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What the readers
say…………….

Under a Comanche
Moon was a delightful read even for an
adult. Young readers for whom it was written will enjoy a glimpse
into that part of history and will relate well to the
characters.

Pat N., Weatherford, TX

Under a Comanche
Moon is a very interesting book! Set in
Texas in the 1870s, it is an intriguing look at history being made
in the form of a journal by Jane McGregor. Jane is a precocious 12
year old when the story starts, and it ends when she is 17. She is
a tough and stubborn young lady. She faces many challenges, but
overcomes most of them. She has my respect.

Pat Capps Mehaffey has written an
exciting and interesting historical fiction story. I don’t know how
much research went into putting this book together, but I can guess
that there was a lot done! The descriptions of the town, costumes
and even the language used were very vivid and brought the book to
life. I highly recommend this book as not only an educational tool,
but an exciting adventure for young readers and adults
alike.

Lynn W., United Kingdom

If you love old stories
and Texas history, you will enjoy Under a
Comanche Moon. The story is told through
journal entries by Jane, the youngest member of the McGregor
family. We learn about pioneer life through her eyes (daily
struggles, cooking, neighbors, love, etc.)I enjoyed many things
about the book, but witnessing the love between mother and child
(Caroline and Jane) was very touching.

Kelly K., Vienna, VA

Shadows of the
Comanche has an interesting plot and
engaging characters. It’s a fascinating look at pioneer Texas that
will keep the readers entertained to the end. Nancy Jane is a young
girl who thinks on her feet during a crisis and deals with her
clairvoyance in a sensitive, down-to-earth way that offers a great
role model for girls in the modern world. I loved this
book!

Bea S., Fort Worth, TX

 


Shadows of the
Comanche is a thrilling and engaging
continuation of Under a Comanche
Moon. The harsh realities of the time when
Texas was really just beginning combined with the creativity of Pat
Capps Mehaffey makes for thrilling adventures and keeps the reader
solidly connected with the determination and strength of character
required of the folks who settled this great state.

Kelly P. and Jane C., Mansfield,
TX
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This series, woven together from my
own family history and the stories my father told, explains some of
the hardships and victories of the Texas pioneer life. The McGregor
family is loosely based on my ancestors who homesteaded land in
Comanche County, Texas. Some principal characters depict their
friends and neighbors. Others are absolutely fictional. All names
are changed to preserve privacy.

Shadows of the
Comanche follows Under a Comanche Moon. Comanche
Paint, third in the series, will be
available soon.
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PREFACE

April 1840

A Comanche camp in Texas

Radiant light from the full moon
hanging low in the sky illuminated a small Comanche war party.
Curved Bow led seven warriors south toward Mexico on a raid for
more horses. The horse herd was dangerously low and must be
increased.

“Comanche cannot live
without horses,” the medicine man warned. “Our wealth is measured
by horses.”

They used horses to move camp, hunt
buffalo, play games, steal other horses and fight enemies. Curved
Bow turned and looked at the line of red men behind him. For this
raid, he chose experienced braves he could depend on. Last night
they smoked the pipe, danced the age-old steps to the beat of the
drums, then they purified their bodies and minds in the old tribal
tradition.

Now in another ritual, Curved Bow led
the single file of red men toward the massive oak tree standing
alone on the prairie. The ancient tree, even older than his clan’s
memory, touched the sky. Beside it squatted a huge bolder, its top
reaching his horse’s withers. Curved Bow rode in the narrow path
between the two, reaching out his left hand to touch the tree
trunk. With his right hand he touched the rock. Each following
warrior did the same.

The words the shaman chanted before
they left camp echoed in Curved Bow’s mind. In the protection of
Sky Father and Earth Mother, this would be a successful mission.
They would return with many horses.

 


***

 


April 1860

Comanche County, Texas

Robert McGregor wiped the sweat from
his face with his shirtsleeve. He and his three sons labored many
days and weeks trying to clear this stubborn Texas land. During the
time of the full moon, they’d even worked at night. The decision to
move from Louisiana to Texas in a covered wagon pulled by two
matched mules proved a lucky choice. He homesteaded 160 acres of
good soil beside a deep creek and built a dugout. His wife,
Caroline, didn’t like it much, but she made do. They’d camp there
until they could build a cabin with logs cut from the land. Now
they toiled with axe and plow to remove the brush, tree stumps and
rocks. Robert meant to establish a fine ranch in this spot; one
that could be expanded and improved and handed down to his children
and grandchildren.

