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Chapter 1

Forgetful Directions
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Darin received directions from the man behind the counter at the mini market. He found out later that he should have written them down but he was sure that he could remember them for his short drive out to that ranch. He made the first turn correctly without any doubt. The second turn just didn’t look right, but he was still almost sure it was correct. It was that third and last turn that gave him pause. Was it supposed to the right or to the left? The roads weren’t marked and the landmarks the man had told him to watch for never came into view. However he continued to drive on, even though he wasn’t sure he had done exactly as the man had said, “Go only one and one half miles to the big curve in the road.” 

He drove on for a couple more miles still before he came to a small rundown place set back about one quarter mile off the road. The driveway was just a dirt path that was obviously suffering from serious neglect. Darin stayed in the single lane driveway to the rundown, two story house. It must have been a real eye catcher in its day, but it was desperately in need of paint and some major cosmetic repairs. The yard was mostly patches of grass with barren spots of dried weeds here and there. The recessed front door with a covered roof line so he couldn’t see if it was open or closed. 

In one move he shut off his truck engine and opened his door to step out. That’s when he saw the biggest, meanest looking dog he had ever laid his eyes on. It was running towards his truck with its ears laid back and his teeth showing. 

Maybe it’s not the best time to stepping out at that moment. So he simply brought his left foot back in and pulled the door closed. The critter jumped up on his door and continued barking and scratching on the window and door. It felt like he might almost come right through the window if Darrin were to let it down. Thankfully he had it up to avoid all the dust kicking up when he was driving in. He had raised it up back when the road turned to dirt to keep the inside of his truck from getting covered with dust. 

He was about to start the engine and back out to the main road when he saw her. She was wearing what looked like a man’s oversized grey shirt with the shirt tails tied off in a bow in front just at her midriff. She had both sleeves rolled up almost to her slim shoulders and she had on a pair of jeans that looked like they should have been thrown away long ago. There were holes or patches at almost every area large enough to justify a patch. The jeans were also tight enough to fit like a third layer of skin. Her long blond hair was pulled back in two pony tails with a red and white bandana tied off at the back. 

She yelled at the big dog to get down off his truck. At least that’s what it sounded like to Darrin. The dog immediately dropped down and went over to stand beside her like he was her protector. 

Darrin slowly opened his door and cautiously stepped out, all the time keeping his eye on the dog. Darrin took a couple steps closer, smiled before he said, “Hello, I hope you can give me some directions. I think I made a wrong turn back down the road somewhere.”

She took a couple steps forward and the dog moved forward in step with her. She spoke softly, “Okay Mr., just where are you trying to go and who are you trying to find?”

He was taken back by her velvety soft voice, and that smile that went all the way to her eyes. It was a stunning picture. 

He almost felt weak in the knees, “I—I’m looking for the Garfield Ranch. The guy at mini mart in town gave me directions, but I must not have followed them very well. Can you tell me how to get there?”

She smiled again and nodded her head, “Well, that’s interesting, I was just trying to figure out how I was going to get over there. My bike has a flat, and my Dad has our only tire pump in his truck. I can’t ride it over there, but I’m due over there in a little while. I can show you if you will give me a ride over there. I’ll need to go get changed and I will be right with you.”

She had added that last sentence before he could agree to give her a ride. He just nodded his head and she spoke as she was turning to go back inside, “I’ll be right back, don’t go away.” 

Darrin was mesmerized by this gorgeous gal. And to find such a beauty at such an unbelievably rundown excuse for a place. He was determined to find out more about her. Find out why she was living in such sparse conditions. He might ask some of those questions while he drove her over to the Garfield Ranch. If she was going to ride over there on her bike, it couldn’t be that far away. Maybe he hadn’t take a wrong turn after all. 

While she was inside, the big ugly dog kept an eye on him. He curled up on the ground next to the front porch steps. 

Darrin looked around at the place. There is an old barn off to his right that was also in need of repairs before it fell down. The fences were all in need of work and there was no sign of any cattle or sheep around. 

Five minutes later she came out of the house, “Fido, you stay here. Mr. I’m ready to go if you are.”

Darrin almost chuckled out loud, ‘Who would think to call their dog, ‘Fido? That’s just not very original. I’ll be willing to bet she didn’t pick out that name.’

She headed for the passenger side of his truck. He quickly went over and opened the door and let her climb in before he closed it and went around to the driver’s side, “I don’t even know your name.” 

