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          PREFACE: JEANNIE, A TEXAS FRONTIER GIRL, BOOK 1

The Comanche Indians were nomadic, which means they had no permanent home.  They moved about in search of food, generally following the buffalo from the Platte River in Nebraska to the Mexican border.  During early frontier days, the Comanche roamed the grassy plains of Texas.


They were a proud and brave people.  Their culture stressed the importance of being good warriors.  They also counted their wealth by the number of horses they owned. A warrior was encouraged to steal whatever he could from other tribes. 


As more and more settlers poured into Indian lands, buffalo became scarce.  It was difficult for the native Americans to survive.  Many were unhappy about the changing times.  Some felt it was necessary to raid settlers for food and horses, and a few tried to drive the unwanted settlers out of their hunting grounds.


After a time, Indian tribes were given reservation lands by the United States government.  Today, our government is sorry about the fact that it was not more considerate of the Indian and his lands during the years of expansion.  It is now trying to make up for the wrongs done to the Indians in those early days when America was young.

     We admire and respect the Native American nations in our country, and we appreciate their culture and their contributions to our history.  But there was a time when things were different.  In Texas during the late l800’s the Comanche Indians were still feared by many settlers. 
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                                                                 Chapter 1

                                                  “A New Colt and Plans with Pa”                                                          

West Texas Frontier

April 1884


“Jeannie, come in now,” Ma called from the front porch of a wood-framed ranch house in West Texas.  Shading her eyes against the late afternoon sun, she called to her daughter again, “Jeannie, supper’s ready.”


She tucked a wispy strand of black, wavy hair into a neatly twisted knot at the nape of her neck.  As she turned to enter the house, her long, gingham dress covered by a crispy starched apron, swished around the tops of her high-buttoned shoes.


Jeannie sat perched on the top rail of the corral fence at the barn, watching some young colts frisking around the lot, playfully nipping at one another.  


Hearing Ma’s call, Jeannie swung a long leg down from the cedar wood fence, and with her long, yellow braids bouncing a drumbeat against her back, she raced up the narrow path to the house.



“Going to talk to Pa about that black colt,” she told herself.  “He sure is a pretty sight.”  That young stallion’s tail and mane just flew in the wind like a ship’s sail when he ran after his friends.  Why, he looked like a big, rolling wave of black silk!  Jeannie giggled softly.  And the way he held his head high when he charged at the little colts—like he was already their boss!  No doubt about it, he had spirit!



Two, gnarled oak trees with twisted limbs loomed above the hard-packed, red dirt of the yard.  Skipping several porch steps, Jeannie leaped on the plank boards with a loud stomp.  At the far end of the porch hung a swing made for two people.  Beside the swing, several cane-bottomed chairs waited for an occasional visitor.

      
Slipping through the parlor’s screened door, Jeannie dashed into her favorite, prettiest, and largest room in the house.  She zoomed past Ma’s prized possession, her pump organ.  Ma often played church hymns on it.  Sometimes, when she played and sang, the family sang along with her.


Standing in the doorway, Jeannie took a quick survey of the kitchen.  She was secretly happy to find the table already set for supper.  It was her chore, but Ma had done it for her.   Ma knew how she felt about inside work.  Once in a moment of impatience, Jeannie had exclaimed, “Ma, if I could have my ‘druthers,’ I’d ‘druther’ be outside any day, as to get ‘the squirmies’ sitting inside, trying to sew a quilt block or do housework and other womanly chores!”

Then Jeannie saw her mother standing with her hands on her hips. Disappointment shone in her mother’s soft, brown eyes. 



“Evening, Ma,” Jeannie said softly.

 Ma gazed at Jeannie and slowly shook her head.  “Lately, dear,” she said, “you’re never to be found when there’s work to be done in the house.”


Jeannie lowered her eyes.  She deserved Ma’s scolding.


“Now that you’re twelve years old, Jeannie—it’s time to think about being a young lady instead of spending so much time down at the corral,” Ma chided gently.

     “Yes’m,” Jeannie said.  She twisted a loose strand of hair hanging about her face, like she always did, when she was nervous. “I just got so carried away watching those young colts in the corral, that I plum forgot about the time.”


Sighing, Ma returned to the stove. “Hurry along now and wash up for dinner.  Pa and your brother, Henry, will be here, directly.”