Hot and tired, Robert sat beneath the
biggest oak tree he’d ever seen, trying to catch his breath and
cool off. He wondered how old it was; probably even older than the
giant boulder sunk into the soil nearby. Well, they’d both have to
stay put. He refused to cut down such a perfect tree and he
couldn’t move the rock. Both of them would bring pleasure and
comfort to him and his family.


Chapter One

 


Effie’s Quest

1875

Comanche County, Texas

 


“Effie’s run off to the Comanches
agin. I need yore help to git her back.”

These words spoken by our neighbor, Johnny
Adkins, froze the blood in my veins and made me light-headed. I’d
had a couple of run-ins with Comanche and never wanted another one.
But I’d better start at the beginning.

This morning at breakfast, Papa said,
“Texas is hot as heck. Not even the devil could stand this heat.”
He said “heck” but I knew what he meant, I’m just not allowed to
say that word. Today sure proved him right. I finished all my
chores before noon. I learned from experience to get them done
early in the morning.

I went out to the edge of the woods
that marked the clearing for our yard. The coolness under the big
trees gave me some relief from the baking heat. I’d discovered a
big red ant hill there. I liked to use a long stick to stir all
around the hole in the center that led to their underground home.
Hundreds of ants came swarming up on the hill angry and ready to
fight anything. I never tired of watching them.

I had a clear view of Johnny riding
down the path on a droopy looking mule named Maude. Maude and a
wagon served as the Adkins family’s only transportation. They were
our poorest neighbors with ten children who always looked hungry.
Johnny was the oldest. Mama fed them every chance she
got.

Johnny tied Maude to the front porch
rail, took his old straw hat off and wiped his feet on the porch
steps. I got to the porch about the time he knocked on the door and
decided to sit there and see what I could hear.

“Missus McGregor, I’m
right sorry to bother you, but I got serious business to talk to
Mr. McGregor ‘bout.” Johnny turned his hat round and round in his
hands as he talked. “I don’t reckon he’s here now?”

“No Johnny, he and the
boys are clearin’ stumps and rocks out of the new field where
Robert hopes to plant wheat. But they’ll be home before long for
dinner. Why don’t you wait for him on the porch in the shade and
have a cool drink? Jane will bring it to you.”

Shucks! I guess Mama knew all the time
that I hung around on the porch. It’s sure hard to put anything
over on Mama.

Before long Papa, Allen, Stephen and
George rode into the yard, dismounted and joined Johnny. Johnny’s
nerves seemed about shot, and he hardly talked sense.

“Effie’s run off again.
She disappeared four or five times afore, but we always found ‘er
afore she’d gone far. ‘Cept one time when Missouri’s husband Ben
found ‘er and took ‘er home with ‘im. Ben got word to us that Effie
wuz safe, and said Missouri wanted to keep ‘er a few days. You
remember my sister, Missouri? She’s the one married to Ben Meyers,
son of old Jacob. They live on the Meyers ranch.”

“Johnny,” Papa
interrupted. “I remember Missouri, but I need you to calm down,
take a deep breath and tell me about Effie.”

“She’s gone, Mr. McGregor.
I rode to all the places where we found ‘er afore, but couldn’t
find ‘er nowhere.. We knew Effie wuz missin’ about dark Wednesday
when she never come home. That mornin’ Ma packed ‘er a flour sack
of venison jerky and cornpone and a fruit jar of water, then sent
‘er off to herd the goats. Effie wuz supposed to bring the goats
home at dark but none of ‘em showed up. Two of the other young ‘uns
had to go get the goats.”

Mama laid a hand at her throat.
“Goodness, and now it’s Friday.”

“Take a drink of water,
Johnny, and tell me what happened next,” said Papa, passing him a
canteen.

“Well, I lit a lantern and
climbed on Maude’s back. I searched all night hollerin’ ‘Effie’ out
loud. About daybreak, me and Maude got a drink out of the creek. I
hobbled Maude, crawled in my bedroll and took a nap. Then I
commenced huntin’ Effie agin. All day Thursday I ate berries an’
pecans when I found ‘em and drank water where I could. Me and Maude
just kept lookin’. After I bedded down Thursday night, I tried agin
to figure out how to find Effie.”

