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Brandy

It was a cold October morning as Jeff, a handsooumgy newlywed, awoke. He
felt across the bed for his wife, but she was hetd.

He got up, went into the kitchen and poured himsethe coffee. Then he walked
out onto the deck which overlooked the barn anddaorral below. Pablo, his horse,
stood sadly alone waiting for him to come downdaide.

He finished his coffee then slowly his eyes drifeaday to the narrow riding trail
that led up into the forest above.

Moments later, he was fighting to hold back teasshe remembered it was only a
few days earlier when he had been standing thafes beautiful wife, Brandy, before
taking their morning ride up to their special plalcetheir brief two month marriage, they
had ridden there daily, had picnics, and made loaay times. That day however, was
very different.

“Would you like more coffee?” his mom asked, watkiout on the deck to join
him.

“Thank you,” he muttered, trying to cover up hisl gmotions.

She took his cup and refilled it for him.

“Accidents happen you know?” she whispered, giviiig a little hug from the
side. “You never can predict what a horse is likelgo.”

“I know,” he sniffed. “I just miss Brandy so much.”

“She was special,” replied his mom, with tears @ Ayes too. “I'm so thankful
for the short time we all had together.”

“I remember our wedding day in June,” he saidw#s just a small wedding, but
that’'s what she wanted. She made me wait until thenake love to her.”

“I still miss your dad too,” his mom said. “The ldbtook them both from us, but
we have to go on with our lives until it's our tine go.” Then they stood there quietly,
alone in their thoughts, for a long time.
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It had been several days since Jeff had burieddrauith her horse, Celia, after a
terrible riding accident. They had been racing lUigloi a cliff that overlooked their
favorite picnic spot, a small grassy meadow nex &iream just below. Near the top of
the ridge stood two large pines, one on each dideeanarrow trail. On one side was the
tall cliff that overlooked the meadow below, and e other, a slanting ravine that
twisted downwards with many jagged rocks. There ardyg room for one horse to pass
through the small opening.

Many times in the preceding months, while racirgyéthe had always let Brandy
beat him and she would always laugh and giggle whildish laughter because she had
won.



That day, however, she wanted more effort on hit f@an’'t you at least even
try a little to beat me?” she asked, giggling.

Jeff spurred his horse and Pablo lunged forwaribmag past them at full speed.
He turned and glanced back once and saw them coonirigst. As they approached the
small opening between the trees, he caught a ghrap€elia making a late effort charge
to pass him on the outside. He could also heacltiidish laughter coming from Brandy
as she thought she could beat him, but, it wasateo Celia suddenly realized the danger
ahead and tried to pull up. Brandy flew forwaritiifg the outer tree head first, breaking
her neck. Celia stumbled backwards and lost heaifgocausing her to tumble sideways
over the edge of the cliff. Brandy's foot was still one of the stirrups and she was
yanked down with her.

Jeff watched in horror as they landed hard ontogifessy meadow thirty feet
below. Brandy lay lifeless with her neck twisteddioe side, and Celia lay next to her
bellowing out in pain. He could see her left frétey was badly broken. He carefully, but
quickly rode his horse down the sloped pathway hene they lie. His only comfort then
was in knowing that Brandy would not be able to &&® shoot her horse. It was
necessary however, that he use his rifle to pubbeof her misery.

Later that morning, after holding Brandy’s body his arms and sobbing, he
returned to the ranch for a rope and shovel. Therrdde back up and buried them
together, right beside where they had fallen. Henpéd to make a wooden cross later
and place it on their grave.

As he returned alone back at the ranch again, bi® mvas standing on the deck
above him. She could see that he had been crying.

“What happened?” she yelled. “Where are Brandy@elch?”

Jeff answered her with tears in his eyes. “Thegl@ad mom! | buried them up in
those hills.”

“What?” she screamed. Then she saw the shovelpgwap his saddle. “My
God!” she cried, “what happened?”

“There was an accident mom. Brandy was killed bhdd to shoot her horse.
Then | buried them in the same grave.”

Jeff's mom looked at him in disbelief and said, t¥can’'t mean that Jeff. Please
tell me that is not true.”