Jeannie darted from the kitchen to the open side porch and leaned her stomach against its long, flat shelf.  With a gourd dipper, she dipped water from an oaken bucket into a wash basin.  Then, using a bar of homemade lye soap, she scrubbed her hands and freckled face clean, rubbed herself dry on the rough towel hanging on a nail above the shelf, and heaved the basin of used water, through the cut-away window frame, to the hard packed dirt outside.


“Howdy, Punkin,” Pa said, stepping inside the back porch.  His face was tired and sweaty.  “Don’t I look a sight, for shore?”


Although Pa was grimy with dirt, his blue eyes twinkled.  He rolled up his sleeves and smiled.  “I’ve been walking behind my hand plow, and Bessie’s as tuckered out as I am.” Pa shook his head affectionately.  “She’s a good, ole mule.”



“Are you making furrows for our new cornfield?”

     “Yep, Punkin.”  Pa filled the wash basin with water.  “Soon be planting seed, now that spring’s here.” He gave one of Jeannie’s braids a playful yank.


Giggling, she ducked and leaned against the wall.


Pa finished washing and tossed out the dirty water.  Henry stepped inside the small porch next, washed, and then rubbed his sun-browned face on the towel.  He reached for a comb on the shelf and pulled it quickly through his wavy, black hair.


“Y’all sit down,” Ma said, wiping her hands on her apron.  “Let’s eat before supper gets cold.”

With everyone seated around the oak table, Pa bowed his head.  In a solemn, deep voice, he gave thanks to Almighty God for their many blessings.  Then Ma dished up steaming plates of pinto beans and ham hocks and passed around a platter of hot cornbread.


After supper, Jeannie cleaned the dishes.  Pa lit his corncob pipe and settled down in his comfortable, leather chair by the oval-shaped, stone fireplace in the parlor.  Ma seated herself across from him in her rocking chair and reached inside her mending basket.


Later, Jeannie and the family’s hound dog, Ole Blue, lay, side by side, near the fireplace, on Ma’s multicolored rag rug.  This was the time of evening Jeannie liked best.  She liked to smell the sweet smell of Pa’s pipe and grow drowsy listening to her parents’ quiet talk.


Henry sat at the kitchen table doing his figuring by a kerosene lamp.  Jeannie knew when Henry helped Pa in the fields, in the daytime, his lessons had to be done at night.  Ma was firm about such things.
                                                                                             

It was true, Henry didn’t go to school anymore, since he’d gone as far as he could in Pastor Thompson’s school, but Jeannie also knew Ma expected Henry to advance himself.  Ma was proud of the fact she’d gone to school in Houston town.  That was before she married Pa and came with him to West Texas to farm and ranch.


“I’ll teach you all I know, son,” Ma had said, and she was a strict teacher.


Actually, Pa wasn’t much worried that Henry wasn’t in school anymore.  Jeannie remembered, it was about the time, Henry turned fourteen that Pastor Thompson told Pa he’d taken Henry as far as he could.  It was in the churchyard after church, when Pastor told Pa.  All Pa did was scratch his head and say, “Well, Pastor, Henry’s nearly a grown man.  It’s about time he helped out on the farm.”


Pa just shook Pastor Thompson’s hand and thanked him.  “Besides,” Pa said, “the boy’s done got more book learning than I got, and that’s a fact!”


Jeannie knew Pa had only gone to the fourth grade, but even so, he didn’t stop Ma from teaching Henry at home in the evenings.  Jeannie sighed.  As for herself, she went to school every day, but school was out this week for Easter vacation.  Oh grannies! She was glad about that.

       ‘Well, Ma, reckon, I’ll hitch up and head for Wasserman’s Trading Post in the morning,” Pa said, rubbing his chin whiskers. “We’re running low on provisions and supplies.”

     Jeannie stopped her daydreaming and listened.  She also stopped scratching behind Ole Blue’s ears.  He nudged her hand with his nose and licked her face with his wet tongue.                                                                                          


“Reckon, you could spare my Punkin?  I’d like to carry her along for company.”

Seeing Henry’s frown, Pa added, with a nod in his son’s direction, “I’d take Henry, but I want him to stay here and feed the barn animals and look after you.”