“Hi, I’m Robin Murphy, pleased to meet you, and your name?”

“I’m Darrin Truman. I’m glad to meet you as well. Now, which way do I turn?”

“Go right at the end of our drive, then left on the next dirt road just a short ways down the road.”

Before he could ask her anything else, she spoke up, “Mr. Truman, what are you doing way out here in the country? Do you have some business with the Garfield’s?”

Darrin smiled, “Well yes, Miss Murphy, you can say that. They have contracted with me to break and train several wild mustangs they just rounded up. They said they have need of some more trained stock for their summer movement of their cattle up to the government owned grazing range. They are also planning to sell off some of the horses once I get them adequately trained. I will probably be working here for a couple months. Well, now you know my story, may I ask what yours is?”

“My Papa works for the Garfield’s. He’s their ranch foreman. He has been there since we had to sell off most of our land to help pay for my Mother’s hospital bills. I also work for the Garfield’s in the evening helping their cook fix supper for everyone. I usually ride over about this time every day. I work until my Dad is ready to come home after supper.  Mostly, I just take care of Mother. She’s been really sick and needs me there to help her. Dad can’t be there, so I quit my job in town and came back home. Our place used to be nice, but with Mother sick for so long and My Dad needing to work six days a week over there, it has really gone downhill. Maybe if Mother gets better, Dad can take time to spend at home to fix things up.”

“Sorry to hear that your Mother is sick. You say she has been sick for a very long time?”

“Yeah, she has cancer. They operated on her, back year before last, but it’s come back even worse than before. She has treatments several times a month. We hoped that they will help, but so far we can’t tell if they have. She is sick most of the time after her treatments. She doesn’t have energy to do much of anything. If I could trade places with her I would. She tells me that I still have my life to live so I shouldn’t be even talking like that.”

“I think your Mother is right. You are young and still have a lot of life to experience. I’d be willing to bet she wouldn’t take that away from you for anything.”

She pointed ahead, “Oh, follow this dirt road until we get to the paved one. Then turn to the right. Go about a few hundred feet and you will see the main entrance to their ranch on the left.” 

She added, “I saw all those wild mustangs when I rode over yesterday. Are you supposed to train all of them?”

Darrin nodded his head, “Well I understood that they were trying to get a dozen wild horses off federal Lands. My plan is to try to train all that they have. Does it look like they have that many over here?”

“I didn’t count them, but my guess is there are at least that many or more.”

He asked, “Where did you work in town?”

“I was working at Sam Reilly’s Insurance office. He was training me on how to sell insurance. I worked there for almost three years. He told me to come back to see him when I wasn’t needed at home any longer. I hope when I do, it’s because Mother is all better.” 

She wiped a tear away before she continued, “I don’t even want to think about any other alternative.”

Darrin didn’t know how to respond to what she had just said, so they were quiet for a time until they drove in on the ranch property. She pointed out the corral where the mustang horses were before she said, “You can drop me right in front of the main house. I expect that is where you will find Mr. Garfield. He spends a lot of his time in his office. I think he writes books in addition to running this big ranch. Papa said he spends a lot of his time doing that. I don’t know if he has any books published and out there for sale.”

He responded, “Thanks for sharing that with me. That’s interesting. I have thought about doing that myself. I rode the rodeo circuit for the last five years. I have had some interesting experiences that I could write about. I have traveled to many parts of our great country, and I’ve met some mighty interesting people along the way. I was injured pretty bad in my last rodeo and decided that bronc riding was not something I wanted to continue to do. But, I do like working with these big animals. I’ve trained several horses each year in the off season. I made almost as much training as I did riding the circuit, and I didn’t have to travel so much. Training is so much more enjoyable. You get to know the horses over an extended time. You also know that you are helping someone by providing them with a valuable well trained horse, instead of just entertaining the rodeo crowds for one or two nights before you head further down the road to the next event.”

Just as they drove up in front of the big house Robin looked over at Darrin and smiled, “I hope to see you in action soon. Thanks for the ride over. I will catch a ride back home with my Dad. See you later.”

“You’re welcome. Glad to meet you Miss Murphy. I’ll see you later.”

Darrin watched her run up the steps and in the front door of the main house. She apparently was right at home in this place. She did say she came over every afternoon to help the cook prepare for the evening meal. Darrin would likely get sit in on that meal time this very evening. He climbed out of his truck and headed for the big wrap around porch that surrounded the big white house on every side. 

