                                 A Blessing from The Past











The day had been long, hard one.  That evening, everyone was relaxing near the warm fire. Hoss and Joe were playing checkers at the table before it.  Ben was sitting in his plush leather chair smoking his pipe, going over some paperwork. Adam was slouched in his blue chair, reading a book. Ben taking a break from his papers, gazed thoughtfully at his three sons. My sons have gotten older, thought Ben to himself. Hoss and Joe looked much like they always had. 





Hoss was now happily married to a pretty young lady named Suzy. Ben smiled, Suzy had gone to bed early, she was carrying their first child and hadn’t been able to stay awake any longer. Even though she loved to sit and watch Hoss and Joe play checkers.





Joe was engaged to Jenny, they were due to get married in a month. This was one of the few evenings Joe was home.





Adam still as handsome as ever, seemed quite content at being a bachelor. But at 50 years of age, he had  a distinguishing amount of gray hairs at his temples. 





Adam he knew, had never been the same after losing Ruth. 20  years had passed since Adam had spent all those agonizing months looking for Ruth. Ben knew Adam still loved her. Adam had placed a wall firmly around his heart for fear of ever being hurt again. It wasn’t really surprising after Adam found all of Ruth’s things gone, including her bible. Which Adam had left behind, in case she returned. He had returned many times that year looking for her. Only to return home in more despair than the time before.





Ben often wondered how it would have been for Adam, had he found Ruth. Something they will never know. He only wished Adam could  now find some happiness. Sighing, Ben went back to his papers, puffing on his pipe.





Several moments had passed, lifting his head up, Ben stared intently at the front door.  Adam glanced up  and noticed the direction his father was looking. 


“Everything ok Pa?” Ben smiled back at his son.


“I’m not sure if I heard something or not, probably was just the wind.”





Going back to his paperwork, Ben didn’t see the smile Adam gave him or the shake of his head, as he went back to his book. It wasn’t long when Ben lifted his head again and looked at the door.  Setting his paperwork and pipe down, he got up, headed to the door, went outside, and closed the door quietly behind him. Stepping out from the porch into the crisp night air, he stopped suddenly as he saw a figure standing a few feet away, dressed in black. The dark coloring hid his face. 





“Can I help you?” said Ben, wondering who he was.


The stranger stepped closer, but Ben still couldn’t see his face. Then, a rich masculine voice replied


'Yes, I believe you can, is this the Ponderosa?”


“Yes it is” Ben replied and waited for the stranger to tell him why he was here.


“I’m looking for a Cartwright, a Mr. Adam Cartwright” 


The hairs on the back of Ben's neck rose. He had a bad feeling about this.


“Is there any particular reason you want to see my son?” The man straightened.


“I have something I wish to discuss with him, and I can see what you're thinking.  I assure you I mean him no harm. It’s something I've been putting off far too long now.”





Ben looked closely at the man, and took a deep breath.


“He’s inside.  Won’t you come in and you can talk to him there.” As he headed back inside, Ben noticed when he reached the porch that the man had not followed him.  He turned back and stepped toward the stranger once more.  He stopped walking when the man spoke.





“If it’s all the same to you, I’d like to talk to him out here.”


Ben nodded his head, turned, and went into the house. As he entered, all three of his sons looked up at him. Noticing the concerned look on his face, Hoss and Joe spoke in unison.


“Everything ok Pa?”  Looking at Adam, he nodded his head.


“Adam there is a stranger outside wanting to talk to you.”


Adam put his book down and walked over to his father.


“Did he say what he wanted?”


“No he didn’t.  All he said is that he had been putting it off far too long.” Ben placed his hand on Adam's arm.  "Just too be on the safe side, I’m going out there too.” 





Adam nodded at his father.  He knew it wouldn’t do any good to argue with him. As he stepped out into the dark, he saw no one. Then he noticed the dark figure emerge from the blackness and step within a few feet of him. Adam tried to make out the man’s features, but between the dark and his hat, Adam couldn’t see a thing. He felt the man’s eyes staring at him.


“I’m Adam Cartwright, what did you want to talk to me about?”