“Could you please put Pablo away for me?” he ask&d too exhausted and |
need to take a hot shower.”

“I'll take him,” she answered, heading down theirgtay. She first wanted to
wrap her arms around her son and comfort him, bughinugged himself away and ran up
the stairway.

“Please talk to me Jeff,” she pleaded.

“I have to go into town,” he turned and yelled batWe’ll ride up to their
gravesite in the morning.”

“Can | at least fix you something to eat firstAesasked.

“No thanks mom. You always take good care of me lampbpreciate it, but right
now, | just need to shower and then go into towrstome supplies.”
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It was six months earlier that he had first metri8isa He had been driving his
pick up truck back from Albuquerque with supplieeen he spotted a beautiful young
lady running out of the forest with her thumb stack for a ride.

He recalled how radiant her face was when he puilent to give her a lift. She
looked to be an angel of about nineteen or so.

“Where are you headed?” he asked, smiling, as &eel over and opened the
door for her.

“I'm not sure,” she replied. “I tried to find someork in town yesterday, but
things are slow and | didn’t find anything. Nowguiess I'll just move on to the next
town.”

“Were you sleeping out in the forest?”

“Do | look terrible?” she asked.

“You're beautiful!” he replied. “It's just that tme are bears in the area.”

“Well, | had to go potty,” she said, blushing. “Ne¢ was calling.”

“My name is Jeff,” he said. “What’s your name?”

“Brandy,” she answered.

“What type of work were you looking for?” he asked,he drove ahead.

“Mostly anything, as long as it was honest and paidecent wage. I'm pretty
good at cooking and house cleaning, plus I've dotseof other small jobs t0o.”

“You ever been married?” he asked.

At first she seemed stunned at his question, laut #he answered.

“No, my parents were killed in a car accident wHewas a baby, and my
grandparents raised me up in Arkansas. | wounckipd care of them until they passed
away a few years ago. I've been on the road evecgs

“No other relatives you could live with?”

“None!” she replied. “I'm all alone now.”

“Do you go to church?” he asked.

“If I have a job and a place to stay where | cagaol up, | like to go. I'm a
Christian if that’s what you are asking.”

“Have you ever worked on a ranch?”

“Not exactly a ranch, but my grandparent’s farm pags, goats, a milk cow and
some chickens. | took care of them also.”

“What about horses? Have you ever been around $irse

“My best friend, Carol, who | grew up with, had twehe worked as a waitress,
but she was struggling to make a living. My grandpés let her come live with us and |
helped her with them. We use to ride together.”

“Did you help groom them and keep their stalls ci&a

“We didn’t really have a barn with stalls for thelhwas more like an open shed.”

“But you still helped take care of them, right?”

“You're asking a lot of questions. Is this likeabjinterview, or something?”

“Tell me more about yourself if you don’'t mind,"feaid, smiling.

“Well, | left school in the tenth grade when my mgiparents died. They left me
the farm, but it wasn’t worth any money, so | jgatve it to Carol. My grandparents left
me a few hundred dollars, but | had no other incanaecided to go find a better life. |
promised Carol I'd stay in touch.”

“Have you ever been pregnant?”



Again, Brandy was appalled, and laughed at hisdinguestioning.

“I told you, I'm a Christian, so I'm waiting untilget married.”

“l live twenty miles up the road on a large ranchdid Jeff. “By large, | mean
only by property size. We've only got three horeess and a small herd of Black Angus
Cattle. Of course there’s a milk cow, a roosted some laying hens too.”

“No little piggy’s?” giggled Brandy.

“Nope, no little piggy’s,” blushed Jeff, “we buy ohacon.”

“Are you married?” she asked, “because | don’taseag on your finger.”

“No, | live on the ranch with my mother. My Dad pad away several years ago
and he left everything to her, which will all go tee when she dies. | got discharged a
year ago from the Army and this is where I've bearte. | have big plans for the ranch
when it all reverts over to me. My mom is holdiqgmy plans for now, but I'm trying to
convince her to go ahead and let me take over.sSjedting pretty feeble in her old age
and is quite stubborn about it. | mostly just wimgl helping her with all the household
chores and cooking for now.”

