bushed from his long ride. “Pless honey, I am so glad you made it home safely. I was beginning to worry about you.”

“I’m okay, dear, just a lot happening and kept waiting for someone to come and open the land office.  They never came. I finally decided to come home.”

“I’m sorry, dear. Maybe sometime you can ride over and try again.”

“I will probably do that, dear. By the way, you will not believe who’s living in San Felipe?”

“I cannot venture to guess, sweetheart. You will have to tell me.”

“Your cousin, James Kerr​[16]. He traveled down with Stephen F. Austin about ten years ago and settled in Texas.  There was a great celebration happening when I was there. Stephen Austin was a prisoner in Mexico since December tenth of last year.  I am afraid there’s big trouble brewing on the horizon.” His dark snappy eyes stared at her from his sun-toughened face.

“What do you mean, dear?”

“Mexico has issued an order for the arrest of many of our government officials and other friends, many you and I have become acquainted with. I do not like the feel of this situation, dear. I saw Washington burn in 1811. The theater in Richmond burned to the ground and all those people killed. Still etched in mind are the horrors of this calamity. Besides, I surely will not forget the three years I spent in prison in Cuba.”  Pless continued to ramble on and on about the many discussions he had in San Felipe.

He reached in his packsack and shouted at his kids.  “Children, can you come in here? I have something I brought back from San Felipe.

Dilue was first to arrive. “Daddy. Daddy, what did you bring us?”

“Wait, Dilue. Wait until your sister and brother get here.”

Granville ran up. Elba came last, but made her way through Dilue and Granville and hopped up in her Daddy’s lap.

There was a Sunday school in San Felipe, but because there was a shortage of school-age students, Father Muldoon shut it down. “Will Travis said he appreciated you children for letting the men stay in your playhouse. He asked me to bring you these three Sunday school books for you to read and enjoy.”

Maggie glanced over and looked at one of the books with Dilue. “Oh, dear, these books are wonderful.” An expression of satisfaction showed in her eyes.

“Mamma, is this my very own book?”

“Yes, it is Dilue.  Mister Travis promised he would send something to you. Isn’t this wonderful?”

“And you, Granville, walk with me out to the barn.”

What appeared as an unhappy expression on Granville’s face changed to a wide grin.  Maybe it was a pony like the one he asked for tied up in the barn. “Okay, Dad, I am on my way!”

They walked to the barn. When entering, Granville’s expression turned to confusion. The barn stalls were empty.

“Gran, don’t look so sad. William sent something back for you, too. Look, over here.” Pleasant walked into the corner where the tools and small implements had a place in storage.

Granville ambled over to where his Dad was standing. There was a long and beautiful Kentucky long rifle. “Wow, Dad, Will did not forget me after all!” He stood near the stall nearby, hopping from one foot to the other like a little boy. He was not ashamed one bit. He was deliriously happy, giddy even.

“No, he did not. He thought a pony was something more personal, and you should select your first horse yourself. But, for a growing young man, a shooter is a man’s best friend.”

“Oh, Dad, I am not unhappy. This is a wonderful surprise.” His features became more animated. He placed the gunstock to his shoulder several times.

“Yes, it is.”

Pless made his way back to the house to his girls. “Okay, everyone, this is not all.  Ole Three-Legged Willie-.” He cut his sentence short. Sorry, Mister Williamson wants you, two girls, to enjoy some new side combs.” Pless handed the two girls their side combs. “He told me to be sure and let you know he always lives up to his promises. Never has he stayed over in better accommodations than your playhouse in his entire life.”

Pless sat down and leaned back in his rocker.  “Will looked all over San Felipe to buy a Bible to send back with me for you. He kept telling me what a nice host you were.  He did everything he could to find you one as promised.  He stopped me as I was leaving, reached in his saddlebags, and handed his own Bible over to me.”

“He gave you his Bible?” Copper ringlets of her hair curled on her forehead.

“Yes, he did.  I told him we would find you one, but he insisted and said it is yours to keep.  When you find another Bible, then you may return his. But, not until then.”

“He is such a nice young man.”

James came up from the back pasture, placed his horse in the barn, and walked in the house. “Pless, about time you got back. I have been fighting that Bermuda grass throughout the bottom. I am almost ready to let that part of the cotton crop go.  Burrs and stickers are growing everywhere.”

“Hello to you too, James.”  Pless laughed at obviously James’ lack of patience with the overwhelming task of keeping up with the weeds and stickers growing.

“I am only jesting with you, Pless. We need to make some sort of decision about the bottom area, though.  Either we need more people to farm that area, or just forget about it.”

“No problem, James, we will talk about it.”  Pless got up from his rocker and walked towards the back door. “James, come with me out to the barn for a moment. Dear, I’ll be right back.  I need to show James something.”

James and Pless left the house and meandered back over to the barn. James glanced over at Pless.  He looked as though he was on a mission. “What is it you are going to show me, Pless?”

“Just wait, James. I was excited about it and could hardly wait to get home and show you.” He tossed his head back and ran his hand through his hair to get it off his forehead.

The men entered the barn. Pless walked into one of the corals.  James walked behind him. He turned and walked into the corner of the stall. “When Will was here, he said you were admiring his Kentucky long rifle.”

“Yes, I was.”

“When we were in San Felipe near the land office, a man wanted to sell his new double-barreled shotgun.  Will picked it up, threw it up to his shoulder and back down. He then handed the man eight dollars for the gun. We were leaving.  He glanced over at me and asked me if I would like to have it.  I knew you were admiring it so much when they were here last time. I took him up on his offer.  He said he didn’t need two guns.  His shotgun might not shoot the distance, but he said it had two shots instead of one. He liked that idea better.”

Pless picked up the gun and gave it to his brother-in-law. “Pless, you should keep the gun. He gave it to you.”

Pless began laughing. “James, I thought about it over and over while I was in San Felipe. On the last day before coming home, I went back to that man who also had a few others for sale.  I bought myself a double-barrel shotgun, too.”

James’ grin stretched across his face. He wrapped his arms around Pless.  “You are the greatest brother-in-law Pless a guy could want. Thank you very much!”
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