He was about to knock when the door opened and there standing in front of him was none other than Mr. Amos Garfield. Amos smiled, held his hand out and welcomed him to the ranch, “Hello Darrin, I see you have already met the best looking part of our crew. Robin comes here every afternoon to help Cookie with our supper. But, you probably already know that.” 

Then he continued, “Welcome to Garfield ranch. I have a bunch of horses just waiting for you to do your thing. In the meantime let me show you where to bunk each night while you are here. I asked Ed to put you in the last room at the far end of the bunkhouse. It will be a little quieter there. It also has a carport attached where you can park your rig out of the hot sun. Get settled in before you come on up to supper. We eat at five thirty.” 

“Tomorrow you can go see about the horses. I’ll have one of our men feed them tonight, but after that it will be up to you to make sure they are all fed. I figure that’s the way you would want it done. Am I right?”

“Yes Sir, that’s right. I want them to know me first. I need to spend as much time as possible doing everything with them until they realize that I am not there to hurt them. I win their trust first, before I climb on their backs. Once they know who I am, they can realize that I am their friend. After I gain their trust and am able to ride and train them, only then will I introduce them to other hands. The other hands must then win them over too. They will establish a trust with them as well. I hope no one is expecting this to be like a rodeo event. I don’t often have to deal with a bucking horse once I have their trust. Once they know that I am not going to hurt or scare them. There are a very few horses that will not allow themselves to be ridden. On rare occasion I have found one that won’t ride, or one that is too dumb to train for working with cows, but most often those can be trained to a harness to pull a load. I’m looking forward to your project here.”

Amos pointed to the last door, “Darrin, here’s your home away from home. Let me know if there is anything else you need. I’m looking forward to having you here. I’ll let you get settled in and see you at supper in the dining room in the main house. Be there at five thirty on the dot.”

“Thanks Mr. Garfield, see you in a little while.”

Darrin drove his truck over and parked it under the carport. He then brought his things in and unpacked. He found a closet and bureau to put away all of his clothes. He checked out the single bed and found it to be most comfortable. He had an hour to kill before supper so he wandered out to the corral where the mustangs were. He climbed up on the top rail of the fence to watch the horses as they milled around. He got the brainstorm to go get his guitar to play for a while before he needed to show up for supper. 

He played and sang for about forty five minutes. The horses seemed to settle down once they saw that he was not going to be a threat to them. It was about when he was through his playing that one or two horses came over fairly close to where he was sitting. He could see that they were curious about the soothing sounds he was producing. Before long more came over closer. They would take a step, then wait, then take another step and wait. It was a pinto mare that was the first to come right up and smelled of his boot. He smiled at her and talked to her. She just stood there and listened as he told her, “Good girl, I’m glad to see you and your friends. I’ll be back again tomorrow to talk to you some more. You have a good night.” 

He slowly moved off the rail of the fence. Then went around to check on how much hay was still in the feed trough. The horses followed him over there and watched as he moved from one place to another. 

Tomorrow, after he fed them again, he planned to find a barrel or something to sit on inside the corral. His plan was to play and sing some more. He had never tried this method of getting acquainted before, but felt that it may be the best trick yet to win them over. He took his guitar back to his cabin before walking back up to the main house. He saw several of the hands doing the same thing. He fell in stride with one fellow, reached over and shook his hand “My name is Darrin.”

“Hello Darrin, glad to meet you. I’m Francis, but most people call me Dusty. Your alooken familiar to me. You just starting to work here?” 

Then he said, “Hey, I know you. You’re that there cowboy I saw at the rodeo last year. You ride bucking horses. Darrin, I—I ain’t remembering your last name.”

“It’s Darrin Truman. Yeah, I have been riding the rodeo circuit for the last five years, but now I’m changing my career. Most bronco riders are forced to retire early due to injuries. So, that’s what I’m doing here. Mr. Garfield contracted with me to train those mustangs in the south corral. I expect to be here for quite a while doing that.”

“All righty then, this should be fun to watch. It’s one thing I ain’t never tried. I rope and run cattle, but never tried to break broncos. I spect it will get a little wild around these parts for a time. When do you start riding them critters?”

“It will be a few days before I will be on their backs. I first need to get their trust. I don’t just crawl up and ride. I win them over first by spending time with them. Let them know that I am friendly and not trying to harm them. It will be a week or so before I will even try putting a saddle on one of them. I already have gotten a couple of them to approach me. I played some music around them a little while ago. Two came up and smelled of my boots. They will be the first ones for me to work with. Then the others will see that I am not a threat to them.”