“What are your plans?” she asked.

“Raising a lot more Black Angus,” he said.

“That sounds interesting,” Brandy remarked. “I gues would like doing
something like that too if | had the chance.”

“Would you like to see the ranch?”

“Sure!” Brandy said. “I'd love to see it.”

“You'll get to meet my mother as well, but I'm suyeu’ll like her.”

“So, are you offering me a job?” she asked.

Jeff had fallen in love with her from the very firstoment he saw her. He
couldn’t just let her get away.

“Maybe,” he responded. “I'll talk to mom.”

“Well, before you do that, I'd like to know whatetbenefits would be and how
much the job would pay.”

“If you are willing to help me out with everythingll ask her to pay you fifteen
dollars an hour for each eight hour day you work.”

“How would | get back and forth to work?”

“I'm sure she’ll let you stay at the ranch.”

“Would | have my own private room and bathroom lides?” she asked.

“Of course,” Jeff said. “And we could share evemythelse.”

“Do you think your mom will go along with all of igf”

“I’'m pretty good at convincing her on most things.”

“Did I just die and go to Heaven?” she asked, sl

“One more thing,” said Jeff. “I'm a young, healthyan, and I'm looking for a
good woman to take care of my physical needs.”

She looked over at him with a questionable look.

“You're not starting to go weird on me are you?”

“What do you mean by weird?” Jeff smiled.

“Surely you don’t mean you'd expect me to sleephwbu when those needs
come up, do you?”

“No,” laughed Jeff. “That's not what | meant at.dllonly meant that I'd be
interested in getting married to the right woman.”



“Hey, well I'm looking for a good man too,” smild8randy, relieved to hear his
answer, “But, surely that would depend on how thitgn out between us over a period
of time.”

“Do you at least find me attractive?” Jeff asked.

“Yes!” she giggled. “You are very attractive. Bypu're kind of weird at the
same time.”

“l find you quite attractive as well,” he smiledt’s just that | find you very, very
attractive and | don’t want to let you slip awagrfr me.”

“So, are you planning on kidnapping me?”

Again, Jeff burst into laughter. “No!” he assurest.H just mean | plan on doing
everything | can to keep you around.”

“Why?”

“Because you seem like you are the one for me.”

“Will there be any type of courtship or anything fes?” she asked, giggling, “Or
do you just plan on setting a date for our wedding?

“This is where we turn into the ranch,” Jeff samilng. “I think today is my
lucky day.”

“Well, as fate would have it, a trucker stoppedjiice me a lift earlier, but he had
whiskey on his breath and a wink in his eye, sad him to forget it, I'd walk, and then |
stepped out into the forest to water the bushesnWhen | stepped back out, you came
along and gave me aride.”

“God is good!” Jeff replied, grinning.

“This might be my lucky day too!” she said.

“With God’s blessing, it could be lucky for both a$,” Jeff responded.

Slowly, they drove up the driveway towards the rahouse. Brandy was in awe
at the beauty of the ranch. As they drove pastdtheal, two beautiful thoroughbreds ran
out to meet them.

“That’s Pablo and Celia,” Jeff said. “They both deegood run.”

“Where’s the other one?”

“She’s in the barn. She’s an old gray mare namedddaay. She belongs to my
mom, but she hardly ever rides her anymore sindeddal.”

“That’s sad.”

“Want to go riding in the morning?”

“| can't wait!” answered Brandy, excited, “They’beautiful.”

As they got closer to the ranch house, they sdfis Jeom sitting out on the deck
sipping a cold glass of dark tea.

“Come on, I'll introduce you,” he whispered, asytlexited the truck.

“Hello young lady,” Jeff's mom said, as she reacbetto shake her hand. “My
name is Maude.”

“This is Brandy,” said Jeff. “I've been interviemg her for a job here.”

“I think I should be the one to do that,” repliechiitie.

“Of course mom, that's why she is here.”

“Would you like coffee or tea while we talk?” askigidhude.

“'m fine for now,” said Brandy. “I'd like to tellyou about myself and my
gualifications.”

“Please do,” said Maude.