Satisfied, Henry turned his attention back to his arithmetic problems.


Ma’s long darning needle rose and fell on a pair of Pa’s worn socks.  As she waited for Ma’s answer, Jeannie was positive her heart was pounding much louder than the ticking of the big grandfather clock behind Ma’s rocking chair.  Jeannie watched its tail wag back and forth in a steady rhythm.


Finally, Ma put the mended sock in the round wicker basket at her feet and studied Jeannie’s pleading face with her steady, brown eyes.  She sighed, leaned her head back on her chair, and rocked slowly.  “It’s awful dangerous,” she said quietly, “taking a little girl in the wagon with the Comanches running wild and such--.”


“Aw, I’ll watch out for her, Ma,” Pa promised, tapping out his pipe against his ashtray.  “And seeing as they ain’t bother us in quite a spell, I reckon, she’ll be safe enough.  It’s going on 1885.  Most Comanches are peaceful, now.”

“Well, if you think it’s all right,” Ma consented reluctantly, “but y’all 

be mighty careful.”
 
Jeannie sprang up and threw her arms around Ma’s neck in a big hug.  Later, in her warm feather bed, Jeannie lay awake too excited to sleep.  But soon, she felt a gentle touch on her shoulders.


“Get up, honey,” Ma whispered softly.  “You want to be ready when Pa gets back from the barn where he’s hitching up.”                                                          

Springing out of bed, Jeannie dressed quickly by lamplight.  Hurriedly, she splashed her face with cold water from the basin on the back porch and sat down to a breakfast of biscuits and milk gravy with pork sausage.

When Pa pulled up in the wagon, Jeannie gulped down her last bite of biscuit, and raced outside to greet the early morning sun, peeking above the purple hills in the east.  She climbed up beside Pa and leaned over the wagon seat for the basket Ma had packed for their noontime dinner.  While she was eating her breakfast, she had watched Ma fill it with a jar of buttermilk, cold chicken, and biscuits covered with molasses.

“I’ll try and get back before too late,” Pa said.  “So don’t worry none, Ma.”

“Well, reckon, I’ll worry a mite,” Ma said, nervously putting her hands in and out of her apron pockets.  “Do you have your rifle?”

“Yes, Ma,” Pa reassured, “but I won’t have to use it.”

Ma gave him a worried look and said, “I surely hope not.” She shielded her forehead with her hands, shading her eyes against the bright, morning sunlight. “Do you have the list of things we need?”

“Yep.” Pa patted his vest pocket.

Ma studied the ground for a moment.  “I wonder if there is anything else I should tell you--.”

“Now, Ma, we’ll be back before dark,” Pa said.  He reached down and kissed his wife goodbye.  “Get along there Bessie!” Pa ordered.  “Ho there, Jake!” He shook the mules’ reins, and the wagon creaked away.                                                                  

“Goodbye, y’all be careful,” Ma called.  “Be a good girl, Jeannie.” 

“I will, Ma.”  Jeannie leaned around the high spring-seat of the wagon and waved a cheery goodbye.  Oh, grannies!  It was going to be a wonderful day.  She just knew it!

                                                                   Chapter 2

                                                            “A Narrow Escape”

The sun shone brightly overhead.  Jeannie brushed her damp bangs away from her forehead, just as the wagon came to a stop beside Wasserman’s General Store in the trading post settlement. Then she jumped down and followed Pa into the store.  Jeannie listened to him and other men talk about the way the settlement was filling up with new folks, and how, one of these days, there might even be a railroad coming through. Then, tiring of  “menfolks’ talk,” she wandered happily around the store, looking at all the interesting items for sale, sucking on a red, peppermint candy cane, Mr. Wasserman had given her.


 On the way home, Pa asked, “Well, Punkin, did you have a good time?”


“Yep,” Jeannie said, smiling happily, as she watched a butterfly flitting around Bessie’s ear. “Mr. Wasserman’s sure got a lot of pretty things in his store.” The wagon bounced bumpily over pebbles on the dirt trail. “It’d probably take a million dollars to buy everything in there.”


 “Hmm, could be,” Pa said softly. Through squinted eyes, he studied a distant dust cloud.  “I allow that to be about three or four horsemen.”  His voice was low.  “Could be Injuns—Yep, it is for a fact! Hurry,” he said sharply.  “Get under the wagon seat.”

