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Adam had been driving for approximately six hours when he finally reached the outskirts of 
Sacramento. He had left his parents’ house in Pasadena a little before noon. He was headed 
north, but he didn’t know exactly where he was going. He had just graduated from the University 
of Southern California with a degree in engineering, and he was taking a month off to travel 
before he began working for his father’s engineering firm. He wanted a little time to himself 
before beginning what he knew would be a demanding career, especially, working for his father. 

It was a large, well-established firm that employed well over a hundred engineers with 
projects located all over the world. Adam had been named after his grandfather who had started 
the business when he was twenty-five years old right after he graduated from USC. That had 
been forty-five years ago, and he was now retired. His father had been there for twenty years 
now, and it had been a long, established fact that Adam would follow the family tradition and 
someday take control of the company. It was something he had been groomed for since he 
started high school. 

Adam was twenty-three. He was just a little over six feet one inch tall with an athletic build 
because he had played on the school’s soccer team. He was the typical, good-looking Southern 
California boy with blond hair and blue eyes. He had a prominent brow, a square set jaw, and 
two, deeply set dimples that gave away his boyish charm when he smiled. 

He had been dating the same girl, Alice, for the past two years. She was a cute little thing, 
standing five feet five inches tall. She had curly, dark-brown hair and a voluptuous, hourglass 
figure. Obviously, his family was well off, but her family was wealthy. They had a country 
manor in England where they always spent their summers. She had wanted him to come to 
England with her and her family and spend the entire summer there with her, or as much of it as 
he could. However, he had already done that the previous summer, and it was far too organized 
and gentile for his liking. 

She had even hinted that she would like to move to England and live there full time. He was 
more into camping, hiking, and fishing, whereas she was more into the theater and afternoon 
teas, especially high tea. 

He shuddered at the thought of being in England with her family and was thankful that he 
was pulling into Sacramento. He was driving a new, four-wheel-drive Jeep Wrangler with Toby, 
his Labrador retriever, sitting in the seat beside him. The Jeep had been a graduation present 
from his grandfather. His grandfather had tied the keys to the Jeep to his favorite, split bamboo 
fly-fishing rod. The rod had been given to his grandfather by his grandfather, and it had been in 
the family for generations. Getting it had actually meant more to him than the gift of the Jeep 
itself because he knew how much it meant to his grandfather. 

He looked over at Toby and smiled. “Where do you think you would like to spend the 
night?” 

Whenever he went fishing or camping, he always took Toby along with him. His one and 
only attempt at camping with Alice had ended in a dismal failure. There was just nothing about it 
that she liked, so he had given up trying a long time ago. Toby looked at him with big, brown 
eyes full of joy and anticipation. 



“Well, do you want to try to find somewhere to camp or get a room?” 
Toby groaned and gave him a sideways look. 
“Yeah, me too. It’s too late to try to find somewhere to camp, so let’s just get a room 

somewhere.” 
He groaned again and wagged his tail. Toby was a four-year-old, male, yellow Lab. He was 

large for his breed, weighing close to a hundred and five pounds. Much to his mother’s dismay, 
he had been another gift from his grandfather when he graduated from high school, and they 
have been constant companions since then. 

He found a pet-friendly motel and managed to talk the front desk clerk into waving the 
seventy-five-pound weight limit when he saw how well behaved Toby was. That evening, he 
ordered a pizza delivered to his room and fed Toby his usual can of dog food along with a cup of 
special, vitamin-rich dried food he had been eating since he was six months old. 

He pulled out a map of Northern California and studied it while he was eating. Even though 
he didn’t know exactly where he was going or where he might end up, there were two places he 
felt he had to see. One of them was the “Avenue of the Giants” where the tallest redwood trees in 
the world were found. The other place that was a must see for him was the Klamath River where 
he dreamed of fishing for native salmon with the fly rod his grandfather had just given him. 

His father, Richard, had been waiting for years for him to get his degree, so he could join the 
engineering firm. He wasn’t particularly happy about him taking a whole month off before 
starting, but he didn’t make a big fuss about it. Down deep, he envied his son being able to take 
that much time off to simply enjoy himself. Richard was a bit of a workaholic. His wife, Sandra 
was lucky if she could get him to take one week off each year to go somewhere on vacation. And 
when they were on vacation, he spent half of his time on the telephone, talking to someone at his 
office. 