Brandy began her story, making sure to smile asnadis possible and soon she
felt that she had secured the job.

“What type wages do you expect?” asked Maude.

“I'll work for fifteen dollars an hour,” she answes.

“That sounds fair enough,” replied Maude. “What girwould you like to start
work in the mornings?”

“That’s a problem,” said Brandy. “I have no placestay or any transportation.”

“You seem like an honest person,” said Maude. dsgul could provide you room
and board also, but only if you'd agree to helphvite cooking too.”

“I understand from Jeff that he does a lot of theking now,” Brandy replied.

“Jeff’'s specialty is parched, crispy eggs, and btwast,” Maude giggled. “He’ll
never get the hang of cooking.”

“I'm a good cook,” replied Brandy. “I think you’llke my cooking.”

“We’ll need to go riding early mornings,” said Jéffhen we can get all the other
work done after that.”

“I'll be able to keep up,” replied Brandy.

“Jeff's dad and | use to ride every morning. Wdlyeenjoyed it.”

“You named your horse after yourself?” Brandy asked

“Yes,” she answered. “She’s such a good horse too.”

“Maybe you can ride with us then,” Brandy said.

“Maybe one day | will.”

“We’ll have so much fun here,” said Brandy, excited

“Well | guess you’re hired then,” said Maude.

“Oh thank you so much,” said Brandy. “I promisework hard and make you
both happy.”

“I'm already happy,” said Jeff. “I'll be happy jubving you here to look at!”

“Patience is a virtue you'll need to learn JefffaBdy said, laughing. “However,
| appreciate the compliment.”

“By golly, you're going to work out just fine hefdaughed Maude. “Could you
help out with the laundry too?” she asked, “we’@nMpehind in that area.”

“l can do that,” smiled Brandy.

“I love your smile,” said Maude. “You are so chegsf

Within a few hours, she had all the laundry caugttand hung properly in its
place. She even had all the socks and underwededand put away. Maude was quite
impressed.

Then she went to the kitchen and started a medhéon to eat later.

“Do you like sun tea?” she asked Maude.

“I haven't had that in years,” she stated. “Thatrsids wonderful.”

The next couple of months went smoothly. Maude dragvn to appreciate all the
extra things that Brandy generously did for here 8bpecially loved the foot rubs, nail
grooming, and hair styling that came as a pleasarrise. More than once, Maude had
commented to Jeff that if he didn’t marry her tbla¢ would.

Jeff was quite pleased as well and really enjoyer thorseback rides every
morning.

He had reminded his mom several times that firgttdat they would be riding
first thing every morning.



“l think that's a wonderful idea,” she said. “Wimpt take her up in the hills
through the forest. There are lots of nice plaoa#de up there.”

Early the next morning, they saddled up and heddea trail that led uphill.
Brandy was excited and wanted to race the horséfsallowed her to ride ahead on the
new trail which led them up to a peak where a mg@ssy meadow lay below a cliff.
There was a running spring deep enough that theld aip their feet into and cool off.
As they sat there, they noticed a mama bear andwtecubs enter the water about a
guarter mile downstream.

“Oh look!” Brandy said, excited. “Let’s ride dowma get a closer look. Maybe
we could follow them and see where they go.”

“It's best we don’t do that,” said Jeff. “Next timee’ll bring binoculars with us.”

“Are you scared?” she asked, giggling.

“Just cautious!” he replied.

“This is wonderful,” said Brandy. “We have our oprivate hideaway.”

Jeff slid his arm around her and kissed her orlifise She responded by parting
her lips and kissing him back, at first by the atne and then Jeff spread a blanket down
on the grass and they lay down and kissed even.more

“May | make love to you now?” he asked.

“We’re not married,” she responded.

“But don’t you feel the closeness that’'s developdegyween us?” he asked.

“This is sort of like courting,” she stated. Ths where we can start to get to
really know each other.”

“I know enough about you already,” said Jeff.

“No, you have to wait and court me properly. Yowén¢o prove to me that you're
my man and will stick by me.”

“What can | do?” he asked.

“You haven't even begun to fight,” giggled Brandipon’t you think I’'m worth
the effort?”

