
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


JUD LOW

THE FIRST DANCE

​

JOHN THURMOND


Copyright 2021 by John Thurmond 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recorded, photocopied, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not participate in or encourage piracy of copywritten material.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are a product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is purely coincidental.

This book may contain views, premises, depictions, and statements by the author that are not necessarily shared or endorsed by Pale Horse Publications.

For information contact: info@palehorsepublications.com

Cover design by Pale Horse Publications

Published by Pale Horse Publications

April 2021

10987654321 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1  
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Jud Low never had much of anything in his life until he met Ted Lewis after a cattle drive in Abilene, Kansas and they both headed south in front of a bunch of geese flying in a ‘V’ formation all headed south in front of a winter storm. Between the two of them, they ended up with the biggest herd of cattle and ranch land in De Leon, Texas. That got Jud to thinking about a mail order bride. He had a hankering for one himself, kind of like an itch you can’t get rid of.  

Land and cattle wasn’t all Jud Low wanted. He was a lot like all the other young men in Texas at the time. The Civil War had ended nearly ten years ago now and, with and lot of young men around and no women, it seemed all the good looking ones were all back east.

The economy was great. Everyone had money. Not a lot, but there was money around and no one was starving. But there was a shortage of women, or Jud thought so until a new waitress named Nancy showed up at the only café in De Leon. She wasn’t skinny by no means, or fat. She was somewhere in between. Kind of fluffy like a big feather pillow and Jud was thinking she would keep you warm in the winter and be shade in the summer.

Now, if you ordered a bride by the mail, you wasn’t going to know for sure what she looked like until she showed up. It was kind of hard to send one of them back, especially if they had kids trailing behind. But, that was okay. It was a lot like buying a cow with calves. They came with the cow, so if she had one or two, that was just extra help and they were free. 

So, when Jud first laid eyes on Nancy he just came right out and asked her to the dance the town was having that evening. After she said yes, he had to figure out how to have a barn dance that wasn’t even planned for that night. All them barn dances were always held in the town livery stable. It was the only place in town that had a big wooden floor that ran all down the hallway between the horse stalls. Well, Jud knew if he told a bunch of cowboys there was a barn dance and box supper everyone in the country would show up. He just stuck his head into the batwing doors and hollered into the only saloon in town.   

“We’re having a dance and box supper tonight at the livery barn!” He nearly got himself ran over by a herd of cowboys headed to the local bath house.  

Everyone in the country showed up to have a dance and box supper and that was just the way it happened. The box suppers were raffled off. Every dance had one and the money went to the fiddler. Jud found out Nancy liked to dance. She nearly wore him out parading him around that old pine wood floor. 

Later on that night he asked her if she would like to see his ranch house. Not wanting to smell like his horse, he had driven a one-horse buggy with one of them stuffed seats with springs to the dance that evening. He just loaded her up and took her home with him and they never even thought about going back to town till a month or more had passed.      

Early one morning, Jud told Nancy he needed to check their west and south fence lines and he might be gone a week or two and she would have to stay here alone with just the cook or go back to town. He was hoping she would go back to town. She called him a jerk. She wanted him to stay at the ranch with her!     What the hell did she think a ranch was anyway? Just a place to bounce around in a four-poster feather bed? Now, that’s what Jud told her and it started a big fight. He told her she could walk her butt the, three miles all the way back to town if she didn’t like living on a ranch. After that she was making a lot of noise.  

“Damn,” he finally told her. “I’m going to check the western fence line,” and he stomped off. He had his Mexican cook to sack up a week’s worth of hard tack and a coffee pot and left Nancy standing there on the front porch, ranting and raving.     He walked out to the corral and saddled up his old horse and tied on his bed roll. She was still raving at him as he rode off in a trail of dust headed west. 

“Damn,” he was thinking, “I’m going to have to get rid of that woman, but we have been bouncing around in that bed for a month and I might just have to marry that big footed fluffy bat.  

Later on that evening, Ted Lewis, Jud’s ranch partner, caught up with him as he was fixing a broken off fence post in a whirlwind of dust, hollering Nancy had been kidnapped by some stranger. First thing that went through Jud’s mind was, “Well, I ain’t got to marry that damn woman or carry her back to town now.” It was like a great weight had been lifted from his shoulders. All at once he felt better and then he was thinking to himself that he may be a jerk after all.        

Ted went on to say the cook told him the kidnapper was leading an extra saddled horse. “Looked like one from our corral. He just tied Nancy in the saddle with a bag over her head and left headed toward the east. It happened sometime early this morning.”  
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