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			Disclaimer

			This is a work of fiction. Angus McDougal, his family, the glen, and everything associated with it are fabricated. Various historical figures have been intertwined into the story purely for the story’s sake.

			There is an actual McDougal clan in Scotland with their own tartan variations. The kilt on the front cover is a facsimile of the ancient tartan. 

		

	
		
			DEDICATION

			This book is dedicated to my mother, Louise Fausett Graham. At an early age, she introduced me to the world of books. My reading skills were abysmal, and something had to be done. She took me to the library. It was the best thing she could have done because I discovered a love for books that is with me to this day. 

			If not for my mother, I wouldn’t have written this story or the others I have put to paper. She has passed on to her reward. But if she were alive, she would encourage me to pursue my passion. She would be my number one fan. 

			“Thanks, Mom!”

		

	
		
			THE GLEN

			“Boys, we’re here!” shouted Angus while reining in his horse. “I can remember it like it was yesterday. See that big pile of rocks across the river? That’s my claim marker. It took me most of a day to gather all those rocks. I knew I could find my way back. Praise the Lord Almighty that I did!”

			They were at the Snake River in Idaho. It was the McDougal family. The patriarch, Angus, had discovered the valley while he was with a trapping party in 1823. He was smitten with the beauty of the valley the first time he saw it and immediately claimed it. He had erected a stone marker. Then, he chiseled his name and date to signify the valley was his.

			Now, it was twenty-six years later. They were here to take possession. They had left St. Louis with a large wagon train bound for Oregon, crossed into Idaho, and parted company with the wagon train when they reached the Snake River. Angus had led the family upriver until he found what he was looking for. For many years, he had told his family about the valley. Now they were here, eighty-eight in total, his sons, daughters, their families, and hired hands. He and his wife, Katherine, had been blessed with eleven children. All had survived childhood and were virile and healthy. There were seven boys and four girls—Ansel, Atticus, Anne, Absalom, Abigail, Abraham, Abner, Amelia, Alexander, Ava, and Little Angus. All but Amelia, Alexander, and Little Angus were married and had their own families.

			Everyone had either dismounted or crawled down from a wagon seat and gathered at the river’s edge.

			“Pa, are you sure this is the place?” asked Abraham.

			“I know this country like the back of my hand. Do you see that boulder up there? I carved my name, date, and claim on that stone. I’m sure of it,” answered Angus.

			“Pa, how are we going to get across?” asked Ansel while staring at the river. “The water looks pretty rough, and where is the valley? All I see is a granite cliff ahead of us.”

			“It’s too late in the day to try crossing the river. We’ll camp on this side tonight and get a fresh start in the morning. Everybody needs a hot meal and a good night’s sleep. Besides that, the women are exhausted. Tomorrow is going to be a chore,” he answered.

			No one got any sleep that night. Everyone was too excited and anxious. The place they had dreamed of for so many years was across the river. Their dream was about to become a reality.

			At daybreak, the men stood on the riverbank and pondered how to get across safely.

			“We’ll try to float the wagons across. We have to be careful. There are plenty of rocks and rapids to worry about,” decided Angus. “We’ll tie ropes to the corners of the wagons and use the horses to help steer them across. One of us on each corner should do it. The valley is there. Don’t you worry about it; we’ll do just fine.”

			Considering there were twenty-eight heavily loaded wagons, it wouldn’t be easy. It took most of the day, and they almost lost one of them. The current had caught it and almost jerked it out of their hands. It was starting to topple over when the men regained control.

			“Whew! That was close! That wagon has my blacksmith tools and anvil in it,” sighed an exhausted Atticus in relief. He had fussed and worried about it ever since they had left home.

			Finally, they were safely across. That included their horse remuda, cattle, chickens, and hogs.

			After cleaning up, Angus called all of the family together. His trapping friends had called him Preacher because of his faith in God. The name had stuck, and many only knew him by that name. Now he called for silence.

			Bowing his head, he began, “Let us pray. Father, we thank you for your traveling mercies. We thank you that we got here safely. We thank you for our new home in the valley. We ask that you bless us, protect us, and meet our needs. In Jesus’s almighty powerful name. Amen.”