“You're exactly as described to me."





The stranger reached into his leather duster coat and pulled out a book. He stepped closer to Adam and held it out to him.


“This is for you. I was supposed to bring it to you sooner, but I’m afraid I just couldn’t bring myself to do it right away.”


Adam took the warm book from the gloved hands. It felt familiar. He took it over to the lamp burning on the porch. It was Ruth’s Bible! But, how could it be?  He cautiously opened it, and saw her and her father’s names there. He turned swiftly back to the stranger, and held the bible out to him.


“Where did you get this?” All the old anguish of loosing Ruth settled into every part of Adam’s conscious mind. 





“So you know who’s it is?” At Adams nod, he went on. “She gave it to me. Made me promise that I would bring it to you.” The stranger watched Adam as the anguish built on his face, and knew what was to come.


“Why did she give you this, to give to me? Where is she?” The strain was clearly evident in Adam’s voice. He was afraid to ask the question, afraid of what the answer would be.  But he had to know. Adam’s heart pounded. The sound was deafening in his ears. He waited for the answer.





“She gave it to me on her deathbed. Made me promise to find you, so that I could give you the Bible.” Knowing what Adam’s next question was going to be, he went on. “She died 2 years ago. She got sick and by the time I got her to the nearest Doctor, she had pneumonia and it was just too late.'  The stranger's head tipped down.  His voice became strained, almost hateful. "Her last thoughts were of you.”





Adam's knees almost buckled beneath him. He felt his father’s hands give support.  He held tight to the Bible as he whispered Ruth’s name. The tears began to build in his eyes and he fought to keep them from spilling over. He felt his father’s arms go around him. The stranger droned relentlessly on.





“Although I don’t know why her last thoughts were of you. You never did anything for her. And when she needed you the most, you weren’t there.'  The bitterness surfaced in the stranger's deep smooth voice. "You never even went back and looked for her after the Shoshone took her away.  If I had my way, you would never have gotten the Bible back.” The stranger's anger was now painfully apparent.





Adam looked up.  A lone tear trailed down his face.  He was getting angry with this man who challenged him so heartlessly. Ben dropped his arms to his sides as he listened to the conversation, knowing it was tearing Adam apart. Adam’s grief was gradually replaced by anger.


“Let me tell you something, whoever the hell you are! I looked for Ruth for months.  I never gave up hope all that time. Even after a year, I was always hopeful that I would someday find her!'  Adam pushed his hand through his hair in frustration.  "Now you’ve done your duty, why don't you get the hell out of here!” He swiveled angrily on his heal, and headed back into the house. Then, he stopped suddenly. Ben also froze as the stranger spoke inconceivable words. 


“My name is Adam Olif Halverson!”





Adam turned slowly and stood there speechless. New, frightening emotions came into play. He'd fought hard to hide the raw emotion of loosing Ruth.  Now, he struggled to hide the shock and pain of finding her son standing before him. Ben, who was not so inclined, spoke.


“What did you say your name was again?” He wanted to make sure he'd heard the man right.  He moved closer to Adam and Ben.


“I said my name is Adam Olif Halverson, and just in case you haven’t fingered it out, Ruth was my mother.”





Ben started to shiver from the cold.  He noticed the stranger didn’t seem bothered by the chill, but he mentioned it just the same.  He also wanted to give Adam a few moments to pull himself together.


“Please can we talk about this inside?  It’s much warmer in there.” Looking suspiciously from Ben to Adam, Ruth’ s son agreed.





Once inside, Joe and Hoss stood up. They saw Adam’s face and were instantly concerned, but the shake of their father’s head stopped them from saying anything.  All four Cartwrights stood and watched the stranger as he bent over to remove his gun.  They remained silent, as he straightened up he removed his hat.  That done, he then shrugged off his coat. He turned to look at four pairs of stunned faces. The Cartwrights were looking at almost the exact image of their own Adam, only a younger version. He was tall with dark hair. He had those same bedroom eyes. A fleeting smile betrayed the same dimples. A buckskin shirt covered broad shoulders and chest. A lean waist and long legs incased in black pants with black boots completed the likeness.  The young man smiled briefly.  He was pleased with the knowledge that he'd succeeded in shocking all of them, especially his father. 