“Toby, how would you like to go swimming in Clear Lake tomorrow on our way up to see 
the giant redwood trees?” It never mattered what he said or asked Toby. His response was 
always the same. He would look at Adam, cock his head, and wag his tail. If it were something 
he understood and liked, he would groan quietly. If it was something that he really wanted, he 
might throw a whine or two in there along with the groan. If he didn’t understand, he would 
simply cock his head and wag his tail. 

Well, when Toby heard the word swimming, he stood up and threw a couple of whines in 
there along with everything else. 

“Okay, big boy, we’ll go swimming tomorrow.” Toby groaned and wagged his tail while 
Adam reached over and turned out the light, so they could get some sleep. He knew that Toby 
was still standing at the foot of the bed, looking at him. He wouldn’t jump up on the bed without 
being invited. 

“Do you want to get up here with me?” 
Toby groaned. 
“Okay, come on.” He had barely gotten the words out of his mouth before Toby was on the 

bed lying next to him. 
 

****** 
 
The following morning, they headed northwest on Highway sixteen toward Clear Lake. It 

was about a two-hour drive if you took your time to enjoy the scenery. Once the outside 



temperature had warmed up a little, he stopped, unfastened the cloth top, and folded it down 
behind the small back seat, which was crammed full of their camping gear. 

Both of them enjoyed riding with the top down. Adam liked it because it made him feel as 
free as the wind, blowing through his wavy, blond hair. Toby, like all dogs, loved to point his 
nose into the wind, so he could catch every whiff of every scent the world had to offer him. 

When Highway sixteen terminated, he turned left on State Road twenty and within thirty 
minutes, they were at Clear Lake. Just as he had promised Toby the night before, he stopped to 
let him go swimming. Adam put on his swimsuit, grabbed a tennis ball, and the two of them ran 
down to the water’s edge where Adam threw the ball out into the water. Toby plunged in and 
swam out to retrieve it. 

Adam watched with pride as he swam back to shore with quick, powerful strokes. He ran 
out into the water to get the ball, so he could throw it again. By the time he was up to his knees, 
he decided that he was in far enough, and he let Toby bring the ball the rest of the way to him. It 
was mid-June, but the water temperature was still only sixty-eight degrees Fahrenheit and far too 
cold for his liking. Toby, however, couldn’t get enough of it and kept begging his master to 
throw it again and again. 

An hour later, they were on the road again. Adam’s feet and legs were numb from the cold, 
and Toby was worn out. Within an hour, they had arrived in Willits. Willits was famous for two 
things. First, it is proclaimed as the official gateway to the redwoods, and second, it was the 
home of Seabiscuit, one of the most famous racehorses in American history. As they headed 
north out of Willits, they began to see more and more giant redwoods. 

It wasn’t long before they had arrived in Leggett, which lies deep within the coastal 
mountains and is a virtual mass of redwoods. In fact, they had been in redwoods most of the time 
since they left Willits. While in Leggett, he took a short side trip and drove his Jeep through the 
world famous Chandelier tree. It had been dug out many years ago so you could drive an 
automobile through it. It had been done in the early nineteen-thirties by Charlie Underwood, a 
local dairy farmer. 

“I’ll tell you what, Toby,” he said as he drove through the hollowed-out tree, “if you tried to 
whittle a toothpick out of one of these trees today, you would spend some time in jail.” The tree 
itself was still alive and doing well. It was two hundred and seventy-six feet tall and sixteen feet 
wide. When the front of the Jeep had just emerged from the other side of the tree, Adam jumped 
out and took a photograph of Toby, sitting in the driver’s seat. It seemed to amuse the hell out of 
Adam, but all Toby wanted to do was get out and run around. 

He could tell Toby was a little anxious, and that usually meant he had to go to the bathroom. 
He pulled out from under the tree, parked the Jeep, and took him for a walk along a path through 
the enormous giants. 

From Leggett north, the drive was nothing short of spectacular. The beauty of the landscape 
and the majesty of the trees were almost more than Adam could comprehend. He had never seen 
anything more beautiful than this in his life. He drove slowly, taking in the sheer wonder of these 
magnificent trees, trees that would live for two thousand years and longer. 

They drove north until they got to Miranda, which is where he was going to start taking the 
Avenue of the Giants north all of the way up to Eureka where he would do a little fishing. 

