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Winter was being brutal on the Bar W, and Justin and the Gibson brothers, Joseph and Mark, were being kept very busy putting food out for the herd of cattle.  Miranda and Jennifer didn’t get out of the house much but were helping Mrs. Gibson with the work indoors.  Still, as the Ol' Cowboy said, “You should never complain about the snow, because when it melts in the spring, it will help keep the grass growing for the cattle.” 

These past few months had been a rough, when he had often questioned the goodness of God.  Justin had been the only survivor of a cattle rustling in which the owners of the ranch, Mr. Amd Mrs. Williamson had been killed, along with all the other ranch hands except the foreman, George Knudson, had been killed.  Eventually, all the rustlers were killed, and it wasn’t clear whether two of the other hands had been involved in the robbery or not.  It had taken a while longer to bring George Knudson to justice, but he had died when he came back to Cimarron intending to rob the bank, and when he died, Miranda, the daughter of the Williamsons had gotten all the money that the rustling had taken from her returned.

Justin couldn’t help smiling when he thought of her.  She too had gone through a period of time when she questioned her faith in God, then they realized that even in her sorrow at the death of her parents and even questioning his role in the robbery and their deaths. God had been at work through them to bring about many good things, the best of which in Justin’s opinion was bringing Miranda and him together.  

So, now even in the snow and blowing wind, he knew that he was a very blessed man.  Miranda and he were getting married in two weeks, and he was impatiently counting down the days.  He knew that they hadn’t known each other very long, but God had led them to declare their love for each other at basically the same time.  He still sometimes felt unworthy of her love, but love was really never something that a person was worthy of.  If anyone had doubts about that, then they just need to look to the death of Jesus on the cross.  There was no way anyone, no matter how good they might be, would ever deserve His willingness to show His love for mankind by dying on the cross.  

As he was deep in thought, Mark called out to him.  “We have a couple of cows that seem to be stuck in a snow drift,” he yelled, and Jusin went to see what needed to be done to help him free them.  

It wasn’t but a few minutes before Justin saw the stranded cows, who had somehow managed to get themselves into the middle of a large snow drift and were unable to find a solid place to step down on and move.

“I believe the best way to get them out is to rope then and see if we can pull them out without choking them to death,” Justin said, “and if that doesn't work, we will have to go get a shovel and dig them out.”

“Let’s do it then,” Mark responded.

They each got a rope over the head of the two cows and began to gently have their horses pull on the ropes, and the cows began to move forward ever so slowly, and before too much time had passed, both were able to move on their own.

“Since we already have them roped, we might as well lead them back to the rest of the herd,” Justin said.

“Good idea,” Mark replied, and soon they were back eating some of the hay that had been put out for the herd.

“Since everything looks to be in pretty good shape, let’s call it a day and get Joseph and get out of this weather for today,” Justin said.

They got to where Joseph was and told him that it was time to head in, so the three of them rode back to the ranch.  It wouldn’t be too long until it was supper time, but they all headed for the bunkhouse in the meantime.  In just a few days, Justin thought, the bunkhouse would no longer be his home.
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While the men were out working, Mrs. Gibson, or Mary as she had insisted they call her, Jennifer and Miranda had been busy cooking and cleaning while planning for the wedding.  Miranda wanted everything to be perfect for her wedding, even though she knew that all that really mattered was that Justin and she said their vows and pledged to love one another for the rest of their lives under God’s watchful care, and she had no doubt in her mind that she would love Justin for the rest of hers.  She firmly believed that God had brought them together when she needed Justin the most, even though she had at times doubted that God was looking out for her after her parents were murdered.

“I think you must be thinking about a certain young cowboy by that faraway look in your eyes,” Jennifer said teasing Miranda.

“Guilty,” Miranda answered, “and the thought that in two weeks I will no longer be a Williamson, but a Matthews, and even though I look forward to being a Matthews, I still feel a little like I am betraying my parents’ memory by changing my name,” she added.