“Now you know the rest of it. You, Adam Cartwright are my father. I can see now why my mother always said that I was my father’s son. It’s like looking in the mirror!”  


Ben, although deeply shaken himself by the situation, sensed the younger man's anger at his newly discovered father and Adam’s complete shock, decided to take over the situation. He witnessed the emotions playing on Adam's face.  He was trying to cover them up, as was his way.





“Yes it's quite obvious that my son is your father, and that means I'm your grandfather.'  The younger version of Adam turned and looked at the other two men in the room.  Hardly believing his own words, Ben introduced them.


"These are your uncles, Hoss and Joe.” Young Adam nodded his head in acknowledgment.  He then waited for his grandfather to continue.  He sauntered over to the settee and sat down. He stretched his long legs out before him. His eyes went back to his father, who was now sitting in a blue chair opposite, looking at him.  His eyes narrowed as though he were trying to work things out. Ben’s voice brought his gaze back to him.





“If it’s been that long since your mother passed away, why has it taken you this long to come here?”


Ben looked into the eyes so much like his son’s and saw hurt there.  The hurt for the father he'd never known and the lost and lonely years his mother endured.  He got up from the settee and began to pace the floor.





“I was too angry to come here. I would've done something that would not have made my mother very proud of me. You see I watched her, year after year, wait and hope for this man to arrive."  He pointed an accusing finger at his father. "He never did come.  She would tell me about him. How honorable, kind and loving he was, right till the very end. I didn’t feel the same way as she did.”





“Even though I never knew who exactly my father was, my mother wanted me to know about him.” Running a hand through his hair, he went on. “She was afraid he was dead, that the Shoshone had killed him despite the fact that they said they would let him go.”





“It wasn’t until she was dying that she told me who my father was. She  had been afraid I’d go looking for him had she told me any sooner. Afraid I might find him dead, something she said she couldn’t bare.”





Turning to face his grandfather, his eyes filled with pain.


“ How could I love a man that left my mother all those years ago?  He left her lost and lonely. She worked hard to see that I had an education, was well fed, had clothes and a roof over my head. No, I don’t think I owe him a thing. If it hadn’t been for her, I would never have come here!” Turning he walked to the door, strapped on his gun belt, put his coat on and grabbed his hat.  He turned to leave, but was stopped by his father.


“I loved your mother more than anything in this world, and I would have given anything to have found her. If I had found her, it would have meant that I found you too!”


 


Adam watched his son reaction.  He understood the pain he must have been going through, and he hoped he could get through to him enough so that maybe, just maybe they could begin to build a relationship. Young Adam looked at his father properly for the first time.  He saw him standing there, proud and strong. As he looked into his eyes he saw the same pain he felt, and knew that one thing was true. He'd not known he had a son. He remembered the day his mother told him that his father didn't know of his existence. But, she did tell him that his father would be proud to have him as a son. His mother wasn’t to be blamed for something she'd failed to do. But he did blame his father, for everything.  





He looked his father square in the eyes and spoke bitterly.


“I’m sorry, but my mother is gone. I fulfilled my promise to her. I know what she wanted to happen when I delivered the Bible. If you were alive. She wanted you and I to become close, like the father and son.  A relationship we should have had long ago. But that's not going to happen, at least not right now.” He turned to go, and stood with his back to the only family he had left.  “One more thing, inside the Bible is a letter for you, father. I was there when she wrote it.” 





Then, he was gone.  His long legs strode toward a big black stallion that was prancing impatiently.  Adam stood in the doorway and watched his son as he climbed in the saddle.  He turned the horse to face his father. After a brief moment, he turned and rode away.  Adam watched his son go, until he could no longer see him.  He turned slowly and closed the door. He looked down at the Bible that was still clutched lovingly in his hand. Looking at each of his family in turn, he slowly made his way upstairs.