Johnny looked tired and worn out. The
bones in his thin face almost poked through the skin. He heaved a
weary sigh and continued

“The first time she run
away, Ma and Pa worried ‘bout to death while she was gone. They
were worked up by the time she got home. They asked ‘er where she
was goin, but she wouldn’t tell ‘em. Pa grabbed Effie’s shoulders
and shook ‘er hard, and Ma yelled at ‘er, tryin’ to get ‘er to tell
where she aimed to go. Effie clamped ‘er jaws together and wouldn’t
say one word.”

“Johnny, did you question
the other children when you knew she was gone this time? Maybe one
of ‘em knew where Effie was headed.”

“I shore did. This time I
asked Frank. You know he’s just two years younger than Effie, and
they’re big pals. Frank said Effie had been tryin’ to get back to
the Comanche tribe that kidnapped ‘er and Frank a few years ago. He
didn’t want to tell me about it ‘cause he promised Effie that he
wouldn’t. I told him that Ma and Pa wuz crazy worried ‘bout ‘er,
and said I’d give him a whupping if he didn’t tell me. He sniffed
back tears and finally started talking.

“’Frank,” Effie told him,
“I liked bein’ with the Comanche more than I liked livin’ at home.
A Comanche woman combed the tangles from my hair and washed my
face. She dressed me in some deerskin clothes that used to belong
to ‘er little girl. The clothes were soft and pretty, and I wanted
to wear ‘em. I thought the little girl died, and the woman wanted
me to take her place. The woman had a big iron pot hangin’ over a
fire with somethin’ cookin’ in it. She filled a hollow gourd with
rabbit and squirrel stew then motioned for me to eat it. She filled
my gourd-bowl three times afore I could eat no more. I liked that
good stew. That wuz the first time in my life I ever got full. I
liked all the people there, even the brave that picked me up and
sat me in front of him on his horse. He wuz nice.’”

“Can you believe she said
that to Frank, Mr. McGregor? Here’s a red Injun carrying Effie off
from her family, and she thinks he’s nice.

“I thought about all Frank
said and decided I had to come to you. You and the other ranchers
rode to the Comanche camp and brought Frank and Effie back to us
when the Injuns took ‘em. You’re the only ones who know where they
camped. I know I’m askin’ an awful lot, but I’ll find some way to
pay you, Mr. McGregor. I swear I will.”

Papa yanked the bandana
off his neck and wiped his sweaty face, then said, “I won’t take
money Johnny. You’ll repay me by bein’ a good neighbor; by givin’
help to me or my family, or other neighbors, when we need it. I’ll
leave the boys in charge here and ride over to the Hubbard place.
Maybe Old Hub can go with me. He’s the best tracker in the county.
I think I could find the Comanche camp again, but I’m certain Old
Hub could. If Charlie Morgan was still
alive, I’d see if he could go. He lived with the Comanche about
four years when he was just a young boy. He knew Comanche ways
better than anybody. But he was kicked to death by his horse awhile
back.

You know Johnny, the Indians move
around a lot followin’ game and tryin’ to find a place where no
white people live. They may not be at that same place no more. Also
the Texas Rangers have been chasin’ ‘em. They may be far away by
now.”

“Well, if they’ve moved
on, maybe you’ll find Effie looking for ‘em. She might even be on
‘er way back home. If you’ll go look fer ‘er, I can go home and
tell my folks what’s bein’ done, and they’ll be mighty grateful. If
anybody can find Effie, it’s you, Mr. McGregor. ”

I watched Papa when he rode out on
Gideon, a fine chestnut gelding. He had a bedroll, grub sack and
water canteen tied behind him. He wore his gun belt and pistol, and
his rifle stood in its leather scabbard beside the
saddle.

“Dear God,” I sent a quick
prayer up to Heaven, “Please watch over Papa and Effie and bring
‘em back safe. Amen.”

I spent the next three days watching
for Papa and listening for Gideon to come trotting home. Late on
the third day I climbed up on the barn so I could see a long ways
in every direction. At last I saw him and knew the trip had been
successful because Papa smiled a wide grin, sat tall and straight
in the saddle and looked handsomer than ever. I climbed down and
ran to meet him. Papa lifted me up behind him to sit on the
bedroll. I put my arms around his waist and squeezed hard. All the
family met us on the porch. We sat there in the cool shade while
Papa told his story.

“When I got to the Hubbard
ranch, Old Hub gladly joined in the hunt for Effie. He led me in a
straight line to the old Comanche camp. It looked empty and
abandoned for a long time. We saw where the tepees and cookin’
fires had been, but weeds and grass were beginnin’ to reclaim the
clearing.”