Miranda was a small town situated on a bend in the Eel River. The Eel River was known 
more for its salmon fishing than it was for its eels. There was no gas station in town, so he 
stopped at a place called the Redwood Palace and Trading Company. It was an old, rustic 



building that looked as though it had been a saloon right out of the old west at one time or 
another. 

He told Toby to stay in the Jeep and went inside to see if he could get any last minute advice 
on what he should try to see on his way north. 

It was a small, country store that sold a little of everything along with gifts and antiques. The 
official US Post Office was next door and only had one, part-time clerk. 

“Good morning, young man,” said the friendly, gray-haired gentleman behind the counter. 
“That’s a mighty fine-looking Lab you have out there.” 

“Thank you,” said Adam. 
“Will he stay in the car while you’re in here?” 
“Yeah, he won’t move until I tell him it’s okay.” 
“You can bring him in the store if you want to. We have some biscuits here and a water 

bowl for our doggie friends.” 
“He would like that. I’m sure he would like to stretch his legs,” said Adam as he went to the 

front door and called him. He hopped out of the Jeep and was in the store with his master in just 
a few seconds. The proprietor showed them where the water bowl was and handed Adam several 
doggie biscuits. 

“Well, now that we have taken care of Toby, what can I do for you?” asked the kindly 
gentleman. 

Adam grinned widely. “I’m almost embarrassed to say because mostly, I came in to see if I 
could get some last minute advice on where I should go to see the most beautiful trees.” 

The man smiled. “You came to the right place because I was born just a few miles from 
here, and I reckon that I know the country as well as anyone does. And besides, my advice won’t 
cost you a thing.” 

Adam spent a little time, explaining who he was and what he and Toby were planning on 
doing for the next month. 

“So you don’t have anything particular in mind other than doing a little camping, fishing, 
and sightseeing.” 

“That’s it,” grinned Adam. 
“Well, young man, if that’s what you’re interested in and you’re not looking for fancy, the 

most beautiful country and trees on this man’s earth is just a few miles from where we are 
standing right now.” 

“You mean up Highway 254 and the Avenue of the Giants?” 
“Yes, that too, but what I’m going to tell you about is much prettier than that. It’s a little off 

of the beaten path, and the roads are a little narrow, but with your Jeep there, you shouldn’t have 
any trouble.” 

Adam grinned widely, showing the man his dimples. “That sounds awesome. Where is this 
place?” 

“It’s not really a place that you can put your finger on. It’s more like an area that you feel as 
well as see. Heck, I’ve lived here all of my life, and I’ve never been able to do it justice 
whenever I try to tell someone about it. It’s just something you have to experience for yourself 
firsthand.” 

“You’ve got me sold on it. What about you, Toby? Do you want to go see this place?” 
Toby looked up at Adam, groaned, and wagged his tail. 
Adam laughed. “That makes it unanimous. How do we get there?” 



“You know, we’re only about twenty miles away from the coast, and the area between here 
and the ocean is, I think, the most beautiful place on earth. You go on up the road just like you 
were going to do anyway. You follow the Avenue of the Giants and go two miles past a little 
town called Weott. Be careful and don’t blink when you get to Weott, or you’ll miss it,” he said, 
laughing. “Anyway, two miles up the road, you’ll cross over the Eel River and take an 
immediate left turn on Bull Creek Flats Road. 

“Now, if you think you’re going to see some pretty country on the Avenue of the Giants 
between here and there, hold on to your hat because from that point to the coast is our little piece 
of heaven. All you have to do is take your time, sit back, and enjoy the scenery. There will be a 
small road, intersecting here and there, but you just keep following the signs that are pointing to 
Honeydew. When you get there, you will be smack dab in the middle of what you are looking 
for. Stop in at the General Store and tell Charlie that Pete sent you.” 

“Well, my goodness, Pete, thank you very much. I’ll be sure and do that.” 
“I’ll do you one better. I’ll call Charlie and tell him to expect you sometime this afternoon, 

and he’ll fix you up.” 
“I don’t know what to say except that I’m sure glad I stopped in here.” He grabbed a soda 

and a bag of organic, beef jerky that he could share with Toby and headed out the door. 
“Oh, yes, Adam, if you get there and he’s closed, just call the number on the front door 

because he pretty much lives upstairs now, and he’ll come down and open up for you.” 
Adam chuckled. “Wow, that’s never going to happen in Los Angeles.” 
Pete smiled and patted Toby on the back as he walked them out the door. “Well, when you 

get to Honeydew, you’re going to be just about as far from Los Angeles as you can get and still 
be on this planet.” 

