


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read The Cowboy Who Strolled Into Town Online

                Authors: Riley Moreno

                        Tags: #Romance, #Historical, #Medieval, #Holidays, #Multicultural, #Romantic Comedy, #Sports, #Western, #Historical Romance, #Lgbt, #Bisexual Romance, #Multicultural & Interracial, #Westerns

            

    
    The Cowboy Who Strolled Into Town

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	59
	...
	107
	»

        

                
            
 Copyright 2015 by (Riley Moreno) - All rights reserved.

 

 

In no way is it legal to reproduce, duplicate, or transmit any part of this document in either electronic means or in printed format. Recording of this publication is strictly prohibited and any storage of this document is not allowed unless with written permission from the publisher. All rights reserved.

 

Respective authors own all copyrights not held by the publisher.


To get your 3 free bonus books below!

Just tell me where to send it



 

 


HARSH WINDS:

The Cowboy Who Strolled Into Town

 

(Western Romance)

 

By Riley Moreno

 

 


INTRODUCTION

Before You Get Started Reading

 


 

I have a VERY important message that you MUST READ!

 

I promise you it’s not a spam and I’m not trying to sell you anything!

 



Chapter1

Daniel Hellas sat alone at the very back of the bus. His emotionless eyes gazed through the grey-tinted glass windows at the slow passing scenery. The low, growl of the bus’ engine drowned out the sounds from outside, but Daniel’s mind filled in the blanks as the bus went along; a lone dog barking at the passing bus; the innocent carefree laughter of children engrossed at hop-scotch; the excited yells of the baseball game in the rectangular yard; the silent descent of the late afternoon sun upon the small southern town.

The steel frame of the bus shone golden in the low-lying four o’clock sun as it slowly came to a halt at the bus stop located at the very edge of the city, just before the suburbs. There were a few people hanging around either to receive a few passengers or to catch a journey in the opposite direction, but other than those, the otherwise empty and silent bus stop was filled mainly with those who had previously been on the bus. Daniel was the last to come off, and he immediately set off on foot with his bag pack across his back, away from the direction of the sun. He followed the direction of the wind into the suburbs, his shadow lying long before him on the grey tarmac.

He would travel two miles along the tarmac, bounded on each side by similar looking houses, all with similar well-kept lawns out front, before branching off to the left, unto a dirt road to walk another two miles in; past several houses, all with similarly well-kept lawns, but also with adjoining farms sprawling out behind before coming to his own home found at the very edge; the very last house in that area.

Even though his steps were even, raised very little dust, and he showed no signs of fatigue, his forehead gleamed with sweat in the fading light of the afternoon when he arrived at the fallen gates located along the grey old fence that ran along the front of his house. The low-lying fence was in need of repair and replacement at several points along its length. Stepping into the compound, Daniel could hear its old frame creak even in the gentle breeze that ushered in the gloom of evening, seamlessly matching the house, which looked like a sad face; the windows, gaping eyes; the door, a nose; the front porch, a moustache, all staring out across the unkempt, overgrown lawn to the dirt road ahead, and into the twilight beyond.

The front door creaked open, to let the very last of the daylight in. Daniel tried the light to confirm what he already suspected, and nodded slightly in the dark of the house when they did not come on. He put his bag pack down with a loud thump, and searched within for a flash light which he used to survey the living room before him. The furniture, along with everything else, was covered in white sheets to protect against the dust and mould; both of which had settled generously on the wooden floor like a second skin.

Daniel passed the flash light one more time around the room before heading up the stairs with his bag pack with his old room. The stuffy, mouldy atmosphere that pervaded the house made him want to sneeze as he moved, flash light in hand, from room to room; passing through the living room to the kitchen, then the closets, before finally heading back upstairs to check out the other rooms.

He finally sneezed when he came back downstairs, the sound echoing through the dark, empty house. Outside was already dark grey when he went round to have a look at the old stable houses and chicken coops. By the time he had finished his first rounds of the property that was now his, the crickets were already in song, and the sounds of his feet against the wooden floors were travelling a lot faster and farther into the night

Coming out of the last stable house, located about fifty metres from the old house, he heard fast, approaching footsteps. He was greeted by the harsh glare of flash lights in his eyes, the second he stepped out of the wooden shack,

“Who goes there? You better talk before I start pulling; its weasel season I hear.”

“Hey, hey, you mind pointing that flash light somewhere else?” Daniel protested, shielding his face, “Old man Yalow it’s me, Daniel”

“Oh, Dan! That you, boy?” An old voice exclaimed from the other end of the beam, “Put away that flash light Stan,” the voice said to someone else whose presence Dan had previously been unaware of, “I didn’t see ya come up the street; saw flash light prancing around the house and me and my boy decided to come look into things; make sure everything was nice and proper.”

“Well everything is, at least as proper as can be expected,” Daniel, who was no longer shielding his face answered, “Thanks for checking up though, the silence here be loud; hearing your voice…”

“Yeah I know; it’s been a while since the old place looked like herself. Boy I know you must be hungry.” The voice said, the flash light already turning, “Grace should have dinner rolling out on the table by now.”