“I'll wait as long as it takes,” he said.

“Promise?”

“Yes!”

“Then kiss me again like you did before. Make ma &l tingly inside.”

After a few hours, they reluctantly got up to leave

“This will be our special place,” she said. “We rhosme here often.”

“You just want to race the horses and beat me,fabighed. “That’'s all you'll
want to do!”

“How’d you guess?” she answered. “Want to race itfme

“Better give the horses a break,” he said. “Besigeés want them to recognize
this trail as the place where they run fast tohgee.”

“Maybe next time we can pack a lunch and stayédorighe suggested.

“I'd like that,” he agreed.

During the next several months, Jeff took her ourémantic candlelight dinners
and moonlight walks around the lake in the downt@sea. Their feelings toward each
other began to grow stronger and soon they felplgei@ love. Shortly after, they were
married.
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Early the next morning, Jeff saddled up Pablo ardidé May and got everything
ready for a ride up the trail that led to the gsaiee

He helped his mom climb aboard her horse and tlosyhysmade their way up the
hill.

When they got there, Jeff planted the wooden dnedsad made the night before.
Attached to it was another small wooden plaque bithvwas carved, “Brandy, Beloved
wife and Daughter.” Then he carefully placed a dozeses he had picked up from town.

They stood there for awhile as Maude prayed inva \hisper, and Jeff just
watched with tears in his eyes.

Before leaving, they decided to water their horsed rode down to the nearby
stream. As the horses were drinking, Jeff lookedrddream at a movement he saw
coming from where the mama bear and cubs had le=enbefore.

“L...Look!” he stuttered, pointing in that direction.

Standing in the middle of the stream stood Celith vi@randy on her back. She
raised her hand and waved at them.

“My God... It's her!” stammered Jeff. “How can tha¥y

“l s...see her too!” stuttered his mom, raising handhto wave back.

Moments later, Brandy spurred Celia and they dashex.

“Did we really see her?” Jeff asked, trembling.

Maude put her hands together and began to prag.aledf put his hands together
too and listened, as his trembling continued.

They remained there for a long time staring baak fanth at each other and then
back towards where they had seen her last. Themrdle silently home.

Several days passed without them discussing whgtlthd seen.

“I have to go back up there,” Jeff finally mutteratithe supper table one night.
“Do you want to go with me?” he asked.

“It's best you go alone,” his mom answered. “We evg@rst seeing things,” she
said. “But, | don’t think | could do it again.”

“I'll leave early in the morning,”

“I'll pack you a lunch,” she said. “I'll pray aboltttwhile you’'re gone.”

Jeff rose at five o’clock the next morning and heshdut. Halfway there, he heard
Brandy’s voice calling him.

“Come on Jeff, I'll race you!”

He glanced ahead and saw her racing uphill on Ceakapulled Pablo up and sat
trembling for several minutes. He started to tuanly afraid, but then decided he needed
to go on. He slowly rode the rest of the way. Asapproached the two pine trees, he
glanced down over the cliff at the gravesite belBwerything was as they had left it days
before. Then he slowly rode down and dismounteds&tequietly beside the grave and
started whispering things that popped into his hdhe of it made any sense, but he felt
the need to talk. He later walked down to the ngatbeam, looking in both directions.
Nothing out of the ordinary was there. He felt eimgis about him and decided to leave.
As he climbed back up the pathway and went betveentwo pine trees, he heard her
voice again.

“Come back soon,” she said. “I'll miss you!”



He stopped and looked over the cliff below to sdwene the sound had come
from. There was nothing there. He called out henaébut there was no answer. Then he
continued home.

“Well?” his mom asked, as they later sat out ornrttieck. “Did anything unusual
happen today?”

He cautiously explained what had happened so a®rioghten her.

“Did you ever experience anything like that aftaddlied?” he asked.

“There were moments that similar things happened,| lvrote it off as having
day dreams. It was nothing like this however.”

“It's hard to say you don’t believe in ghosts whyou're seeing and hearing
them,” he said. “I'm getting more use to it now tigh. I'd love to hold her in my arms
again.”

“I'm riding back up again tomorrow.”

“You should take her some more roses.”