Adam bid Pete goodbye and headed north on the Avenue of the Giants. They took their 
time, driving through the canopy of skyscraper trees. They had the top down so they could look 
straight up at them as they made their way along the spectacular drive. He stopped several times 
to take pictures because the trees were among the oldest living things on earth. They were trees 
like he had never seen before. 

They were in the middle of Humboldt Redwoods State Park, and the beauty was almost 
overwhelming. Every time they made a bend in the road, there was another view that was more 
spectacular than the one they had just seen. They drove through Myers Flat, Burlington, and 
eventually, they passed Weott. At that point, he knew that he only had two more miles to go 
before he was to turn left on Bull Creek Flats Road. 

It had taken them nearly two hours to get to the turnoff because they had stopped so many 
times to look at something special or to take a short walk. 

After they turned off on Bull Creek Flats Road, Adam began to see what Pete was talking 
about. The road was narrow and winding with no traffic on it at all, but Pete had been right. 
Everywhere you looked was simply breathtaking. He looked at his watch and noted that it was 
already two o’clock, and he didn’t know exactly where he was or how long it would take him to 
get to Honeydew. 

He chuckled to himself, thinking what a quaint name Honeydew was for a town. Actually, it 
had been the name of the town itself that had intrigued him. Sure, he was excited about the 
prospect of seeing some pristine wilderness, but there was something about the name, 
Honeydew, that had all but compelled him to visit the place. 



“Toby, since I’m not sure where I’m going, we should try to get there before it gets dark. I 
think we should just drive straight through and try to get to Honeydew before the General Store 
closes because Charlie might be able to help us find somewhere to spend the night.” 

Toby looked over at him, groaned, and wagged his tail. 
Bull Creek Flats Road eventually turned into Mattole Road as it wound its way through 

some of the most spectacular and most desolate country he had ever seen. He was sure he was 
lost and that he would, probably, never be found alive when he saw a sign pointing the way to 
Honeydew. It indicated that he only had two-and-a-half miles to go. 

That last stretch of road took him twenty-five minutes to drive. He eventually popped over a 
ridge and got his first glimpse of the Mattole River Valley, the river, and Honeydew itself, what 
there was of it. 

When he had finally worked his way down to the Mattole River, he was presented with an 
old, rustic, one-way bridge, separating him from Honeydew. It looked like something out of the 
last century. Actually, it looked like something out of the beginning of the last century. It was a 
steel suspension bridge that had been riveted together and painted forest green. The roadbed 
running over it was made of heavy, wooden planks, crisscrossed in two layers. 

He chuckled as he started off to cross it, thinking that they haven’t used technology like this 
for about a hundred years, and he wondered what would happen if someone got on it headed in 
the opposite direction. It was quite long for a single lane bridge, spanning way over a football 
field in length. 

When he got to the other side, he was right in the middle of downtown Honeydew with its 
one building, the Honeydew Store and Post Office. It was also known as Honeydew’s Hangout. 
He turned right at the one and only stop sign in the entire town, which, as it turned out, almost no 
one ever paid any attention to. The parking lot was mostly dirt with a little patch of asphalt here 
and there. There was a concrete pad located right in front of the storewide, covered porch. There 
was a long, wooden bench on the porch along with a table and several chairs where locals would 
gather in the evening to drink a beer now and then. An ice machine sat at the left end of the 
porch, and there were two porta-potties, sitting on the parking lot off to the right of the building 
for their customers to use. 

The building was painted with an off-white, cream-colored paint that was cracked and 
peeling from years of weathering the winter storms. It had a green metal roof that was in fairly 
good condition. The gilded lettering, outlined in black on the front window, had nearly worn off, 
but you could still make out the letters announcing that you had arrived at the Honeydew Store 
and Post Office. There was even an old, tired-looking German shepherd lying on the wooden 
porch right smack in the middle of the front door. 

Down in the river valley, the redwood trees had given way to large, century-old live oak 
trees that nearly concealed the store. He sat and looked at the place for a couple minutes, 
thinking about how warm and peaceful it appeared. It seemed to him as though it didn’t belong 
in the twenty-first century. As far as he could tell, there wasn’t a customer anywhere in sight, 
which was a far cry from the hustle and bustle of the supermarkets in and around Los Angeles. 