“Well that be just plain fascinating. I been around horses all my life, but I ain’t never thought about how a green horse might look at us. How they might think we be ready to do harm to them.”

Darrin just nodded as they approached the main house. Dusty opened the front door and walked in. Darrin thought to himself, ‘It must be an open door policy here. Everyone just walks in and make themselves at home.’

Dusty turned to the left and went into the big dining room. There were already three other hands sitting at the long table. Dusty took Darrin over to introduce him, “Sam, Brandon and Pepper, this here is Darrin Truman. Darrin be here to train those mustangs we brought in for Mr. G. He will be here for a spell training green stock for us to ride.”

Darrin shook hands with all three before he and Dusty sat down next to one another. It was just a moment or two before Robin came in with two bowls on a big tray. She set one down in front of Sam and the other in front of Darrin. By that time two more hands came in. Then Mr. Garfield came in and sat down. Darrin expected the hands to start helping themselves. One of the men sat right across from Darrin. He was older and looked at Darrin, then turned to Robin and said something that Darrin couldn’t hear. 

She simply nodded her head, then said, “Daddy, this is Mr. Darrin Truman. Mr. Truman, this is my daddy, Edwin Murphy.” 

They shook hands and he thanked Darrin for giving Robin a ride over earlier. Then he introduced Darrin to the younger man next to him, “Darrin, this is Matthew Garfield.”

Robin and Cookie came in, set the hot gravy on the table. They too sat down filling up all but one of chairs set around the big table. 

Robin then said, “Mr. Darrin Truman, this is Bradley Masterman, but most of us call him, Cookie. Cookie, this is Darrin Truman.”

Amos Garfield spoke up, “Now that everyone has been introduced to our newbie, How about we give thanks to the Great Provider for the bounty in front of us.” 

He then bowed his head and began, “Gracious Father, we thank you for another day to do the work you put into our hands to do. Thank you for this food in front of us. We ask that you make it our source of physical strength until we can sit down at this table again. Amen”

Everyone started loading their plates with roast beef, mashed potatoes and mixed vegetables. Some, including Darrin, even went back for seconds. The word ‘bounty’ that Mr. Garfield used in his thanksgiving was a very good way to describe the food. One could also add the word delicious. After most all had finished the main course, Robin stood and went back into the kitchen and brought out two big apple pies along with ice cream. Darrin thought if he ate like this every day, he would not be able to climb up on a horse before too long. He chose to have only some ice cream, but asked if he could have a piece of apple pie to go. 

Robin laughed, “I was hoping you would want some. It is one of my specialties. Cookie likes to cook, but he always has me do the baking. I’ll fix a plate for you to take with you.” 

She then disappeared back into the kitchen and brought back a plastic container, “I’ll make this to go for you after everyone else has their pie.” 

She then passed the first pie to her father, and waited for him to get his before he passed the pie on. She then passed the ice cream to him. Darrin noticed that Mr. Murphy took an extra-large piece and heaped a big scoop of ice cream on top. 

Darrin wondered, ‘How could one man eat that much food?’ 

Then he thought about how Robin had gone out of her way to make sure he got some of her pie, ‘Maybe she does that for all the new fellows that show up to work for her boss, and then again, maybe she wants to get my attention. ‘I’ll have to keep my eyes open to see which is the case. It wouldn’t be so bad if she was doing this to get my attention.’ 

After the meal everyone stayed around for a time to share how their day had gone. Darrin listened in on the conversations. He was curious about what each of the hands did. He also wondered who kept up with their activities, since Mr. Garfield apparently spends much of his time in his office. Robin had said he is a writer. Maybe in time Darrin would find out what type of writing he does, and whether he sends it out for publication. Also, he wondered if he has any books in print for sale somewhere. 

After listening in for a while he determined that Robin’s dad, Edwin Murphy, ran the ranch. Mr. Garfield, apparently was not very hands-on in his own operation. Darrin wondered if maybe Mr. Garfield had bought out the Murphy’s grazing land. He remembered what Robin had said about them selling their land to pay for her mom’s medical expenses.  His natural tendency was to listen and gather information from people. He has a long memory, and determined long ago that that was both a very good thing and a serious plague. It help him to know people and how he might one day be able to help them, but it also made it hard to forgive and forget anyone who might have stepped on his toes at some time in the past. In his travels over the last five years this had happened many times. Even now he can still recall names of several riders, as well as, several rodeo judges who had done him wrong. One rider had even secretly cut his cinch straps just before the last ride in an event causing Darrin to forfeit the final ride. That one act of sabotage had cost him big bucks. It meant he would neither come in first nor second because he had to forfeit. He came away without any winnings for that three day rodeo weekend. 