Jeannie crouched under the seat, and Pa covered her with a bright piece of calico. He was bringing it home for Ma to sew herself a new dress.  “And here’s an old toe-sack,” Pa said, putting a brown, coarsely woven feed bag over the calico material.                                                                                                       

“Now, lay real still,” he warned.  “I’ve heard tell that sometimes Injuns like to take little girls and raise them up Comanche.  They’re right partial to blonde ones, too!  So, say a little prayer, Punkin.  Ask the good Lord to help us.”


Jeannie closed her eyes and prayed without making a sound.  


Whistling softly, Pa put his rifle down at his feet and pushed his legs tight against the wagon’s front boards.


Underneath the calico covering, between Pa’s legs, Jeannie peeked through the sideboards.  Several Indians, wearing loincloth around their waists, approached on their ponies.  Their bronze-colored bodies were decorated with bright paint, and they wore beaded moccasins on their feet.  A tall Indian lifted his right arm at the elbow, with his flattened palm upward, in a greeting of peace.

Pa stopped the wagon, lifted his arm in a similar show of friendship, and asked, “What can I do for you?”


“You got sugar?”


“No, no sugar,” Pa said.


The leader signaled his two companions to examine the wagon.  One moved packages and parcels around in the back, while the other, heavier Indian brave drew his pony in closer to Pa.  Seeing bits of the colored cloth underneath the wagon seat, he leaned over to examine it.  

Pa sat still.  The toe of his boot touched his rifle barrel.


The Indian brave reached down for the calico material, but the leader gave an impatient command and motioned to his companions.  They wheeled their ponies off the trail and rode away in a heavy cloud of dust.


When they were out of sight, Pa lifted the calico material and asked, “How are you doing, Punkin?  Did you ask God to help us?”


“I sure did, Pa.” Jeannie’s voice shook. “I asked Him to please help us out of this one.” She stared wide-eyed into the distance beyond the wagon.  “God is always there, when we need Him, isn’t He, Pa?”


“You bet,” Pa said.  “You can see, He answered your prayer.  The Injuns are gone.” Pa gave the reins a shake, and the wagon lurched forward. “Yep, you can always count on Him to help you out, when you’re in a tight squeeze.”


Jeannie straightened up, her yellow hair mussed and tangled.  “Just wait until I tell Ma and Henry about this one!” she exclaimed.


The sun was setting in a burst of deep oranges and reds behind the purple foothills, when Pa pulled their dusty wagon to a stop before the wooden porch steps of their ranch house.  Inside, they both knew they would find Ma’s comforting arms, some warm food, and plenty of love waiting for them.

                                                                Chapter 3

                                                           “Indian Rustlers”


A few days later, smiling happily at the supper table, Pa announced, “Them young colts are almost grown, and some will fetch a good selling price in Fort Worth.”


After supper, he and Jeannie strolled down to the corral, while Henry worked on his lessons.  Jeannie perched on the top fence rail, and Pa lit his pipe and stepped up beside her.  They sat watching the colts frisking about the corral.


 Then Jeannie nudged Pa and said, “Look at that black one over there.  Watch how he tries to boss all the others by running up and biting them on their rumps.”


Suddenly, the young stallion left his playmates and charged down the corral toward Jeannie.  His jet coat shone in the last rays of sunlight, as his long mane streamed out behind him.  He slid to an abrupt stop a few yards from her and stared wide-eyed, with his nostrils blowing and flaring.


Jeannie sat frozen, unable to move.  He was so beautiful!  


Then the colt tossed his head and raced back to his friends.


“Oh, Pa,” Jeannie whispered. “I want that colt.  I’d like to try to tame him, so I could ride him.”

  
“Now, hold on, Punkin,” Pa said. “You know I’d give you most anything, but that little stallion is a real, feisty one.  He won’t even let me get near him.”


“But, I know, he’d let me, Pa,” Jeannie coaxed.  “Please, Pa.”  Jeannie leaned her head on Pa’s shoulders and gazed up at him.  Love shone in her blue eyes.


“Well, all right,” Pa said reluctantly.  “I reckon so.”  


Jeannie knew it was hard for Pa to refuse her most anything.  


“But you better not hurt yourself, or your Ma will skin us both alive!”