“If they were still here and you were getting married, I am sure they would know that you would be changing your last name, and I am sure even under the circumstances that they would be happy for you,” Jennifer said.

“Jennifer is right, and they would not want you to be sad on your wedding day, I am sure,” Mary added.

“I know you are both right, and I am so glad that God put the two of you in my life.  You have helped me so much during my times of struggle and doubt in my faith,” Miranda replied.

“Though God must have a sense of humor to use me, who even wasn’t sure that she wanted to acknowledge His existence before He brought you into my life to help you in times of doubt.  I really started to consider that there might be a real and caring God because of your continuing to proclaim Him to be such even in those times.  I owe you so much for that, Miranda no matter what your last name might be,” Jennifer said.

“Yes, I am sure I have brought Him a lot of laughs as I continue to question His loving care for me, especially in times of stress and sadness in my life.  I am just glad that He is not a God Who gives up on people when they are trying to give up on Him,” Miranda said.

“I guess we need to be getting things ready for supper.  Those cowboys will be coming in hungry before long,” Mary stated.

“Yes, but I really did want both of you to know how much you mean to me, and I will appreciate all the help and suggestions that you can give me in preparing for the wedding.  I do want it to be special, but not too showy,” Miranda said.

“Of course we are going to help you, and it will be a beautiful wedding because of the beautiful bride,” Jennifer said.  “I owe you so much for allowing me to stay here, and sometimes I feel that I am just a burden to you and not a real help, Miranda,” she added.

“Oh, Jennifer, I don’t want you to ever feel that way.  I have told you already that you seem like the sister I never had, and even if I did have one, she could be no better than you.  As I have also said, I believe God brought us together for more than just helping me through my crisis in faith.  This is your home for as long as you want it to be,” Miranda replied.

“Thank you, Miranda, and you are like the sister and real family that I never had, and when I think about how my life could have ended up, I now am beginning to see that God was watching over me the whole time, even when I didn’t want to acknowledge His existence.  Had He not put you in my path, I don’t know if I ever would have done so,” Jennifer said.

“Yes, God does work in mysterious ways to bring about His purpose, and we simply have to be open to acknowledging that He is real and involved in the world,” Mary added.

Then, there wasn’t a lot of time for talking as they concentrated on getting supper ready for the men and themselves. Still, Miranda continued to think about all that had been said and the truth of the words.




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3

[image: ]






Marshal Wilson was thankful that things had been quiet in Cimarron the last several days, though he knew it seldom lasted for too long.  He had been able to get away and go to the Bar W a few times and have supper with his recently discovered niece and to get to know her better.  Of course, he had also seen her every Sunday at church, and even though she had been reluctant to attend at first, she seemed to be growing in her faith. 

Of course, it seemed that as soon as he thought that things had settled down, Deputy Winston came rushing into the office and said that it looked like there was going to be trouble at Lucky’s saloon.  Two cowboys were squaring off against each other in a dispute over cards, and they were working themselves up to a gunfight, though neither had been willing to draw first yet.

Marshal Wilson grabbed his double-barreled 12 gauge that he called Miss Bessie and hurried to the saloon.  A lot of lawmen would have gone in armed with just their six-gun, but he had learned that the thought of going against a 12 gauge often settled disputes peacefully, and that was what he always like to do.  He would leave the macho-man attitude for others.  He knew he was fairly quick on the draw and was deadly accurate, but there was always someone faster, and especially now that he was just getting to know his niece, he didn’t want to press his luck.

When they got to the saloon, he quickly saw who the two cowboys were as they stood facing each other while everyone else had moved away from them.  With the shotgun held at the ready, he said, “I am Marshal Wilson, and could you tell me what the problem is here?  Townspeople don’t like bloodshed in Cimarron, and I am paid to prevent that, so I will you to tell me what has you two so riled up.”

“He accused me of cheating at cards, and I don’t allow anyone to do that, so I asked him for an apology, and he refused, so now I guess I am just going to have to teach him some manners.” one of the men said.

“So, were you cheating,” the marshal asked.