First place had been five thousand dollars and second was thirty five hundred. Darrin was never able to prove which rider had done it, but it was likely either the one who came in either first or second. So he had lost out on one of his better purses. He took the loss to the Lord, and on the very next rodeo, both he and one of these two other riders was there. In that event this other rider sustained a serious injury which took him out of the competition for a long time. Darrin was reminded of that verse in the Bible that reads, “Vengeance is mine saith the Lord.” 

Darrin knew there is more to that verse, but this part was all that he could remember. He never took the time to look it up, but he felt vindicated by the One who knows all of our thoughts and actions. 

Supper was over and Robin and Cookie were clearing things off the table. She brought his container of pie and a clean plastic fork and set it down in front of him, “I hope you enjoy your pie. And, thanks again for giving me a ride to work this afternoon.”

“It was my pleasure and thank you for the pie. I’m sure I will enjoy it. Let me know how I can pray for your mother.” 

She smiled that smile that had almost made him speechless earlier in the day, “I’ll let you know tomorrow what my mom would like prayer for. Good night Mr. Truman.” 

“Good night Miss Murphy, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

He then stood up, picked up the pie and fork before he left to walk back to his little cabin which is going to be his home away from home for several weeks. 

His plan is to get an early start early in the morning. Dusty had told him breakfast started at six, and the ranch work was started by seven each morning.
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Chapter 2

Gaining Trust
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Through You we will push down our enemies; through Your name we will trample those who rise up against us. For I will not trust in my bow, nor shall my sword save me. But You have saved us from our enemies, and have put to shame those who hated us. Psalm 44:5 - 7

Darrin slept like a rock. This bed is better than most he had found in the many motels and hotels he had stayed at over the last five years. He was up and first in line for breakfast that first morning on his new assignment. He had even gone out to visit the mustangs for about a half hour before he went to breakfast. They milled around until he brought some hay for them. They didn’t hesitate to come over when he dropped the hay in the bins just inside of the corral. He talked to them while he was filling the bins with hay. They apparently had food on their minds just like Darrin had when he’d woken up early.

Breakfast was a serve yourself type with a buffet line set up along one wall in the big dining room. Mr. Garfield was there filling his plate with scrambled eggs, bacon and toast, “Good morning Boss. Looks like a fine day to be out working. I congratulate you on the fine mattress in the cabin you assigned for me. It slept better than most hotel beds I’ve slept in over the years.”

“Morning Darrin. I’m glad to hear that. My late wife was responsible for picking out all of the furnishings for both the bunk house and the main house. She always said, “A happy hand is a productive hand. She spent some extra money to make sure everyone who lives here is comfortable. I have to agree that she had the right idea. I admit I’ve never had to sleep in any of the bunkhouse cabins, but I’ve also never had anyone complain about the sleeping quarters. Did I see you down there feeding the mustangs a little while ago?”

“Yes sir, I wanted to get an early start. I plan to have their full attention when I get back down there after my breakfast. I plan to spend the day letting them know that I am not a threat to them. I did go down there for a short time last evening and played my guitar around them. I want them to know all of the things that they might experience in the future. I even had that pinto mare come over and smell my boot when I was playing. She will probably be the first one I’ll get to work with. I count fourteen horses. Are you going to need all of them for your ranch, or are some going to be sold off?”

He took his place at the head of the table and responded, “I will need about five or six head for here. The rest will be sold off once you have finished your part. I already have two customers lined up. They may stop by while you are working with the horses. Just do your thing and let me answer any questions they might have.” 

Before Darrin could respond Mr. Garfield said, “Are you a God fearing man?”

Darrin smiled and responded, “Yes Sir, I don’t know too many bronc riders who haven’t turned to God when the ride got too rough. I was raised in a Christian home and I turned my life over to the Lord when I was fifteen. He has been my source of strength for a long time. I don’t want to know any other.”

“Well good, and thanks be to our God. Would you be so kind as to give thanks for our food this morning?”

Darrin nodded then bowed his head, “Thank you Lord for this brand new day. For the provisions of the day. For life, breath and health. In your Son’s name I pray. Amen.”