			They circled their wagons and unhitched the teams while the women started a fire and began fixing supper.

			“Pa, how did you find this place?” Abner asked while they were eating.

			“It was pure luck. I was following the river, looking for beaver, when I saw an elk disappear behind that massive rock up there,” he said as he pointed at a boulder against the cliff wall. “We needed meat, so I went after it. Behind that rock is a big hole in the cliff. I followed that elk into a large cave. On the other side is the valley. Just wait until you see it.”

			“Can we go now?” asked Little Angus.

			“We’ll go in the morning after everyone’s had a good night’s sleep. I will show you the valley in the morning,” he glared at Little Angus.

			“Aw, Pa!”

			“You heard me!”

			It was a restless night for everyone. It had been a long, arduous journey, and they were exhausted, but excitement and anticipation kept them awake.

			Morning broke with the sun popping over the horizon. The aroma of bacon and sourdough biscuits caused everyone to linger near the cooking fires. The men stood around with steaming hot cups of coffee to help ward off the morning chill.

			After eating, Angus rose to his feet and spoke. “Quiet down, everybody. I know that you are anxious to see your new home. We’re going to do it now. We’ll divide up into two groups. One has to stay and watch over the camp while the others go. When the first group returns, it will be the other group’s turn.”

			The family groaned with disappointment.

			“Who gets to go first, Pa?”

			“It is only fair that your ma, the five oldest, and their families go first.”

			“Aw, Pa, I wanted to go first!” complained Little Angus.

			“Hush up, boy, or you won’t go!”

			Chastised, Little Angus decided he had better keep his mouth shut.

			“Boys, get your rifles. We don’t know what might be behind those rocks,” ordered Angus.

			Angus led the first party from the camp. Following a game trail up the hill, they approached the rock. Angus ducked behind it, and they entered a large cavern. It was massive. There were signs of animal activity everywhere. On one of the walls, there were primitive paintings of stick-figure people and animals. At the other end of the cave, they could see the bright glow of sunlight emanating from a large hole.

			“I figure we can winter in here while building our cabins,” offered Angus. “It’s dry, and if my memory serves me right, there’s a spring on the other side of that wall.”

			Some of them nodded their heads in agreement.

			Leading them farther, they stepped out of the cave entrance onto a bench overlooking the valley. They couldn’t comprehend what they saw. The valley opened in front of them. It was vast and surrounded by steep granite walls as far as the eye could see. In the distance, they could see a large lake fed by a waterfall that cascaded from a fissure in the rock. They watched a herd of elk, smiled and pointed as eagles soared overhead, and were thrilled at seeing a herd of wild horses heading for the lake.

			“Oh, Angus! It’s bonnie!” gushed Kate. “Much better than you described!” The magnitude of it had taken her breath away.

			“Aye! Words don’t do it justice,” he replied as he watched his children’s reactions.

			“How big is it?”

			“It’s hard to tell. I’m figuring somewhere around forty thousand acres, give or take a few.”

			Stunned at his answer, they stood and stared. Their homestead in Tennessee had been forty acres of hills and ravines. It was more than they could comprehend.

			“Pa, while you were trapping, Ma told us that you would look for a new place for us to live. As a boy, I always wondered what it would be like. You have beat all of my expectations to a frazzle,” said an amazed Ansel. “When you came home and told us about it, the story sounded too good to be true. I’ll never doubt you again.”

			“Is this the only entrance?”

			“I don’t know for sure. We’ll have to do some exploring,” answered Angus.

			“We can run a huge herd here. We can have a horse ranch too and do whatever we want,” added Atticus.

			“Aye, we can,” answered Angus as he took Kate into his arms. “I have one more thing to say.”

			“What is it?”

			“Welcome home. Welcome to McDougal’s Glen. Let’s go back so I can show the valley to the rest of the family. Please, don’t spoil it by telling them what you’ve seen. I want them to see for themselves,” said Angus.

			That night, Kate and Angus were cuddling in their blankets under their wagon. 

			“You old coot! Why didn’t you tell me it was such a bonnie glen?” asked Kate while elbowing him in the ribs.