As Adam sat on his chair in his room, he lay his head back and closed his eyes. With a big sigh he reopened them and looked down at the Bible. He opened it and there was the letter. On the outside was written, 'My Darling Adam'. With shaking hands he opened it and began to read. It was all there. Stories of his son and his accomplishments. It spoke of Ruth’s days preparing their son for the world. It also told of young Adam’s resentment towards him that seemed to grow stronger as he got older. It contained memories of their time together and the time they'd lost.  It also reinforced her undying love for him, right to the bitter end.





She knew in her heart, that Adam had looked for her, and never resented him for not finding them. Her only wish then, was that he and young Adam could meet and grow close, as a father and son should be. At the end of the letter, Adam found tears in his eyes.  He closed them and wept. That was how Ben found him much later, asleep in his chair, dried tears on his face and the letter held loosely in his hands on his lap.





The next few days were quiet and solemn at the Ponderosa. Ben watched Adam walk around in a silent and forbidding manner. All were at a loss at what to say and were afraid to say anything, knowing Adam’s black mood. For Adam, all he could think of was that he had lost Ruth all over again and had found a son he never knew he had with her. Now, he'd probably lost him too.  Each task he performed was executed the same as it was any other day, only he now he did it without thought. He moved like a man in a trance. The hurt, sorrow and pain were hidden deep, and only surfaced at night, as he sat in his chair and looked out his bedroom window.





One night, as he continually stared at nothing with a book lying in his hands unread, he felt so lost and alone.  It was that night he heard a soft knock on his door. It opened and his father quietly came into the room. Sitting on the bed near Adam’s chair, he watched as Adam silently stared out the window. 





“Son, this isn’t doing you any good. It won’t change things for her.” He didn't get any response from Adam so he went on.  “I’m sure he’ll come around. He feels lost and hurt right now, but soon young Adam will come to realize you did everything you could to find his mother.”





Adam looked over at his father. Some of the pain he couldn’t hide showed in his eyes.


“You really think so Pa?  I’m not so sure.  He had so much hate in him, I’m not sure that he will. Then I will not only have lost Ruth but my son as well. The son I never got to see grow to manhood.” He looked back out the window and it was as if Adam had simply turned him off again.





“I think your wrong Adam. You’re his father, no matter how he feels.  If he hated you that much he would never have brought you Ruth’s Bible, despite the promise to his mother. I think the love she had for you Adam, he had to have seen it, felt it, and I’m sure she shared everything about you with him. He must have seen the love there. It just may take him some time.'





"I wasn’t going to say anything but Hoss came back from town today and said he saw young Adam coming out of the hotel. He went over and checked. Looked like he was staying there, so Hoss asked the clerk about him.  He told Hoss that he was, and that young Adam wasn’t planning on leaving anytime soon.”





Adam looked at his father, his face still unreadable.


“That doesn’t mean anything Pa, he could be gone in a few days.”





Ben stood up and put his hand on Adam’s shoulder, and smiled down at him. “We shall see, but I think you are wrong, if I read my Adam right.” Adam gave his father a funny look but said nothing. Ben went on. “In the mean time, I need you to ride up to that line shack we were talking about this morning, to make sure everything is in order. And while you're there you can check the line. That way we’ll know how things stand when I send Bill up there in a few weeks.”





Adam nodded at his father.


“Sure Pa, I’ll pack up first thing in the morning and head out.” 





“Good night son.” Ben squeezed Adam’s shoulder. “Don’t stay up to much longer. You have a earlier start to get and a long ride ahead of you.” He headed to the door and waited with his hand on the doorknob, for Adam to speak.


“I won’t Pa, goodnight.”


“See you in the morning, son,” said Ben as he quietly made his way out of the room, knowing full well, Adam would sit in that chair half the night. He just wished there were something he could do to bring his son and his grandson together. He’d have to give it some thought.





As he stood along side his horse, Adam shook hands with Hoss, Joe and his father, who also gave him a fatherly hug.


“Take care son, and be careful.”  Adam looked into his father’s eyes.


“I’ll be careful Pa, don’t worry.” Reaching over to his horse, he climbed into the saddle, and rode away. His family watched with concern on their faces.


They all hoped that this time alone would do him some good.