“Be quiet and don’t move,
Robert. I hear somethin’,” Old Hub said, drawing his
pistol.

“As I drew my own gun and
crept along behind Old Hub, I could hear what he heard. It sounded
like a child with a broken heart cryin’ ‘er eyes out. We had found
Effie.

“She sat on the ground
with her back to a big pecan tree. Scratches and mosquito bites
covered most of ‘er skin. Grass and leaves stuck out
every-which-way in ‘er hair, and many cuts and bruises showed on
‘er bare feet. With ‘er face wet and tearstained, I never saw a
more pitiful sight. Old Hub sat down beside ‘er and lifted ‘er onto
his lap.”

“All my friends are gone,”
she said between sobs. “I don’t know where they are or how to find
‘em. I wanted to live with ‘em and have ‘em as my family. Nobody
ever treated me so good and kind as they did. A woman gave me a
pretty dress with fringe on the bottom and moccasins to wear, and
she brought me lots of food all the time. I weren’t never hungry
here.”

“Now, now, Effie,” Old Hub
crooned. “Please don’t cry. You’re a strong, brave girl to come all
this long way by yourself. I’m certain sure your Comanche friends
wanted you to be part of their family, but they’re havin’ a real
hard time right now. The white people who came to Texas want all
the Indians to go to Oklahoma and live on a place set aside for
them called a reservation. Your friends are probably there now
livin’ with other tribes. They won’t ever come back
here.”

“Effie cried harder and
wiped ‘er face with ‘er skirt. ‘But I want to stay here,’ she said.
‘They might come back someday.’”

“Old Hub sighed. I saw he
studied hard about what to say next. Finally he said, ‘You’re still
a little girl. You ain’t old enough to live out in the woods alone.
There’s snakes out here and bobcats, coyotes and cougars. What
would you do if you met one of ‘em?’”

“Effie’s tears stopped
flowin, and ‘er eyes got big and round. She put her arms around Old
Hub’s neck and said, ‘I guess I better go on home now. Ma and Pa’ll
be worried.’”

“So we took ‘er home to a
glad reunion. Everyone gathered round Effie, touching her face and
hair and hugging her. Frank grabbed her hand and held on for dear
life. Her pa didn’t shake ‘er, and her ma didn’t yell. They were
too busy showing ‘er how much they loved ‘er and how happy they
felt to have ‘er safe at home.

“As we rode away I said to
Old Hub, ‘Johnny must’ve done a good job of explainin’ to all the
Adkins that Effie had been unhappy, feelin’ ignored and neglected.
From the looks of things today, I think ‘er life will be much
better from here on out.

“With a nod of his head,
Old Hub said, ‘Yeah, we can rest easy—I hope.’”


Chapter Two

 


Silent Night, Holy Night

 


 


Our adventure started at noon
yesterday, right after dinner. All of us still sat at the table
finishing up the peach tarts and milk. Mama dried so many sliced
peaches every summer we ate them all winter.

Papa seemed quiet all through the
meal. He leaned back in his chair and said, “The past few days I
been thinkin’ about how we’ve been blessed since we came to Texas.
We’ve got a warm, safe cabin with plenty of wood stacked by the
hearth and on the porch. The smokehouse is filled with turkeys,
hams and bacon ready to eat. Caroline and Jane stuffed the cellar
with potatoes, turnips, onions, honey and pecans.”

Looking serious, he continued, “Our
herd of longhorns has grown. We’ll have enough of ‘em to send on
the next cattle drive to Kansas City. We own four fine saddle
mounts, and one of ‘em will foal in the spring. Our two mules
needed to pull the wagon and plow are fat and strong. Even after we
traded two of our milk cows to the Morgan family, we still have all
we can take care of. Looks like we have so much, and some folks
have so little, like the Adkins.’”

Finally Papa got to the point. “I want
to call a family meeting right now to discuss if we’d like to do
something for the Adkins family for Christmas, and if so,
what?”

I worked my finger around my plate
scooping up all the tart crumbs. I stayed still and quiet, happy to
be part of a family meeting.

“I vote ‘yes,’ Papa,”
Allen spoke first. “Let’s get some stuff together and take it over
to them. Jane, when we went to town I bought a sack of hard
Christmas candy. I planned for it to be your Christmas gift. How
would you feel about sharin’ it with the Adkins kids?”