“Thanks, Pa,” Jeannie squealed. She threw her arms around Pa’s neck and kissed his cheek.  Laughing, they both reached wildly for the fence railing to recover their lost balance.


Each day after school, Jeannie hurried to the pasture where Pa had put the horses to graze.  She whistled to attract the young stallion’s attention.  Finally, with quivering lips, he drew near and reached for the lump of sugar in her outstretched palm.


As the days passed, he seemed to expect Jeannie’s low, soft whistle.  When he saw her, he pricked up his ears and stepped closer for the lump of sugar that was always in her hand.


“I’m going to call you, Diamond,” Jeannie whispered, as he nibbled the sugar from her palm.  “You’ve got the prettiest white, diamond-shaped hair, right there, in the middle of your forehead.” She gently caressed the area. 

One warm day in early May, Jeannie walked to the meadow as usual, but this time, she held a bridle.  She whistled, and Diamond obediently trotted close for his sugar lump. He stood still and allowed her to stroke his neck and pet his face.


“Whoa, boy.”  Jeannie spoke in a low, soothing tone.  “See this bridle.  It won’t hurt you.”  Carefully, she slipped the bridle over Diamond’s head, and pulled on the reins gently, ever so gently, coaxing him forward.


Jeannie led Diamond around the pasture several times and stopped at the fence.  Then she stepped on the highest wood railing, threw one leg over Diamond, and plopped on his back.  He snorted in surprise and away they flew!

Diamond ran, jumped, tossed his head, reeled, and kicked up his hind legs, trying to unseat his uncomfortable burden, but Jeannie gritted her teeth and gathered the reins in tighter.  Suddenly, Diamond snorted and heaved hard, tossing her face down in the soft, prairie grass.


The bridle reins dangled between his legs as he trotted away.  Jeannie lay panting on the ground, among the scarlet Indian paintbrushes and Texas blue bonnets—too dazed to move.  Slowly, she turned on her side and propped herself up on an elbow.


“Mister, if you ain’t the most ungrateful horse!” she shouted angrily, rubbing her sore nose.  “I come all the way out here, bring you sugar, feed you, and—and--.” She ran out of breath.  “Well, you just wait.  I’ll ride you yet!”


Jeannie rose slowly.  The earth reeled about her, and every muscle in her body ached. “Well,” she consoled herself, “I rode him for a few minutes, anyway.  If I rode him once, I can do it again.” Feeling stiff and sore, but determined, she limped her way out of the pasture.


Although school ended for summer vacation the second week in May, and Jeannie had more time to work with the colt, she sometimes wondered why she didn’t give up the whole, impossible idea.  Her muscles ached.  She dragged herself home every evening.  But rested, by morning, she tried again.  

 
Finally, Diamond surrendered.  He quieted down and let her ride him. Then they loped around the pasture, in an easy canter, with Jeannie’s blonde braids flying, and Diamond’s tail streaming out behind him.


Sitting on Diamond’s muscular back, rising and falling in graceful tempo, with the rhythmic pounding of his hoofs, Jeannie smiled to herself.  It was just like sitting in Ma’s rocking chair.  It was a wonderful ride!


Late one night, Jeannie awoke to hear confused tramping of horses and their whinnying cries of fright.  She threw back the covers and raced to the window.  As she peered out, her stomach tightened with fear.

She could see painted figures astride horses in the bright moonlight.  They were waving their arms and urging the stolen horses south toward the cedar woods along the Leon River.

Diamond struggled against a huge Indian, who beat him with a stick and kicked him.  “Oh, no!” Jeannie moaned helplessly. “Don’t hit Diamond!”

The brave held a rope around Diamond’s neck and was forcing him to follow his pony.

Ma entered the room, white-faced and tense.  “Some Indians are rustling the horses,” she whispered. “Don’t stand in from of the window, dear.”

“They’re taking Diamond,” Jeannie wailed, tearfully plopping herself down on her bed.

“I’m so sorry, Jeannie,” Ma said gently.  She placed a comforting arm on Jeannie’s shoulders. “Try not to worry.  Pa’s gone after them.  He sent Henry over to Mr. Markham’s ranch to get help.”  She sighed and hugged Jeannie close. “Go back to bed, dear.  There’s nothing we can do now, but wait.”

.    