“Pete was right, Toby. This is about as far from Los Angeles as you can get,” he mumbled 
as the front door of the store opened with an affable-looking gentleman standing in the doorway. 
He stepped over the dog and walked to the end of the porch. 

“You must be Adam, and your partner there must be Toby.” 
Adam gave him a two-dimpled grin. “Yep, and you must be Charlie.” 



“That’s me. Why don’t the two of you come on inside? I’ve just made some lemonade, and 
it looks like you could use a glass. Pete won’t admit it, but my doggie biscuits are way better 
than his,” he chuckled. 

“It’s alright if Toby comes in?” 
“Sure. We don’t get too many health inspectors around here; besides, everyone in town 

brings their dogs inside if they want to. In the wintertime, it’s too damned cold for them to stay 
outside.” 

Adam whistled, and Toby jumped out of the Jeep. 
Charlie was a handsome gentleman in his late forties or early fifties. He was thin and 

roughly six feet tall with short, well-groomed, dark-brown hair that was showing signs of 
graying at the temples. He had friendly, blue eyes with a few crow’s feet located at the outside 
edges, and he was close shaven. He was wearing a pair of bib overalls, a white T-shirt, and 
cowboy boots. But it was his perpetual smile that was his most striking feature. 

“Pete was right. Toby is one fine-looking Lab. He’s probably the best-looking Lab I’ve ever 
seen. Just step over Jake there. He doesn’t hear or see too well anymore, and he lies there so he 
won’t miss anyone coming or going. Just reach down, pat him on the back, and tell him he’s a 
good boy. That’s all he wants.” 

Adam bent down, patted Jake on the back, and ruffled his ears while telling him what a good 
boy he was. When Toby got up to Jake, he whined. Jake lifted his head and licked at Toby a 
couple of times as he carefully stepped over him. The moment Toby had crossed over the 
threshold, Jake moaned, slowly clambered to his feet, and walked inside along with Toby. 

“I hope we didn’t disturb Jake by crawling over him,” offered Adam. 
Charlie reached down and ruffled Jake’s ears. “Nope. He’s fine. He knows that some 

biscuits are going to be handed out, and he just wants to make sure he gets his fair share of them. 
That’s all,” he said, laughing. He reached into a large, apothecary jar, sitting on the counter that 
looked as though it should have candy or cookies in it instead of doggie biscuits. He gave them 
two biscuits each and scratched behind each of their ears. 

When they had finished their biscuits, Jake lay down beside Toby as if he had known him all 
of his life. 

“Pete sure was nice to us. How do the two of you know each other?” 
“He’s my cousin, and we grew up together.” 
Adam shook his head, thinking that he’d only really talked to two people since he and Toby 

had started this trip, and they were two of the nicest people he had ever met. “I don’t know, 
Charlie, this place is just about as different from where I come from as it could possibly be, and I 
mean that in a good way. It seems so peaceful and friendly here compared to ...” 

“Los Angeles,” interrupted Charlie. 
Adam chuckled. “Yeah, Pete must have told you, huh?” 
“Yeah, he told me. He said you were a nice, young man for someone who came from that 

part of the country,” he chuckled. “I was in LA once, and I didn’t much care for it.” 
“I can see why after just being here for one day. It’s so peaceful and quiet here, and it’s 

never peaceful and quiet in LA,” he laughed. “I guess it’s all in what you’re used to because I’ve 
lived there all of my life.” 

“Yeah, I guess you’re right. Here’s that lemonade I promised you.” 
Adam smiled as he took the glass from him, thinking that everyone up here couldn’t 

possibly be this nice. “Is everyone up here as friendly as you and your cousin?” 



“Yeah, I reckon they are. At least, to me they are. I think that if you’re a friendly sort of 
person, people are going to be friendly back.” 

Adam thought for a moment about what it might be like, trying to sell that to a member of 
one of the East LA gangs just before they shoot your dog and rape your girlfriend. 

“You have a great view of the river from here. You mind if we take a look?” 
“Of course not. There’s a nice path down to the river that I take whenever I want to go 

fishing. There’s always brook and rainbow trout in the river, and it’s loaded with salmon during 
the spring runs.” 

“This place is sounding more like heaven all of the time,” he laughed as he and Toby headed 
out the back door. 