“That’s a good idea! Let’s
take the whole sack. I get candy ever’ Christmas, and I bet the
Adkins kids ain’t never had any. I’ve got those pretty corn dollies
Granny made me. I’d like to take one of those to Effie. And I know
just what to take for Frank. Old Hub Hubbard carves me a little
horse ever’ year. He uses soft white pine and rubs soot on the
eyes, mane and tail to make ‘em look real. I bet Frank would like a
little horse.”

“Papa, could we spare a
bucket of oats for Maude? That mule works hard for the Adkins and
does everythin’ they ask of her, even if she’s slow about it,” said
George entering the conversation. Papa nodded and smiled, and Mama
got into the spirit of the moment.

“I’m gonna fix a big pot
of chicken and dumplin’s. Jane and I’ll use the clothes basket and
fill it with good things from the cellar. Then I’m goin’ to the
smokehouse and see what we can spare out of there. I‘ll cook a
couple of peach cobblers while the chickens are
stewin’.”

“That sounds mighty fine,
Caroline. Jane solved the question of what to give Effie and Frank,
but what can we take the others? I guess all the Adkins can enjoy
Allen’s candy. I know the three oldest Adkins girls are married,
but that still leaves Johnny at home and four other children. Is
there anything we could give ‘em?”

“I’m still studyin’ on it,
Robert,” Mama said. “I want to take a packet of real ground up
coffee beans ready to boil. The Adkins grind roasted chicory roots
to make coffee. It’s a mighty poor substitute. There’s somethin’
else I could give ‘em, but only on your say-so. I knitted each of
you a warm wooly cap with a matching neck scarf and mittens. Each
set’s a different color. We could divide ‘em up with all the
Adkins, but then I wouldn’t have a Christmas gift for any of you.
What do you say?”

“I say ‘yes,’ Mama.”
Stephen, George and me all spoke about the same time.

“We have caps, scarves and
mittens from last Christmas,” Allen said.

“I’m gonna give Old Man
Adkins a couple of dollars. I still have some from the last time we
sold cattle,” said Papa.

“Let’s get busy and feed
all the livestock. The boys and I’ll do the milkin’ for you
Caroline, while you cook vittles and get ready. We’ll hitch the
team to the buckboard and put in lanterns and quilts. We’ll be
comin’ home late in the night. It’ll be cold.

We didn’t meet a single soul on the
trail to the Adkins. That’s a good thing because we made a
commotion. Papa drove the team, and Mama sat beside him. I sat in
the back with all the food and Christmas gifts. My three brothers
rode their horses along with us. We sang and talked, the boys
whistled, and the teasing and joshing got pretty loud. The miles
passed in a hurry.

Before we even stopped, the Adkins
bunch poured out to greet us. I don’t think folks visit them
much.

“Merry Christmas,” we all
yelled.

“Merry Christmas,” they
hollered back. With big grins and handshakes they welcomed us
inside.

The rundown cabin, dark and smoky,
showed plain that the fireplace didn’t draw right. Miz Adkins
rushed around lighting a lantern and adding wood to the fire, which
caused even more smoke to billow out. Papa brought the big pot of
chicken and dumplings in and hung it on the hob over the fire, then
all the men folks went out to check the livestock. I knew they’d do
little checking but lots of palavering and chewing
tobacco.

While they waited for the food to get
hot, Mama and Miz Adkins talked up a storm.

“I’m sorry, dear,” Mama
said, “I can’t remember the names of all your children.”

“I can’t rightly remember
them myself,” cackled Miz Adkins. “There’s ten of ‘em. Johnny’s the
oldest and Frank’s the youngest. It’s a real puzzlement how we
started with a boy, ended with a boy and had eight girls in
between.” She laughed out loud, and I could see gaps where some of
her teeth had been.

“The three oldest girls,
Missouri, Carolina and Georgia, all married and moved away.
Missouri married Ben Meyers and lives across the county. Carolina
wed Sam Duncan and moved to Erath County. Georgia lives the
closest. She got hitched to Mike Ford and lives in Comanche town.
He works in his pa’s general store.

“That leaves five more
gals that we gotta git married off someday. Truth to tell, I ain’t
in a hurry ‘bout that. But Virginia’s kinda antsy. She’s twenty
now, and she don’t want to be an old maid,” Miz Adkins laughed
again. “Indiana, Florida, Mattie and Effie all have plenty of
time.”

“You sure have a wonderful
family, with more than twice as many children as Robert and I
have,” said Mama. “But I’m wondering: all the girls have names of
states except the two youngest. Their names seem
different.”