Adam enjoyed the scenery and the quietness as he rode along. His mind wondered back to the day when he and Ruth spent their time down by the river, quiet and serene. It had been a beautiful moment. Ruth had been so lovely. He'd felt so complete, and been so happy. Turning his mind to the path before him, Adam carefully made his way up the trail.





The sun was setting when Adam finally made it to the line shack. Then, suddenly, he felt the hair on the back of his neck go up. He looked around. Maybe it was just a feeling he had, but he felt like he was being watched. Not seeing anyone or anything visible he got down from Sport and patted him on the shoulder.


“Well boy, looks like we can rest until tomorrow. I made sure I brought you plenty of oats.” Adam started to unload the packhorse, putting everything inside the shack as he went.  Then he took care of Sport and the packhorse. Once that was done it was dark, but Adam needed to chop some wood for the stove and fireplace so he could cook and stay warm during the night. He’d just have to cut the rest of the wood he required for his stay in the morning.





As he checked the horses one more time, Adam looked around. He still felt like he was being watched. Once inside the shack, he got the stove going and made some food. He looked over at the bed as he ate. He realized he wasn’t sleeping on it that night. Good thing he'd brought extra bedding with him. Much later that evening, as he lay on his bedroll, Adam stared into the fire and watched the flames dance. He thought of his son and what he might be doing at that moment. With his thoughts still of his son, Adam’s eyes grew heavy and he was soon sound asleep. 





The next morning dawned sunny and cold. Adam quickly put more logs on the fire. He stretched as he went to the cook stove to get it going. After putting on the coffee, he went over and washed up. He then dressed and made up his bedroll. Once he'd finished his breakfast, Adam cleaned the dishes and pulled off all the old bedding from the cot and threw it outside. He then he made up the bed with the new bedding. 





Once all the chores inside were done, he bundled up and went out and chopped more wood. Once that was completed, he fed the horses and had a look around. He decided to go for a ride and check on the fencing in the immediate area. Again Adam felt like he was being watched.  He looked around carefully but he saw nothing unusual. He shook his head and rode on. He traveled a good way, when he decided he’d best head back to the shack. He didn’t want to be out in the dark. It was too dangerous with all the rough terrain.





As he passed beneath some rocks he heard a low growl. Adam pulled out his gun, but before he could do anything, a mountain lion leapt out at him. It hit him squarely and knocked him backward off his horse.  He and the big cat landed in a tangled mess on the ground. The savage beast clawed and bit at him. Adam used his arms and tried his best to fight the big cat off him, but he knew that if he couldn’t get to his gun it wouldn’t be long before the cat did him in. His arms were soon bleeding profusely and his strength was quickly depleted to danger levels. It was then that Adam heard a shot and felt the big cat slump on top of him. His arms fell to his body. Excruciating pain throbbed from every pore of his body. But still, Adam tried not to pass out before he saw his rescuers face. He heard horse hoofs, then footsteps and looked up to see his son standing there. It was then that he passed out from the pain.





Young Adam bent over his father and pushed the cat off him, careful not to hurt any of his father's injuries in the process. He picked him up and gently set him in the saddle of his horse. He grabbed Sport's reins as he went to his horse and climbed up behind his father. He held Adam close and wrapped Sport's reins around his saddle pommel. He then gently sent his horse on his way. It took longer to get to the shack than it should have, but young Adam took it slow. Once there, he climbed down, got his father off his horse and into the cabin. He laid him on the bed gingerly. He then set down his own bedroll, a bottle of whiskey and his saddlebags. As he sat beside his father, he carefully took off his shirt. He made note of all the claw and teeth marks. He pulled a clean white shirt from one of his saddlebags, and ripped it into strips. Then, he opened the whiskey and started to clean the wounds. Once that was done he retrieved a jar of dark substance and applied it to all the wounds. Unfortunately, there was one on his father’s shoulder that would need some stitching. Using the strips of clean shirt, he carefully wrapped Adam's arms up. 