A couple minutes later, an old, weather-beaten Jeep pulled up in front of the store. The 
driver stepped out and tossed a cowboy hat on the front seat. Charlie looked up briefly, smiled, 
and poured another glass of lemonade. 

“Hey, Flower, how’s it going?” 
She smiled, took the lemonade, and drank about half of it before giving him a hug. “Oh, 

God, thanks. I really needed that,” she said, wiping the sweat from her brow. “Everything’s 
good, Charlie. We’ve only lost one spring calf to mountain lions so far this year, and the hay’s 
got a good start what with all of the rain we’ve had so far.” 

“Any leads on the lion?” 
“No. We’re probably going to leave him alone unless he hangs around and starts taking 

more calves. I hope he just goes off somewhere and gets back on deer. I’d hate like hell to have 
to shoot him,” she said, taking another drink of lemonade. 

Flower was the twenty-four-year-old daughter of Frank and Jessie Jacobs. They were third 
generation ranchers who worked and farmed several sections of land that Jessie’s great, great-
grandparents had homesteaded over a hundred years ago. Flower was an only child, and as you 
might expect, she was a bit of a tomboy. 

“Who’s the fancy new rig belong to that’s parked out front?” 
“It belongs to a nice, young man that’s taking a month off to travel before he begins working 

for his father’s engineering firm in LA.” 
“I didn’t know there were any nice, young men in LA,” she laughed. 
“Oh, Flower, you know better than that.” He looked quickly around. “By the way, where’s 

Daisy? You normally don’t go anywhere without her.” 
“She’s in heat, and I don’t want her getting plugged by just any old mutt that might be 

hanging around, so I left her at home.” She looked over at Jake, lying on the floor next to the 
front door. “No offense, Charlie. I love Jake to death, but I don’t think he can get up on his two 
hind legs any longer.” 

“Yeah, I’m sure that he’d like to have a go at it, but I’m afraid he would just fall over 
because of his hip problems and then have a heart attack,” he laughed. 

“Has anyone shown any interest in the job I posted last week?” 
He shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. “A few people have looked at it, but no 

takers yet. It seems like most people are so busy working on their own places that they just don’t 
have any time left over for outside work.” 

Just then, the rear door to the store opened, and Toby walked in followed by Adam. 
“Oh, my God, what a good-looking boy you are,” she said, checking to see if he had been 

neutered. 
Adam grinned as he followed Toby up to her. 



“Not you, your dog. He’s gorgeous,” she grinned. 
“I’m crushed. I was sure you were talking to me,” he grinned, giving her the full benefit of 

his dimples. 
She was very different from any girl he had ever met. She was already tall, but in her 

cowboy boots, she could look him right in the eyes. She had long, auburn hair that was tied up in 
a long, loose pigtail that hung straight down from her neck. She was incredibly tan with an 
abundance of freckles all over her body. Well, at least, the parts of it that he could see. She had 
hazel eyes, high cheekbones, and chiseled lips. She was thin with a small, tight bottom and petite 
breasts. 

She was wearing a cowboy shirt with a long, pointed collar and the tightest, tattered jeans he 
had ever seen. 

“Is there something wrong?” she asked, as he stared at her. 
“No, of course not. I’m sorry for staring. It was rude of me, but I’ve never seen a real 

cowgirl before, and you’re just beautiful,” he said, grinning. 
She placed her free hand on her hip, took a sip of her lemonade, and gave him a frown. “Are 

all of you city slickers this forward?” she asked. 
“I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying to be forward, just honest. I guess I wasn’t expecting to see 

someone way up here as, uh ... well, as ...” 
She smiled for the first time, not totally immune to a compliment. “Charlie said that you 

were a nice guy, so maybe you had better quit before he changes his mind,” she grinned, taking 
another sip of her lemonade. 