“Well, ye see when Mattie
come along, I thought about namin’ ‘er ‘Tennessee.’ That’s where me
and my old man wuz both born. But I didn’t much like the
name—didn’t much like the state neither. So I decided to name ‘er
for my ma. Then when we had Effie, I figured I’d better name ‘er
for my old man’s ma. Had to keep everythin’ fair and
square.”

About that time the men all came in
ready to eat. Miz Adkins managed to find a cup, bowl or plate for
all of us. Everybody got a spoon, because Mr. Adkins had carved a
lot of them out of wood. My cup and spoon worked just fine. The
food soon disappeared.

“Santa Claus left some stuff for
y’all at our place, and we carried it over. Me and Allen will bring
it in from the wagon,” Papa said.

First Allen passed around the Christmas
ribbon-candy sack. Each one waited their turn to reach in and take
a piece. “Oooh, ahhhh,” they chorused admiring the pretty
colors.

Sitting between Frank and Effie, I heard them
both gasp when Allen placed their gifts in their hands. Effie began
to smooth the black horsehair on her cornhusk doll and hum in a low
voice. Frank touched his horse’s feet to the floor. “Clip, clop”,
he said as he bounced it around.

“Santa left these oats for Maude,”
George said, handing the bucket to Johnny.

“That Santa’s a fine man, ain’t
he? I thank ‘im for me and Maude both.” Johnny looked tickled to
death.

Papa passed the bright caps, scarves and
mittens to Johnny and the four other girls. Some of them hugged
him, the rest of them cried and hugged him. When he gave Miz Adkins
the coffee, she about fainted.

“Oh my goodness, praise the Lord,”
she sighed, “I can’t remember when we last had real
coffee.”

Last of all, Papa pressed the dollars into Old
Man Adkins’ hand. Overcome with feelings, he couldn’t say a word
for a time. He ducked his head hoping we wouldn’t see his tears.
When he could, he shook Papa’s hand saying, “Thank ye! I do thank
ye.”

He went around to every member of my family,
even me, shaking hands and saying, “Thank ye. On behalf of my whole
family, I thank ye. I can’t tell ye how much yer kindness means to
us. The love of the Lord fills me up and overflows out my
eyes.”

Suddenly my heart and mind got all still and
quiet. The noisy, smoky cabin faded away until every face stood out
separately, clear and beautiful. Filled with joy and gratitude,
each seemed to glow from within. From the stillness deep within me
came a deep, soothing voice saying, “Well done!”

Papa and Mama began to bustle about, gathering
up the empty iron pot and cobbler pans. We found our coats, caps
and gloves.

Then Old Man Adkins stood in front of the door
saying, “Wait a minute, folks. We know a few Christmas songs. Let’s
sing one now all together ‘fore y’all go home.”

His deep bass voice led out, “Silent night.”
Johnny added his voice.

George’s clear tenor joined in, “Holy
night.”

Stephen joined George, “All is calm, all is
bright.”

“Ron yon virgin mother and child,”
Papa and Allen sang the baritone. “Holy infant so tender and mild,”
Mama and Miz Adkins chimed the alto.

The Adkins girls almost raised the roof with
perfect soprano, “Sleep in heavenly peace. Sleep in heavenly
peace.”

Swelling, dipping and rising, Frank’s
little-boy voice weaving among the others made me weep. I stood
overcome, listening to a choir of angels.

During the third verse the McGregors started
slipping out the door. Earlier my brothers tied their horses to the
back of the buckboard, so they climbed in with me, snuggling deep
in the quilts. In the cold starry night Papa flicked the reins, and
the horses started homeward. Behind us the beauty of the Adkins’
blended voices still singing a song to the baby Jesus held us
speechless.


Chapter Three

 


Coming Home

 


 


Mama and I had just settled down on
the milking stools ready to milk the first cows for the evening,
when Mama stood up suddenly.

“Look to the west, Jane. See the cloud
of dust on the horizon? I’ll bet that’s your papa and the boys
driving a herd of longhorns home. This has been a long week without
‘em, and I’ll sure be glad to see ‘em. If we hurry, we’ll be
through milkin’ before they get here.”

Before they left, Papa explained to me
that it’s easier to round up longhorns in the winter when the trees
are bare and the grass is dead. He hoped to gather about fifty more
head and put some meat on their bones before he sent them on the
next long cattle drive.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/287327
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