As he looked down at his father, he saw a man who was still very handsome. His dark hair so like his own was peppered with gray at his temples. His chest and arms were still hard and well muscled from the labors of ranch work. A few gray hairs were also scattered in amongst the black ones on his chest. A day's growth of stubble was already evident on his face. Young Adam smiled. His father had to shave everyday as well to keep from growing a beard. Then, Adam began to stir, so the younger man decided he’d best get the wound stitched up. The first stitch caused his father to jerk, but he was still for the next few. Once he was finished, he covered him with a blanket, and went to make coffee and some food. 





Later that evening, as he sat staring into the fire, young Adam waited for his father to awaken. In his hands was a book, although he didn’t read it. There was no need to. It was his mother’s diary. It was the day after he saw his father for the first time that he'd pulled it out and read it. In it was everything, from the time of his grandfather’s disappearance, to her meeting with Adam, till her death.





Young Adam saw his father through his mother’s eyes for the first time. He realized he might have been just a little unfair to him. He knew he was the one who was going to have to bridge the gap between the two of them, so he had followed, watched and waited for the right moment to talk to him. He'd been waiting for his father to come back to the shack, when he decided he had stalled enough. It was then that he saw the big cat leap at his father. Not wasting a moment, he took action. He knew then as soon as he saw his father laying there, that there was a void in his life, and if he lost his father, he’d never forgive himself. 





A moan from the bed brought him out of his thoughts. He stood up to his full 6ft 3&1/2inches and stretched. He walked over to the bed, sat on the edge and watched his father slowly wake up. He reached his hand up, and felt his forehead. There was no sign of a fever and that was good. He then looked down and saw that his father’s eyes were open and staring at him. Trying to raise up, Adam moaned when he put pressure on his torn arms and shoulder. He gave in and lay back, but as he did so, he smiled at young Adam.


“I guess I’m a sight. Never saw that cat come at me till it was too late. Just how did you happen to be there?” He lifted his eyebrow and waited for his son to speak.





Young Adam got up from the bed and looked down at the diary still in his hands.


“I was coming to see you.  I’ve been following you since you left the ranch. When you didn’t come back here, I figured I’d better go looking for you.  That’s when I saw the cat take you down. I shot him and brought you back here.” He looked back at his father, saw the softening in his eyes and the smile on his face.





“I thought someone was out there. Why didn’t you make yourself known sooner?  I do thank you for saving my life though. If you hadn’t been there, I’m afraid I wouldn’t be here right now.”


Young Adam smiled, took a step away, and turned his back to his father.  “Glad I could help out. Guess I didn’t let you know I was here sooner, because I wasn’t sure you wanted to see me.”





Adam sat up in bed. The pain made him dizzy, but he pulled himself up and stepped to his son. He concentrated on getting closer and ignored the pain that tried to overwhelm him. Young Adam turned and reached out to the older man and held onto his arms. Adam looked into his son’s eyes, and put his hand on his shoulder.


“Adam you are my son, created by the love that your mother and I had for each other. I could never turn you away.” Tears pooled in his eyes, as he looked at the man his son now was. 





Young Adam looked deep into his father’s eyes, saw the love there, and the tears. Slowly, carefully, he reached over and embraced his father. His deepest wish when he was a boy was that he might have found his father when he was growing up. Adam hesitated then slowly wrapped his own arms around his son and held him tight. Pulling back from each other, young Adam lightened the mood.


“I made some beef stew earlier, are you hungry?”





Adam nodded, slowly turned and hoped he could make it back to the bed. He felt strong arms go around him and looked to find his sons face close to his. Through the pain he smiled at him.


“Thanks, the food sounds great.”





Once he was back in bed, young Adam helped prop his father up with pillows and set about to warm him up with some stew and coffee. While his father ate, young Adam sat and kept him company, neither knew where to begin. When he was finished Adam handed his son his bowl.


“Have you made any plans about where you will go or what you will do now?”





He watched his father as he dried his hands off on a towel.


“I’ve given it some thought." He took a deep breath, hoping he was welcome. "And I would like to stay and work on the ranch with you, my grandfather and uncles. I know about horses, cattle and could help out with the paperwork if need be.” He sat down near his father, watched and waited. Adam's expression never changed. The younger man sure wished he knew what he was thinking. He was going to have to get used to him. Now his mother had been different. He could always read her like a book. His father was a different story entirely, just like a closed book.