			“I couldn’t have described it to you if I had all the words in the world to use,” he answered. “What does it justice? Magnificent,? Grand? Awesome? You tell me what fits it?”

			“Kate thought for a moment and answered. “Bonnie!”

			“My thoughts exactly.”

			“Good night, my bonnie Kate,” he said as he kissed her.

			“Good night, and I love you,” she responded.

		

	
		
			MOVING IN

			Supper that night was a happy affair. Everybody was excited, laughing and joking with each other. Angus let them have their fun. They deserved it. It had been a long trip. 

			Afterward, he called them all together.

			“Quiet down, everybody! We’ve got some things to talk about,” he announced. “I need your attention, please.”

			Everybody settled down, and he continued.

			“You saw the glen today. Now, we have some decisions to make. It’s only fair that we make the decisions by voting. There are eleven of you, and I make it twelve. In case of a tie, the deciding vote will be by your mother. Does everybody agree with that?”

			Everybody agreed, and Angus went on.

			“Something we must consider and be ready for is that we will probably have to fight for our glen. I’m sure the Indians consider it belongs to them and won’t want to give it up. There may be someone else who will try to claim it. I know that the Shoshone tribe is prominent in this area. I’ve had dealings with them in the past. Time will tell as far as ownership. As far as I’m concerned, it’s ours until proven wrong.”

			“Whatever it takes, Pa!”

			“We’re prepared to fight. We brought enough powder and ball to fight a small war. I know that for a fact. I drove the wagon it was in,” offered Little Angus.

			“As for me and my family, we’re here to stay,” offered a defiant Absalom.

			“Aye, I feel that way too,” replied Angus. “Tomorrow, we need to fence a small corral for the livestock. While the men are fencing, the women can start moving into the cave. I think we can squeeze the wagons inside once we clear the path. It will be a good place to store them for future use. We can fix this cave. It can be downright bonnie for the winter. Even the lads and lasses can help. We need as much firewood as we can get. Send the young ones out for wood now. We’ll need it for the breakfast fire. Everybody, let’s get busy.”

			They posted guards and turned in for the night. The guards rotated every four hours so that the men got some sleep that night. Morning came, and everybody was up early, hungrily ate breakfast, and waited for Angus.

			“I think we need to get the wagons inside first because if we are out of sight, we are safe. The fencing can wait until afterward. It shouldn’t take too long.”

			It was an understatement. There were boulders they had to move and a path they had to clear. Using teams of horses and ropes, they began inching the boulders out of the way. After many long hours, it was ready to be used. Unloading each wagon came next. They carried the cargo uphill into the cave. Then, the canvas coverings and the hoop supports were carefully removed and stored. The men moved the wagons into the cave. It was back-breaking work, and all of them were tired.

			Once inside, they had to push the heavy Conestoga wagons over the uneven floor. After three days of this, the men were exhausted. Moving the last wagon against the cave wall, the men went out on the bench and collapsed. The women brought them cold dippers of water and something to eat.

			“Finally,” muttered Abner while stretching, “my back is killing me.”

			“What about my foot?” moaned Atticus. “You backed a wagon over it! Lucky it isn’t broke!”

			The men laughed at his discomfort. They all had their aches and pains.

			“I didn’t think it would take us three days to do it. We’ll do the fencing the day after tomorrow. We’ll hobble the horses tonight. They won’t go far. Let’s help the women get everything carried into the cave. I know they can’t carry the blacksmith anvil and tools,” said Angus.

			Groaning, the men got to their feet and helped the women.

			Each family chose a spot in the cave as their own. The sleeping quarters were situated so that each family would have some privacy. They started a fire to see if the cave’s fissures would draw the smoke out. To their surprise, the smoke dissipated and didn’t cloud the cave. Katherine chose a good spot for the large cooking fire. Some of the young men made make-shift tables for their meals. Rocking chairs appeared around the fire, and the men made torches to light the area.

			In a far corner, Angus built chicken coops. The milk cows and hogs had a pen constructed as well. It was bedtime before they had it done. Everybody had gone to bed except for the guards. Angus and Kate were sitting by the fire. He wrapped his arms around Kate and spoke.

			“Well, what do you think?”

			“I think for a pair of old Scots, we’ve done pretty well for ourselves,” Kate answered.