“I'll do that,” he agreed. “Want to run into townity me?”

“I'll stay here and rest,” she answered. “That Iyedrained a lot out of me the
other day. Besides, | have lots of chores to dandga

“I'll try to be more help to you mom.”

“When you feel up to it son, | can use your help.”

The next morning, Jeff left early and rode up aghie laid the new roses on the
grave and knelt down at the foot to talk to her.

“Thank you for the beautiful roses,” he heard ter. s

“Where are you?” he asked.

“I'm standing right beside you,” she answered.

Jeff reached out and felt for her, but could net nything.

“You just swiped your hand through my legs,” shaglaed.

“Are you a ghost?” he asked.

“Not really,” she answered. “I'm just still hererfa short while,” she said.

“Are you okay?” he asked. “You and Celia both lodkes though nothing even
happened.”

“We’ve been restored to new again, but we’re wgitm our place.”

“What place?” he asked.

“It's hard to describe, Jeff, but hopefully, youjét to come there someday also.”

“Can | at least see you and hold you?” he askeudalfit to hold you in my arms
and kiss you again.”

“You have to forget me now,” she said. “Please t@ome to see me again
because | probably won'’t be here.”

“I love you and miss you so much,” he said. “I domant to live without you.”

“You have to move on, Jeff. Go find another love aontinue living your life.”

“I only want you,” he said. “You're my true love.”

“That’'s sweet, but it's not possible anymore. Dai yeant me to find someone for
you?” she asked, giggling.

“Will I ever see you again?”

“For now, you'll just dream about me, but | won#& here much longer. I’'m going
to a special place above.”

“l want to go too,” he said.



“One day soon,” she promised, “we’ll be togethesiag

“I love you so much,” he said.

“Goodbye Jeff, I'm being called right now. I'll alys love you and I'll be
waiting for you.”

Then she was gone. He watched as her nearly tnamgpfrm lifted off the
ground and faded away in a upward direction.

“Goodbye my love,” he whispered. “I'll always loyeu too.”

Jeff rose slowly and looked around at their spegiate for the last time. How
beautiful and wonderful it had been for them. While/ould always remain in his heart
and mind, he knew he would never come back again.

He rode home and discussed what had happened ig/itham.

“Praise the Lord!” Maude said. “I believe she’shviim!”

“God is good!” Jeff whispered. “I'll start prepagmnmyself today for when He
calls me too.”

“I've already prepared myself for when He calls foe,” Maude said.

“Please don't you leave me too,” he begged. “I tam this place all by myself.
Besides, I'd miss you too much.”

“I'm signing the ranch over to you next week,” steplied. “You'll be in full
control then.”

Moments later, a truck turned into their drivewayllipg a horse trailer. It
continued until it reached the parking area below.

“Who could that be?” asked Jeff, as he went dowsem

“Are you Jeff,” a beautiful, young girl about twgrdétepped out and asked. “I'm
Carol, Brandy's friend from Arkansas. | had a sgavrieeling that she needed me, so |
decided to surprise her. Is she around?”

Jeff started to answer, but was interrupted byros.

“Won't you join us for tea?” Maude yelled from aleov

“That’'s my mom,” he said

“May | unload my horses first?” Carol asked. “They’been inside the trailer a
long time and they need to stretch their legs.”

“Of course,” said Jeff, “Lets take them down to toeral.”

Maude watched as they walked down and put her &arseéhe corral. Then
suddenly Carol began crying. Jeff consoled hehag walked back up to the deck.

Maude reached out and put her arms around her.

“I'd like you to stay here,” she said.

“Thanks, but I'll need to go look for work somew&g Carol cried, sadly.

“Brandy told me all about you,” said Maude. “Younoaork for us.”

“I would really like that!” sniffed Carol. “You hae a nice ranch here.”

From somewhere high above, Brandy looked down aniled, as she knew
everything would soon be okay for the loved oneslsid left behind.

“Want to race?” Brandy turned and asked her nesniti

“My child, my burro is very, very old, but still,enhis also very, very fast,” and
away they sped off, gracefully gliding through tHeavens, leaving sounds of childish
laughter behind.

The End
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