“He certainly was, and I saw him do it.  He slipped a card from his sleeve when he was pretending to cough, and then he suddenly had the winning hand.  I have enough manners to not allow someone to cheat me.”

“Did anyone else see him cheating,” the marshal asked.

“No one who will admit to it,” the second man said, “but they might just not be as observant as I am.

“Okay, did anyone move any cards off the table after you made the accusation and has he been out of your sight,” the marshal asked.

“No cards have been moved, and I have had my eye on him the whole time,” the second man replied.

“What I want you to do now is real easy like place your pistols on the table in front of you and step back a few steps while we resolve this issue,” the marshal said.  We don’t need anger to suddenly lead either of you to the wrong action,” he added.

The two men did as the marshal had asked, seeming both reluctant to do so and relieved when it was done.  Sometimes, people allow bravado to get them into a situation they can’t get out of, so they are more than happy when a solution presents itself.  The marshal lowered the shotgun, but kept it held loosely in his hands.

“First, tell me your names, starting with the man who has been accused,” the marshal said.

“I am Joe Freno,” the first man answered.  

“Now, if you would be so kind as to tell me your name,” the marshal said while looking at the other man.

My name is Sam Newberry,” the second man answered him, “Even if I am not sure what that has to do with anything.” 

“Well, it is easier to call you Joe and Sam than it is to call your number one and number two or hey you and hey the other, for one thing.  Plus, I have always found honest, upright men to be happy tell people their name.” the marshal said.

The marshal called a couple of bystanders over to help him. He said, “First, I want you to check Joe here for any hidden cards and check the area all around him as well.”

After their search, during which they found no cards, the marshal then said to them, “Now, I want you to collect all the cards from the table and count them first, and if there are only fifty-two, then I want you to sort them numerically by suit,” he continued.

It didn’t take them long to count them, and there were only fifty-two cards, and then they soon had them sorted numerically and by suit, and there were no missing numbers in any suit.

“As a final precaution, could you look under each chair and make sure there are no cards hidden there, the marshal said.

This didn’t take long, and the marshal thanked the two men for their help, and they returned to their friends. 

Then the marshal asked, “So, now Sam, where is this card that you said Joe got from somewhere else?  

“I guess I might have been mistaken, but I sure thought that was what he did,” Sam replied.

“Then why don't you apologize to Joe and then have a beer on the house to show that there are no hard feelings and just thank the Lord that this ended without any unnecessary bloodshed,” the marshal said.

That is what they did then, and the marshal said a quick prayer to God for allowing him to settle the dispute peacefully, then he went back to the office to secure the 12 gauge and get ready for his ride out to the Bar W.
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Justin and the Gibson brothers were finishing up unsaddling their horses and rubbing them down when they saw Marshal Wilson riding up.

Jason asked, “How are things in town, Pat.  Are people still behaving like civilized people?”

“We had a bit of excitement earlier when two cowboys were trying to decide whether to kill each other over a card game and one of them thinking the other was cheating, but Miss Bessie cooled them down pretty quickly.  We didn’t find any evidence of cheating, so the accuser apologized, and the house bought them a drink at my suggestion.  It was cheaper for them than having broken furniture or bottles if shooting started, so thy were more than willing to do so,” Pat replied.

“I have heard that Miss Bessie has settled a lot of disputes over the years without ever having to speak, as it were,” Jason said.

“Yeah, she does seem to grab a lot of attention without having to boast about her abilities,” Pat replied.

“Well, we are glad she was able to settle things in time for you to make it out to supper, and I am sure that Jennifer will be happy too.  She does seem to be growing quite fond of her Uncle Pat, even if things did get off to a rocky start,” Jason said.

“That is good to hear, since I don’t get to see her as often as I would like to after so many years of not even knowing she existed and her mother filling her with nothing but hatred for me.  I really do believe that God has been at work bringing us together and allowing herself to give me a chance for her to get to know who I really am.  It is nice to have family again after all this time,” Pat said.
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