Adam thought about what his son said. He was jumping for joy inside. He'd been hoping he would say he wanted to stay. He would have been crushed had young Adam wanted to move on now that they had found each other. Adam looked over at his son, so like himself, and smiled.


“I think that would be wonderful Adam. I can’t think of anything that would make me happier. So as soon as I’m better, we’ll head home. Sound alright?”  Smiling back at his father, he replied.


“It sounds great Pa, I’d like that.”





Adam smiled back at his son and yawned.


“I think it’s time I got some sleep, it’s been a long day.”





Laughing, young Adam went over to his bedroll and settled down there. “Yep, guess it was time I went to bed too. See ya in the morning.”


“Night Adam, see you in the morning," he answered as Adam gazed at his son with pride.





Several days passed. Adam’s wounds from the mountain lion attack were starting to heal, although he had a lot of bruising to go with all the scratches and bite wounds. He was also stiff and sore all over.





Adam and his son became closer. They discussed the experiences that each had shared with Ruth. They talked about her and reminisced. Young Adam soon realized just how much his father loved his mother. How intense he was with his beliefs, his stubbornness, his love for his family and the Ponderosa.  His father, he found, had different layers to his personality, and beneath all of it, was a warm, genuinely caring man.





Adam on the other hand, learned his son was smart, intelligent, honest, caring and stubborn, with a deep feeling for people and things that had graced his life. Unlike him, he didn’t hold all his feelings in.  That was quite evident in their discussion about Ruth. Adam chuckled and shook his head. He would fit right in with the Cartwrights. Adam frowned and thought for a moment. He wasn’t really a Cartwright, not in name anyway.





The next morning as they were saddling their horses to ride back to the Ponderosa, Adam looked over his horse to his son.


“Adam." When he looked back at his father, Adam continued.  "I’ve been thinking. I’d like to ask you something, and before you answer I want you to give it some thought, ok?” At his son’s nod, he went on. “I know had your mother married me, you would have been born a Cartwright. That’s not saying your not, it’s just that since we never did get married and your name isn’t Cartwright. Well… I was wondering if you'd like your last name to be the same as mine, your Grandfathers and Uncles?” 





Young Adam looked at his father with surprise. The thought had never really entered his mind, but it was something to think about.


“Ok Pa, I’ll think about it and let you know when I come to my decision.” They smiled at each other, mounted up and headed out. Later that day as they rode up to the house at the Ponderosa, Adam looked around. Unsaddling their horses, he noticed his father’s Hoss’s and Joe’s were gone. He looked at his son.


“They either are out on the range or in town. Guess we should head in, eat get a nice hot bath and relax.”





The next morning found Adam and his son alone. The rest of the Cartwrights were still absent. After doing the morning chores together, Adam suggested that they ride into town and get all of young Adam’s belongings. Once in town they rode in silence. They noticed the looks they were both getting. Adam laughed and looked at his son.


“Guess they not sure they see one or two of me!” Young Adam laughed as his eye caught a pretty brunette as she crossed the street in front of them. His father just smiled and rode on.





As they passed the Bucket of Blood, Adam saw his family's horses there.  He motioned his son to pull up. They dismounted and tied up their horses. They walked up to the swinging doors and looked at each other.


“I think Pa I’d like to have the name Cartwright too.” Adam grinned at his son.


“Guess we’ll have to take care of it soon then.” They grinned at each other and went in. They stood side by side and looked around the room. A hush fell over the bar as all eyes took in the two men standing there side by side, looking so alike. As the noise in the room gradually started again, Adam smiled, gave his son a pat on the back and together, they slowly made their way over to Ben, Joe and Hoss. Ben looked over at his son and grandson as they made their way across the room, smiling proudly. He watched as they got beers from the bar, then as they settled in chairs with the rest of the Cartwright clan. Ben gave thanks and knew everything was going to be just fine with his son and grandson.








                               THE END















