			“Are you happy?”

			“Now, why would you ask me a question like that? Of course, I’m happy,” she answered while poking him in the ribs.

			“Just wanted to know,” he said as he gave her a peck on the cheek. “Just wanted to know.”

		

	
		
			BUILDING A HOME

			“We got it done, Pa,” said Abraham as he stood back and admired their handiwork.

			It had taken them two days to build the heavy wooden gate across the entrance to the cave. The gate guaranteed safety for the family. Angus had brought a heavy-duty set of hinges and a hasp from Tennessee. Thinking ahead, Angus had Atticus fire up his forge and blacksmith the hinges and the hasp into shape on his anvil. Now, taking a chain and a padlock, he locked the gate. Smiling, he turned to his sons.

			“I’ve waited a long time for that. It feels almighty good knowing we are behind a locked gate. Nobody can sneak up on us,” he said as he unlocked and swung it open. “We’ll lock the gate every night before we turn in.”

			“Pa, we almost have the steps into the wall. Come and see,” beckoned Ansel.

			The men had discovered a place where they could get easy access to the wall directly above the entrance to the cave. Using sledgehammers and chisels, the men chipped stairs into the solid granite. On top, a concealed guard shack was built and manned around the clock. A rope was to be stretched from top to bottom for a handrail. A cast iron bell was then strategically placed nearby. If danger came along, they had a way of warning the family by ringing the bell.

			Now, the men were able to go on to other projects.

			Angus had chosen the site for the main ranch house. Sitting on a slight knoll, it overlooked a small stream and a grove of lodgepole pines. Barely a half-mile from the cave, it was within easy earshot of the bell. The men had cleared the brush out of the way. They had rolled stones into place for the foundation and began building the ranch house.

			Everywhere you looked, the sights and sounds of construction could be seen and heard. The pounding of hammers intermingled with the rasping of crosscut saws added to the construction din. Bare-chested men hoisted logs into place, and lads gathered the mud and dry weeds for the chinking. Angus was in charge of making cedar shakes for the roof. They all looked for rocks for the chimney. 

			 The men completed the main ranch house and admired their handiwork.

			“Fine job, boys,” gleamed Angus. “The nicest home we’ve ever owned. Ain’t that right, Ma?”

			Kate nodded with tears in her eyes. “Bonnie! Thank you, boys.”

			The next building to go up was the barn. It was big and spacious, perfect for the livestock. The men built a roomy bunkhouse after that.

			“Atticus, your blacksmith shop is next. Have you picked a spot for it yet? You’re going to build your cabin next to it, aren’t you?” asked Angus.

			“Yes, Pa. I want it built on the stream a couple of miles from here. Jennie and I found a place we love. There are plenty of trees to shield us from the west wind. A good place for a garden and raising lads and lasses.”

			Everyone pitched in to help with the blacksmith shop. By the end of the week, Atticus and his family moved in after a week of hard labor.

			And so it went. One by one, the families chose their building site. Each one according to their family’s needs. Abraham chose ground next to a gushing stream roaring out of the granite wall. He had plans for a grist mill. There were places where the soil was so rich and fertile that it would grow anything. He had plans for growing wheat.

			As each homestead went up, the men went on to the next one.

			Ansel loved horses. His plans were for a horse ranch. Ansel put his cabin close to a box canyon that he could use for a corral. Game trails were abundant. But most of all, he wanted to monitor the wild horse herd.

			It took a summer of backbreaking labor. Angus called the family together when the last cabin stood tall.

			“We have one more building to build,” he said.

			“What is it?” moaned Little Angus because he was tired. His job had been digging the privies. His hands, heavily calloused from using the shovel, were sore. The blisters had finally toughened up. He was eager to get rid of the shovel.

			“It’s the most necessary building of them all. We need a church. Abigail can teach the lads and lasses their school lessons there.”

			“I had forgotten about it,” replied Abigail. She was the schoolteacher for the clan.

			“We have to build,” Absalom said. “We need to get busy.”

			Everyone pitched in, and it went up quickly. Angus insisted it was built near the ranch house for convenience since he was the preacher. They added a belfry and moved the alarm bell into it. Trying the bell, Angus spoke above the clamor.