It was a command, the old man was not asking his opinion, and even though Daniel would ordinarily not want to intrude, nor impose himself on another, he gratefully followed the other two men, his stomach rumbling in tandem with the crickets.

Under the white lights that adorned the front porch of the neighbouring house, Daniel could finally take a good look at his dinner hosts that night. While Steven Yalow, rightly, looked his sixty plus years, the other was a mere boy, and could not have been more than twenty in years, but he looked strong and sturdy, with a face that looked a lot like his father’s only less striated.

“My son Stanley,” Old man Yalow announced proudly, “Stanley, meet Daniel Hellas, I’m not sure you two have met.”

Daniel nodded his head in acknowledgement, and the flannel clad youngster did the same before they all shuffled into the house which was already brimming with delicious aromas.

Daniel walked in into the wafting aroma of Louisiana red beans, along with fried chicken with slaw on the side-a classic southern dish. It looked a veritable feast as they sat at the table, and Daniel said so, expressing his gratitude at being invited to the table at such short notice.

“Oh don’t worry about it; you are welcome anytime.” Mrs Yalow replied, waving her hands through the air as if to blow off the remark. Grace Yalow was a round, largish woman with an even bigger heart. Her hair, which shone silver in the lights around the dining table, gave her an even more matriarchal personage. She looked like everybody’s favourite aunt. “Why, we have a bigger problem finding mouths to feed rather than the other way round nowadays.”

Daniel laughed at the remark, thanking her again nonetheless, “Well I am glad the farms are coming along well in these parts. You folks seem to be carving out a right nice life for yourselves in your old age.” He said helping himself to some beans from bowl which Stanley was holding out to him. He took in a lungful of the delicious aroma at the same time.

“Oh it’s not the farm, Daniel” Grace said

Steven Yalow shifted in his seat, “Well my health I not what it used to be so David helped us to liquidate and invest. His idea actually; I feel I still got another twenty years in me.”

Stanley clearly thought otherwise, stifling laughter. Grace sighed however, “Oh Stevie, you know he is just trying to help, plus these investments are making much more than we ever made before.”

“I still coulda gone on” Old man Yalow insisted, with a small pout on his lips.

“Don’t worry about Steve, Daniel. He is proud of David even if he is wont to hide it behind that pout of his.”

“He is an investment banker in, where-Tennessee isn’t he?” Daniel asked, smiling and casting an appreciative glance at the huge amount of food before him.

“Oh he has been transferred to the main office in New York; he about to get married soon too. It’s Linda who still lives in Tennessee with her husband.” Grace answered, her big heart bursting with pride.

“Now, now Gracie, no need to bore Danny boy with talk about David, I am sure they keep in touch.” Old man Yalow said modestly, even though he could not supress the huge grin off his face, “So now that you are here, tell me Daniel: Do you intend to start where your old man left off? Resurrect the farm?”

“Right sir, I intend to do just that. My, after what I learned in the army, farming is just about the only thing which I know how to do well and I know I can carve a life out for myself right here at home.” Daniel answered as he guzzled down some slawed chicken, “I only hope I can count on gaining some valuable wisdom from an old hand like you Mr Yalow. You and Pops used to do everything together back in the old days.” Daniel ended, his coal black eyes, exuding belief and passion.

Mr Yalow was shaking his sallow head in approval, while he made a piece of chicken disappear, “Take my advice boy, the soil never lies; treat her with respect and put passion into it, and you will reap abundantly. Why, I might even help you out with some of the work.” He said with a naughty smile across his greying face, obviously trying to rile Grace, who took the bait and started berating him about his failing health, “Anything is better than sitting down Dan” he insisted laughing, “In a way I envy you; you have your life before you; a clean slate waiting for you to write upon it. Me? Three kids who are all grown up, a wife whom I still love like I did when I first spied her that afternoon in church, and enough to support myself till further notice. I feel God is already done with me; probably be checking out any day now.” He ended on a sombre note.

Grace slapped his hand sharply, causing Stanley who had been respectfully silent up till that moment to giggle, “I love you too Stevie, but you shouldn’t talk like that.”

The atmosphere continued in its humorous spirit, as the meal went on. Daniel, getting to know more about their three grown kids from Grace, one of whom was seated at the table, and Steven reminiscing about the good old days, many instances involving his, Daniel’s father.


        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	59
	...
	107
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        An Unfinished Life: John F. Kennedy 1917-1963 by Robert Dallek



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Luna by Rick Chesler



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Unbreakable Bond by Rita Herron



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Faking It by Dorie Graham



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Myriad Resistance by John D. Mimms



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Madison Johns - Agnes Barton Paranormal 01 - Haunted Hijinks by Madison Johns



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Sins of a Bad Boy (The Original Bad Boys Book 1) by Naomi, Soraya



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Be More Chill by Ned Vizzini



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Emily Kimelman - Sydney Rye 04 - Strings of Glass by Emily Kimelman



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Lyre by Helen Harper


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    