He looked down, patting his chest and stomach. 
“What’s the matter?” she asked. 
“I’m checking to see if I’m bleeding somewhere,” he grinned. 
“Not yet, but it could still happen if you’re not careful,” she offered as she bent down to pet 

Toby and scratch behind his ears. 
He cleared his throat. “He usually likes everybody, but it seems as though he really likes 

you.” 
“Well, at least, he’s not trying to hump my leg,” she said, giving him a sly look out of the 

corner of her eye. 
“What? I wasn’t ...” 
“Calm down, I’m just teasing. Apparently, you’re not used to plain-spoken country girls.” 
He smiled and extended his hand. “Perhaps, we should start over. Hi, my name’s Adam 

Brewer, and this is my buddy, Toby.” 
She smiled. “Hi, Toby. You are gorgeous.” 
“Given our previous conversation, don’t you think that you are being a little forward with 

him?” he asked with a warm smile. 
She shrugged and offered him a slight grin in return. “Yes, I suppose you’re right, but I want 

him to breed with my Daisy.” 
“What? Who is Daisy?” 
“She is my beautiful, two-year-old yellow Lab, and right now, she’s in heat, and she’s 

desperate for a big boy like Toby. What do you say?” 
“Toby’s never, well, you know.” 
She lifted his tail and checked him out. “Well, he’s got the right equipment; that’s for sure. 

If we put them together, he’ll figure it out in about two seconds. You probably don’t realize it 



since you’re a city boy and all, but animals take to that sort of thing naturally. They don’t have to 
be taught how to have sex. It’s in their DNA.” 

“I don’t know,” said Adam. “What if he isn’t interested? He’s never shown any interest in 
sex before.” 

“That’s because he’s never been around a female in heat. Daisy will get him worked up. 
She’s climbing the walls right now. When we put them together, she’ll rub herself all over him, 
and believe me, he’ll get the idea.” 

“I can’t believe that we’re talking so openly about sex like this. Aren’t you a little 
embarrassed by it?” 

“No, why should I be? We’re not talking about us having sex. We’re talking about our dogs 
having sex. There is a difference, you know. I’ve been watching animals breed on our ranch 
since I was three,” she said as she patted Toby on the back. 

“Come on, say yes. You are going to make Toby and Daisy very happy. You’re going to 
make me happy too. I want her to have a litter while she is still young, and Toby will make some 
magnificent puppies. I’ll even give you the pick of the litter.” 

“I don’t want the pick of the litter.” 
“Then do it because you love him, and you want him to be happy.” 
“He’s already happy. I don’t think he could be any happier.” 
“Believe me, Adam, once he gets his first sniff of Daisy, he’s going to be a lot happier.” 
“Can I think about it?” 
“Of course, you can. He’s your dog, poor thing,” she grinned. 
He gave her a look. 
“What if you wanted to have sex, and someone said that you couldn’t? How would you 

feel?” she asked full of empathy. 
He gave her another look. 
“Okay, here’s my number. If you decide to let him breed Daisy, give me a call, but don’t 

wait too long because she’s only going to be in heat for another week or two.” 
She took one more look at Toby and sighed. “The poor boy has no idea what he is missing,” 

she said, giving Adam a coquettishly teasing look. “If anyone is interested, give me a call, 
Charlie, and I’ll come to meet with him.” 

“Will do, Flower. You drive careful, hear?” 
“I will, Uncle Charlie,” she said, glancing back over her shoulder with a sweet smile as she 

walked out the door. 
“So you’re her uncle?” 
“No, she just calls me uncle. She has called me uncle for about twenty years now.” 
“I have never met anyone even remotely like her. What’s she like?” 
“She is exactly like what you just saw. You just experienced the full, unbridled nature of 

Flower. She is an incredibly sweet girl who simply speaks her mind in a polite, respectful way.” 
“I know I got off on the wrong foot with her, but my God, she is pretty. Actually, I don’t 

think I have ever seen anyone that pretty, and she didn’t even have any makeup on.” 
“There have been a lot of young men around here who have tried to get close to her to no 

avail. She’ll date someone for a few weeks, and then that’s it. She’s over it.” 
“What did she mean when she said to give her a call if someone is interested?” 
“Oh, she has a post over there on the bulletin board. She’s looking for a summer hand to 

help with some of the chores around the ranch.” 
“What kind of chores?” 



“The usual stuff like roping, tying, and branding. There’s bound to be some plowing, cutting 
hay, and storing it. Oh, yeah, there’s always firewood that needs to be cut to get you through the 
winter. Nothing special or out of the ordinary.” 

Nothing special, he thought. “I know how to ride a horse, but I sure as hell don’t know 
anything about roping and branding,” he mumbled. 

“Charlie, where do you think we should go to spend the night?” 
“Well, since we’re practically kin and all, what with your interest in Flower, I have a spare 

bedroom upstairs, but it doesn’t have a bed in it. You can spread your sleeping bags out there, or 
you can sleep in the front or back porch. If you want to have a campfire, I would rather you go 
about fifty yards behind the store and camp there.” 