			“Now it feels like home. Praise God! We are home.”

			Bright and early on Sunday morning, Angus began ringing the bell. The family arrived, entered, and sat on the rough-hewn log benches.

			Angus went forward. His Bible was in his hands. Looking out over his family, he began to cry.

			Regaining his composure, he softly spoke. “I have waited many years for this, all of my family under one roof. And especially in the presence of the Heavenly Father. I missed all of your childhoods. I wasn’t there for your birthdays, nor was I there for your victories or defeats. I missed it all. I told myself I was doing it for you. I realize now that I was doing it for me. I was selfish. I ask that you forgive me, please.”

			Immediately, his family surrounded him. Not a dry eye anywhere.

			“Pa, we know you were doing it for us. We knew you did what you did with one thought in mind. Yes, we would have liked to have seen you more. But we understand and love you for it,” offered a teary-eyed Ansel.

			Wiping the tears from his eyes, he whispered, “I have a bonnie family, and I love you.”

			Later that night, Angus and Kate talked. It was something they always did before going to sleep. 

			“Not many would have done what you did. Behind that wall you have built is a sensitive, loving man, and I love you for it,” Kate offered. “You showed the family a side of you they very seldom see.”

			Sobbing, Angus whispered, “My bonnie Kate, what would I do without you?”

			She took him into her arms and prayed for him. It was the right thing to do. She was sure of it.

		

	
		
			EXPLORING THE GLEN

			The snow had melted to the point there were dirty, splotchy patches scattered about the cave entrance. The sun was a bright yellow orb in the sky, and a warm breeze came wafting in from the southwest. Everyone was sick and tired of winter, finding any excuse to leave that dank cave.

			Angus stood at the cave entrance and stared off into the distance. The wanderlust spirit he had set in again, and it troubled him. It was something Angus had always had to deal with. Making up his mind, he turned and went hunting for his boys. Finding them at the cooking fire, he spoke.

			“It’s time we did some exploring. Only half of you can go this time. Ansel, Abner, Atticus, and Little Angus, saddle your horses. The rest of you can go another time. There’s no way we can explore it all today.”

			They rode out midmorning. They were well-armed, and the women had packed vittles for two days.

			“We may stay out overnight. Don’t worry about us. We’ll be back,” Angus told Kate.

			“Old man, you be careful out there,” she admonished while giving him a peck on the cheek.

			He smiled, nodded, and rode off.

			“We need to see if there are any more entrances into the glen. We need to find all the water holes and hunting areas. We might even look for gold. You never know what you’ll find,” he shouted as they rode.

			The first place they stopped was the lake. They split up and began their search. There were wild game tracks everywhere. They saw elk, bison, and bear prints leading in all directions. The most intriguing thing they saw was the unshod horse tracks.

			Reuniting, they shared what they had seen.

			“Indians? We saw pony tracks on the other side of the lake,” said Abner.

			“I don’t think so. Do you remember the first time you saw the valley? Remember seeing a small herd of wild horses? I think that is what those tracks are,” answered Angus.

			“Do you think we can catch them?”

			“I don’t know. But I do know this—we’re going to try.”

			They all dismounted and went to the waterfall that was feeding the lake. Cupping their hands to catch the water, they drank long and deep.

			“Sweet water!” exclaimed Atticus as he dried his mouth on his sleeve.

			Angus smiled and said, “Aye, it is at that. Let’s see if we can find some more. We need another source when we move the herds from graze to graze. It gives the grass a chance to recover.”

			As they rode, they marveled at the granite boundary walls. Tall and majestic, they were the perfect natural fencing. Not only to protect them but also to contain their cattle and horses.

			“Look! Pa! Elk!” shouted Little Angus.

			Ahead of them, they could see several elk running away from them. None of the elk had antlers because they had shed them going into spring. Chances were there were a couple of bulls in the group, but they couldn’t tell for sure.

			They watched as a bald eagle soared overhead and were amazed as they saw it dive down and snatch up a rabbit. It made a beeline for a high rocky promontory.

			“It’s heading for the nest,” chuckled Angus. “Its missus is probably waiting on it.”

