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      Dear Reader,

      

      It is our utmost pleasure and privilege to bring these wonderful stories to you. I am so very proud of our amazing team of writers and the delight they continually bring us all with their beautiful clean and wholesome tales of, faith, courage, and love.

      

      What is a book’s lone purpose if not to be read and enjoyed? Therefore, you, dear reader, are the key to fulfilling that purpose and unlocking the treasures that lie within the pages of this book.
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      THANK YOU FOR CHOOSING A INSPIRATIONAL READS BY ROYCE CARDIFF PUBLISHING HOUSE.

      

      AS A THANK YOU WE WOULD LOVE TO GIVE YOU A BEAUTIFUL COLLECTION OF BOOKS BY OUR MARVELOUS AUTHORS
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      CLICK HERE TO PICK UP YOUR FREE INSPIRATIONAL READS

      

      FREE READS : http://brendaclemmons.gr8.com/

      

      Welcome  and Enjoy!
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            A PERSONAL WORD FROM BRENDA

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Readers,

      You read about the Wild West because of the romance, the adventure, the spirit of possibility that filled those frontier days. I write these books for the same reasons. I love the stories of the pioneer women who crossed the country to build new lives in what must have felt like a totally foreign land. With courage, faith, common sense, and a good dose of humor, many of these courageous women married their true loves and became the Old West’s literal founding mothers!

      Many of my books draw directly from history, using the real-life stories of those women to tell the story of the birth of the western half of our nation. As I look around my southwest backyard, I often take a moment to think about what it might have looked like before we all moved in. These stories are my attempt to share that wonderful adventure with you.

      Happy reading,

      Brenda
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        April 1993 Colorado

      

      

      As the bus rumbled on, coming ever closer to the tiny town of Snowy Mountain, Juliana sighed and stared out of the window. It was six years since she’d left. Six years since the fight with her mother that had sent her life on a careening course, bouncing from California to New York, to Alaska, and now back home to Colorado.

      She could still hear her mother screaming at her and she closed her blue eyes against the images flooding back. To say she hadn’t thought about the fight would be inaccurate. Juliana had thought about it a lot, although never in the immediate expectation of seeing her mother in a few hours. It was making her jittery.

      The Shining, by Stephen King, lay open on her lap, facedown so the picture of a psychotic Jack Nicholson stared at the world with mad inked eyes. She sighed. Perhaps she should have chosen a happy story to while away the hours on the bus. Then she might be in a good mood when she saw her mother and things might not explode. Again. Would she still be angry, even though it had been so long ago? Probably. Emily Bailey wasn’t one to back away from a fight; heaven knew, she was a stubborn old bird. She had had to be.

      The bus turned left at an intersection that looked new and continued, heading to the smudge on the horizon that was no doubt a late storm, still stuck in the mountains from winter. It happened all the time. The rest of the country would be well into spring, with blossoms on all the trees, and Snowy Mountain would still be under a foot of snow. Of course, after a winter in Alaska in a ski resort, Juliana felt the View’s weather probably didn’t hold a candle to the freeze she had just left. Still, as white clouds tinged with gray scudded by overhead, she knew they weren’t just passing through.

      Her suspicions were confirmed when half-an-hour later, they pulled into a gas station in Craig to the gentle patter of rain on the windows.

      Almost everyone flooded out of the bus. This was the end of the line for many folks, since Snowy Mountain wasn’t popular at this time of the year. The town made its money mostly in the hot, clammy summer months, when the sun baked the valley and the wind off the peaks brought an evening chill to the air. And just like magic, tourists popped up along with the daisies. They came to climb the cliffs, hike in the high passes, and artists a plenty crawled into town, each trying to capture the view and make it their own.

      Juliana wondered how many people still came. How popular was old-world charm in a time when new was the flavor of the day?

      A shadow fell across her and she looked up into hazel eyes peeking through a fringe of dark brown hair.

      “Excuse me, is this seat taken?”

      Shaking her head, Juliana said, “No.”

      The man was young, not much older than she was, and he looked oddly familiar. Of course, anyone going to Snowy Mountain was likely to be someone she knew. Unless the town had boomed in the years she’d been away, it was likely the board would still say “Welcome to Snowy Mountain, population 5326” or something like that.

      The man pulled his sheepskin jacket off and, holding it on his lap, sat down. He smelled like aftershave and fresh air. Not the fresh air meaning nothing, but actual farm-bred fresh air, as though he’d been in the wind and grass a while and it had left its mark on him.

      “Kyle Nichols,” he said, offering her a hand.

      “Kyle? Your family owned the store on Main Street. Nichols’ General Store, right?” Juliana said, smiling.

      “Yeah, we still do, only I run it now,” Kyle said, smiling a little uncertainly. “You look familiar, but …”

      “Oh, come on. You must remember me!” Juliana said, turning in her seat so he could see her face properly.

      Kyle shook his head. “You’re going to have to help me here.”

      “I’m disappointed. We played Spin the Bottle at your tenth birthday and I had to kiss your cheek,” Juliana said and reached up, pulling her beanie off her head, letting her copper locks tumble around her shoulders.

      Kyle’s eyes grew wide in surprise. “Juliana Bailey! No way!”

      She shrugged and smiled. “Guilty.”

      He laughed as dimples dented his cheeks. Juliana didn’t remember Kyle being this handsome. He’d always been there, of course. He was three years older, though, since his parents owned the only store where you could buy anything and everything in Snowy Mountain, he was well known, yet never a popular kid.

      “You back for your dad? I was sorry to hear about his health,” Kyle said, his face dropping. “He’s a good guy.”

      “Yeah,” Juliana said, her heart dropping. She had been avoiding that topic all week and now, as the driver closed the doors and the bus lurched into motion, she knew she couldn’t avoid it any longer. “Margaret says he’s doing okay … or at least he was last week. I haven’t heard from her since, which has been a blessing.” She left it hanging. This was not easy. Even with someone she barely knew, like Kyle.

      They rode in silence.

      “So, why are you on the bus?” Juliana asked. “Did you lose that old truck your family had? What was that thing?”

      “The Ford? Oh, yeah, it died. It was terrible, smoked and gurgled something awful,” Kyle said. “My father was not kind to that truck. Actually, I’m down here because of car trouble. My new truck has decided to blow a gasket and I came to Craig to get a new one.”

      “Did you get one?” Juliana asked.

      “They ordered it for me,” Kyle said. “And before you ask, yeah, the phones are down. We had a storm about four days ago; downed lines all over the place.”

      “Good old Snowy Mountain weather.”

      Pausing, Juliana looked out of the rain-streaked window at the sopping town.
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