“Aw, Charlie, I’ve been back there, and it’s pristine. No one has ever built a fire back there, 
and I’m not going to be the first. We’ll just sleep on your back porch and see you in the morning. 
That’s very generous of you.” 

“In that case, if you’ll get up at seven, you can take a shower upstairs, and I’ll have breakfast 
ready for you at seven-thirty.” 

“That sounds awesome, Charlie. What in the world did I do to deserve this kind of special 
treatment?” 

“Well, in spite of what Flower thinks, I think that you’re a good guy. Besides, Pete asked me 
to look after you, so that’s what I’m doing.” 

“Does she really think I’m not a good guy?” 
He grinned. “No, I’m just kidding you. I don’t think she’s thought about it one way or the 

other.” 
The following morning, there was a slight chill in the air, and a patchy fog was hovering 

over the Mattole River. Charlie had a cup of coffee ready for him when he walked in the back 
door. 

 
****** 

 
“Good morning. How did you sleep out there on that old wooden porch?” 
“When I closed my eyes last night, I didn’t open them again until this morning.” 
“Sounds like a five-star rating to me,” he chuckled. “Go on upstairs and take your shower. 

It’s to the left at the top of the stairs. I set out a washcloth and towel for you. Be quick because 
breakfast will be ready in about fifteen minutes.” 

After a hearty breakfast of bacon and flapjacks, he sat around the counter and visited with 
Charlie for a while, asking him questions about the area and what it was like on toward the coast. 
Every now and then, he would slip in a question about Flower. They were simple questions about 
her family and their ranch. He didn’t want to seem too eager or curious. 

Somewhere during his second cup of coffee, he walked over to the bulletin board and 
removed the post she had placed there. He brought it back to where Charlie was sitting and set it 
on the counter. It had the same number on it that she had given him the previous afternoon. 

“What are you going to do with that?” asked Charlie. 
“I’m not sure. I thought that I might like to work on her ranch for a week or two. I’ve never 

even been close to a real, working ranch before.” 
“She needs someone for the whole summer, not just for a couple of weeks. I don’t know, 

Adam, but I don’t think you have a prayer.” 
“What do you mean you don’t think I have a prayer?” 



“Oh, Adam,” he said, patting him on the back as he got up to refill their coffee cups, “I 
know that you’re interested in her, but you come from two different worlds.” 

“I never said that I was interested in her. I would just like to experience ranch life for a 
couple of weeks, that’s all.” 

“Okay, if you say so, but that’s not what your eyes were saying yesterday when you first 
saw her.” 

Adam blushed slightly. “Was it that obvious?” 
“It was to me.” 
“If it was that obvious to you, it must have been just as obvious to her.” 
“Don’t worry about it. You weren’t being rude. You were just showing your interest.” 
“If that is the case, why did she make the comment that, at least, Toby wasn’t trying to hump 

her leg? She was implying that I was. I’ve never known a girl that was that outspoken and 
forthright.” 

Charlie laughed. “That’s Flower. But you have to admit that you did have that certain look 
in your eyes.” 

“She must think I’m a jerk.” 
“No, I don’t think so. I kind of sensed that she liked you.” 
“How in the world could you tell that?” 
“Well, she gave you a slight smile when she said it, and if she didn’t like you, she wouldn’t 

have asked you to let Toby breed Daisy.” 
“You think so?” 
“Yep, I’ve known her all of her life, and what you see with her is what you get. She’s 

exactly like her mother, Jessie.” 
Adam smiled, thinking about the possibility of working on the ranch for a couple of weeks, 

so he could get to know her better. He wasn’t sure why because he knew that nothing would ever 
come of it, but she was an incredibly interesting young woman, and she intrigued him. 

“You know, Charlie, I think that I’m going to apply for that job even if it is only for a couple 
of weeks.” 

“Good luck because I don’t think it’s going to happen,” he grinned. 
“Well, just the same, I’m going to try. And don’t worry, I’m not going to make a pass at her. 

She’s beautiful, but it’s like you said, we come from two different worlds, and it would never 
work. Besides,” he grinned, “she’d probably kill me on the spot and then tell the world about it 
just to add insult to injury,” he chuckled. 

 