			Going on, they watched a herd of antelope race across the valley, the sunlight bouncing off their sleek, brown backs.

			“Boys! There’s food here aplenty. We won’t starve. All we have to do is harvest it,” Angus said as he watched the antelope. “The hardest will be the pronghorns. They’re a mite skittish.”

			Up ahead, they saw a shadow on the granite wall. As they got closer, the shadow turned into a small box canyon. They saw a small stream fed by another waterfall cascading from a fissure in the granite. A large stand of pine trees shadowed the water. They estimated it was eighteen miles from the cave.

			“This is perfect. We’ll cut the timber and fence it. We can also build a line shack. We can brand our cattle and hold them in the canyon until we move them. It makes a great holding pen,” added Angus. “Let’s go farther.”

			Nothing new was clear until they were about thirty miles out. Little Angus was the first to spot it.

			“Pa, take a look over yonder. See that dark spot in the wall? What do you reckon it is?”

			“I’m not sure. Let’s check it out,” Angus answered.

			The closer they got to the dark spot, it was apparent it was a hole. It was smaller than their cave entrance. But it was a good-sized hole. Game and horse tracks were everywhere.

			“This may be another way in,” Angus said as he dismounted and tied his horse to a pine tree branch. “Follow me and have your rifles ready. Bears love caves. I don’t want to run into a grumpy grizzly.”

			They tied an old rag to a broken branch and made a torch. Lighting it, they ventured into the cave. As they rounded a bend, the cave opening was ahead of them. They stepped out into a small clearing surrounded by trees. Game trails came from all directions, merging into the clearing.

			“I wonder how many more places like this there are? We need to find all of them. Decide which ones to keep open and which ones to close up.”
“Why, Pa? Why do you want to close them?” asked Ansel.

			“It’s simple. In the future, when this wilderness is full of settlers, we may have a problem with rustlers. We need to control the valley the best we can,” he answered, “not give them easy access to our herds.”

			The boys saw the logic and agreed.

			“We’ll go a little farther and camp. Head back tomorrow.”

			They went another twelve miles and found a stream gushing from the rocks. Setting up camp in a grove of trees, they got their supper ready. Later, Angus pulled his pipe from his pocket and lit it.

			“I’m happy with what we found today. And we’ve seen only a wee part of it. I’m excited about our future here. What do you think about—”

			Suddenly, they heard a commotion among their horses. They had hobbled them so that they couldn’t get far. They heard nickering and neighing. As they rose to their feet, a shrill squeal split the air.

			“A stallion! He’s after the mares! Hurry, or we’ll have a long walk back!”

			They ran to their horses in time to scare the stallion away. In the dusk, they could see him. A magnificent animal, he was solid black and huge. The black stallion was one of the grandest horses they had ever seen. He raced away, turned, reared up on his hind legs, and issued a challenge. Then he was gone. They could hear the sounds of running hoofbeats in the distance. They listened until the sounds faded into silence.

			“That’s going to be our next task. We have to catch the black stallion and his mares. If we don’t, none of our horses are safe,” grumbled Angus. “There has to be a way we can catch him.”

			“Magnificent animal!” said Abner.

			“What are we going to do with him?”

			“Breeding. He’d be perfect for our horse ranch. The first horses came over with the Spaniards centuries ago. Many escaped, and their offspring survived and have reproduced for years. That’s what these animals are,” he answered, “but first, we have to catch them.”

			“Can we?”

			“I don’t know, but we’re going to try!”

			“Amen! Let’s do it!”

			“In due time, boys, in due time. Let’s get back. I got me some thinking to do.”

			The next night, while lying in Kate’s arms, Angus told her about what they had seen.

			“It sounds bonnie! I wish I could have seen it,” she sighed.

			“Kate, how long has it been since you rode a horse?”

			“I don’t rightly remember. Why?”

			“If you’re not used to a saddle, forty miles is a long way to ride.”

			“Do you reckon you could get a wagon out of the cave and into the glen?”

			The ensuing silence was her answer. It was all right. Just listening was exciting enough. Rolling over, she closed her eyes and smiled.

			“Good night, you old coot.”

			“Good night, my bonnie lass.”
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