Darrin heard several amends, and realized that some of the other hands had come in while he was praying. He started eating his breakfast and visited with Mr. Garfield while they ate. He asked if Matthew Garfield was a relative.

Mr. Garfield laughed and nodded his head, “Yes, he’s my boy. He is in college in the winter months, but choses to come home and work for me as a hand during the summer. His sister, Roberta, we call her Bobbie, will be back from her trip in a few days. She is also in college. She wanted to take a trip with one of her girlfriends. They are in Australia for about ten days. Her girlfriend was raised there. Her parents and family still live down under. Bobbie went down there with her. It will be her first trip outside of the U.S. I’m anxious to hear how she liked it. If her mom was still alive, she wouldn’t have allowed Bobbie to go that far away, but I wanted her to have this experience.”

Darrin spoke up, “I competed down there one time during our off season up here. I didn’t do too well. I barely won enough to pay for my trip. Their rodeo competition is pretty strong. Plus, they draw bronc riders from all over the world. Some of my toughest competition came from other parts of the world. It’s a different country, with lots of space and varying living conditions. In their big cities life is not that much different than here, but in the outback, it can get very primitive. Many people live without the modern conveniences and live very close to the land. I wouldn’t mind going back if I could find the right plot of land and raise a few cattle and horses. But then, I could probably find the same thing right here. I have my eye on a piece of ground not far from here. It will be available somewhere down the road. My uncle and aunt are going to retire one day soon. They are the ones that raised me after my folks passed. They told me I would be first on their list to contact when they decide to sell. I’ve stashed some money away just for this purpose. It’s not enough yet to buy them out, but it will make a sizable down payment. Forgive me, I been running off at the mouth. Probably told you more than you really wanted to know.”

“No Darrin, it’s good to see someone your age who has a long range plan. I was like you when I was younger and newly married. I had a plan to become very rich, but when that quickly stalled, I found this place and acquired it for next to nothing. Back then open range land could be had for $200.00 per acre. I bought this place back then for a little more than I paid for replacing all of my breeding bulls last year. I’ve developed the place over time. I would like for Matthew and Bobbie to run it at some time down the road. So far, I’m not sure that that is going to happen. Matthew seems to have another plan on his mind, and Bobbie, she just wants to go out there and do other things. She may, one day, see what great value this place has.”

“Well, I hope they do soon see that you have something well worth holding onto. I didn’t develop my long range plans until I was seriously injured last year. I came to the conclusion that bronc riding can be very dangerous both to the young and older man. It didn’t take me long after that happened to see that I needed to make some serious changes. That is why I am here. If all goes well, I will be ready to acquire Uncle’s place when they are ready to sell it. Now, I better go out there and earn my keep. Nice talking to you Boss.”

Darrin went by his cabin and got his guitar and a jug of water. He then went out to spend time with the mustangs. He found a barrel that he rolled into the corral. He set it up in one corner and sat down and began to play. He played and sang for a couple hours while the horses slowly began to drift closer and closer. Again the pinto mare was the first to come over to him. She stood by for the longest time just listening to his singing. He watched her close her eyes and either slept or was spellbound by the music. When one of the hands came close, the horses move away. But, when no one was around they came back to be close to Darrin. 

His next plan was to find a supply of raw carrots. Most all horses like them. He wanted to get them to eat out of his hand. He believed the pinto mare would be the first to do that. He was confident that by tomorrow he would be able to pet her and brush her down. She was that comfortable with his presence, even after only these two short times of singing and playing to them. With one horse in the group coming along, the rest should soon become more relaxed around him. 

Darrin broke away to go up to the main house for the noon meal. They called it their dinner time. With his fill of food he returned to the corral and sang and played for another hour. The horses all moved closer within a few minutes of his being there. He played and talked to them for another half hour. 

He told the mustangs about his experiences traveling all over the country, about riding some of the meanest bucking horses around. He also shared about his days entertaining crowds from Fargo to Miami; from San Diego to Sheyenne. He told them that winning a horse’s trust was like winning a woman’s trust. You had to let her know that you care for her. Then you wanted to make her feel like the most important person in your life; to give her honey instead vinegar. 

He now has a name for the pinto mare. He started calling her ‘Boldness.’ She was becoming his first faithful friend among the group. She was first in line to come stand close to him. She took the first carrot from his hand. She was back for a second one. With the second one he was able to scratch her neck without her bolting away. She stood there and let him rub her neck for several minutes before she moved off. By tomorrow he was certain she would let him brush her down. He was winning her over with sweetness instead of meanness. 

Darrin was still there when Robin rode up on her bike that afternoon. She stood unnoticed by the railing of the corral for a time listening to him sing to the horses. She thought to herself, ‘How nice it would be if he would sing to me like that as well.’

It was a moment or two before Darrin even knew she was there, “Hello Miss Murphy. It’s good to see you. Thank you for the great pie last night. I ate it just before going to bed. It was wonderful.”

“You’re welcome Mr. Truman. I’m glad you enjoyed it. I’m a little early getting to work today. I saw you here working with the horses. Thought I’d come by and see how you are doing.” 

She then went on, “Oh, by the way, my mom said to say thank you for your prayers. She and Daddy must have had a conversation about you last night. She was wondering if you.... might stop by sometime to meet her. Maybe a better way to put it, she was hoping to get to meet you one day soon. I told her I would ask.”

Darrin noticed that she was looking past him at something. He glanced back and saw that Boldness had followed him over to the fence. She was standing just a few feet away.

Robin was impressed, “That’s amazing. I’ve stopped by this corral every day for the last week and never had any of these horses come close to me. They must like your singing a lot. Or maybe it’s those carrots you have hanging out of your back pocket.”

Darrin turned and looked around and laughed, “This one I’m calling Boldness. She really likes carrots. He pulled one out of his pocket and broke it in half. He let her take it out of his hand. At the same time he rubbed her neck. She stood there for the longest time and let him scratch her, “I think she is going to be my first candidate to ride. She already knows I’m one of the good guys. Tomorrow I’m going to brush her down. Once I start that, they almost always stand still for me for a long time. They all like to be brushed, almost as much as they like carrots.”

“Well, I’d better go up there and help Cookie so we all can have supper tonight. He’s fixing chicken and baked potatoes for supper tonight. I’ll see you at supper then.”

“Yes, see you later, oh and tell your mom I’d love to meet her sometime. You can let me know what day she feels up to company.”

Robin smiled showing off those beautiful white teeth, “Okay, I will.” 

She then turned with her long, shiny ponytails following her around, and with smooth, delicate strides, made her way up and into the main house. Darrin watched her all the way until she was out of sight. He now had to train his mind to concentrate on the job at hand. As much as he wanted to he shouldn’t be taking so much time to gaze on the beauty that surrounds him. 

He would find time to go visit Miss Robin Murphy’s mother one day soon. In the meantime, he’d continue to pray that God would see fit to heal her.

Darrin Learned quickly to take only modest portions of the food set out at each meal, so he would save room for the dessert that always came after supper. He knew Miss Robin Murphy was the one who made all of them. He didn’t want to take a chance to hurt her feelings by not eating dessert. He also didn’t want to bother her by always asking for one to go. 

One thing was certain, he was going to miss all the good food to be enjoyed when he moved once he moved on to the next job. When this job was finished, when all the horses were completely trained, he may have to go back to fixing his own meals. What a letdown that was going to be. He was good at a lot of things, but cooking was not one of his strong suits.

On day three, Darrin had been successful in getting a bridal and saddle on the pinto mare, and a bridal on the buckskin mare. The buckskin was not quite ready for the saddle as yet, but she adapted to the bridal very quickly. By the end of the week Darrin had ridden Boldness all around the corral and was ready to take her out to test her out in the open. She had not bucked once during all his work with her. He led the buckskin mare out with Boldness and took them out for a mile run. They both preformed beautifully. He would ride Boldness every day until she was used to this routine. He then started getting the buckskin mare, Frosty, ready for the saddle. She didn’t like it at first. But, when she was led around with the saddle in place, following him riding Boldness, she did fine. By week end he was riding both mares for an hour each, first inside the corral before taking them out in the open. The rest of the horses were all coming around more and more. He was keeping the local grocer busy by providing enough carrots for these horses. 

Darrin worked with the horses again on Saturday, but decided not to do any more than just feed them on Sunday. He was determined to find a church where he could attend service on Sunday morning. It was on Saturday afternoon when Miss Robin stopped by to watch him work with the horses that he asked her if there was a good Bible teaching church close by. 

She said, “Daddy and I go to the Calvary Country Church whenever Mama is up to staying home by herself. We will be going tomorrow. You are welcome to come with us.”
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