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Robert L. Ott

Preface
It was 1982 and I had decided that it was time
to quit thinking about the book I wanted to write
and to start writing. I was taking a short college
class on beginning writing and little did I know
that my instructor would say the one thing that
would some day get me off of the couch, and inspire me to finally put pen to paper and turn my
thoughts into this book. Her name was Mrs. Winston, and when I told her that I had no idea how
to start she said to take a large box, like a big cardboard box, and every time I thought of anything
that should be in the book to put it on a scrap of
paper and throw it in the box. She told me to write
the first line of the book and throw it in the box,
then write the last line of the book and throw it
in the box. She said I should keep throwing scraps
of paper with sentences or paragraphs on them in
the box until the box overflowed. Somehow I left
that class without ever writing a single line for my
cardboard box. Seventeen years later, I was thinking about my book idea again and I remembered
what Mrs. Winston had said, and I threw my first
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piece of paper in the box. Five years later, my box
was finally full and as per Mrs. Winston’s instructions, I dumped it on the floor, put all the scraps in
order, and started typing my book. Mrs. Winston
had passed away a few years before I started writing, but I will be eternally grateful to her for giving me the way to bring my story to life. If anyone
reads this preface and is inspired to finally write
their book, don’t thank me; thank Mrs. Winston
for her skill in bringing out the writer in you. I
would also like to thank my wife, Judy, for always
having faith in me no matter what I did, because I
couldn’t have done this alone.
						
						
—Robert Ott
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1.
It was well over one hundred degrees that afternoon, and that’s in the shade. But that’s the way
it usually is here in central Texas during the summer.
It was a typical day; nothing unusual was happening. William Taylor was whitewashing his
fence again, to make the road into town look a
little more civilized to strangers. The Sheriff was
checking out the wanted posters on the bulletin
board in front of the post office. A couple of the
local kids were running out of the trading post
store with a piece of penny candy the store keeper
gave them for sweeping off the front porch.
Down the street a ways was the blacksmith shop
of the young and energetic Jacob Newsome. Jacob,
and his new wife Isabelle, were in the kitchen of
their home, next door to the blacksmith shop. This
was a typical day for the Newsomes too. It seems
that all they did was argue, and always about the
same thing.
Jacob and Isabelle loved each other very much,
but they knew that they were from two different
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social classes, and it isn’t easy to be accepted by
people so different.
Jacob was born the son of a poor blacksmith.
His father worked hard and died young. The only
things he left to his only son were a small house,
an old blacksmith shop, and little hope of a better
life.
Isabelle came from the other side of the tracks.
Her father owned the biggest ranch in this part of
Texas, and money had never been an issue with
her. Now, after falling in love and marrying Jacob,
she was having a real problem trying to live his
lifestyle. And so the arguments continued.
“Jacob, please be reasonable. My father only
wants what’s best for both of us.”
“That’s not true, Isabelle. Your father only wants
what’s best for you. He thinks that what’s best for
you is to get away from me.”
Isabelle started crying, just like every other time
that she argued with Jacob about her father.
“Face it, Isabelle: ever since you ran off and
married me your father has hated me. In your
world, or at least in his, where the only thing that
matters is money and the power it brings you, I’m
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not wanted, or welcomed. I know I’m dirt poor,
but some day I’ll have money, too, and even more
important than that is the fact that I love you, and
I only want to make you happy.”
Isabelle ran to the bedroom in tears, knowing
that Jacob was right about her father. In the three
months since they got married, Isabelle’s father had
done everything he could think of to talk her into
leaving Jacob, and coming home to his house. Jacob watched as Isabelle closed the bedroom door.
Jacob looked over at the table at the drawings he
made of his latest idea to make money. It seemed
that he spent a lot of time these days trying to
figure out how to become rich and make Isabelle
happy. As a blacksmith, he knew that whatever he
did, it would have to be something he can do with
his hands.
Jacob knew that this new means of transportation, the automobile, was just the thing for a
young mechanic with big dreams and big ideas to
build to make his mark in the world. He hoped it
also would be the means for him to make a lot of
money at the same time. Sure, it was 1890, and
the automobile was new and so revolutionary that
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most people didn’t understand what it could mean
to the future. Jacob knew, and he wanted to prove
to Isabelle, and her father, that he wouldn’t always
be poor. So, just like most nights, Jacob went out to
his shop to build “the world’s best automobile.”
Isabelle heard the door slam closed and began
to cry all over again.
Jacob hadn’t been bringing home much money
from his blacksmith shop lately. He found it hard
to work on other people’s things, and shoe other people’s horses, and get anything done on his
automobile. The arguments with Isabelle about
money and her father were getting more regular,
and much louder as each week passed. Jacob wasn’t
really too surprised when he came home that day
and found the note she left him.
My dearest Jacob, I can’t, we can’t,
go on like this. Please finish your auto,
whatever it is, and then call on me when
you are ready to start our lives together.
Your beloved Isabelle.
Jacob’s first thought was to jump on his buckboard and head for Austin, to bring his wife home.
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That night, and for the entire next week, Jacob was
torn between wanting to go bring Isabelle home,
and the thought that she might not want to come
with him. Finally, he made the decision to finish
his automobile first, so he could pick up Isabelle
as a success.
For the next eight months, all Jacob could think
about was how much he missed Isabelle, and how
he needed to finish “Izzy,” the name he had given
his automobile. Jacob had seen other automobiles
that were being manufactured, and he believed
that Izzy was at least ten years ahead of all the others. All he had to do was finish Izzy, and show
everyone what he already believed.
Mr. Parsons, the local newspaperman, had just
walked into Jacob’s blacksmith shop, but he had a
very troubled look on his face.
“Hey, Mr. Parsons, why the long face? Did that
old wagon of yours lose another wheel? Tell me
where it is and I’ll go fix it for you again.”
“No, Jacob, the wagon is fine, but I have some
bad news for you.”
“Bad news for me? How could that be? My wife
left eight months ago, I can’t seem to work out
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the last few problems I’m having with Izzy, and I
barely have enough money to buy food and parts.
What news would be left that could possibly be
bad?”
“Jacob, I got news this morning that Isabelle
died last week. I don’t know any details yet, but I
understand that her father, Mr. Foster, said she had
been sick in bed for the last couple of months, and
to make matters even worse, they had the funeral
two days ago. They didn’t even have the decency
to let you know. I’m real sorry Jacob. Let me know
if there’s anything I can do for you.”
Jacob had been walking around Izzy for over
two months now, ever since he got the news about
Isabelle. Today, he finally made a decision. He
moved Izzy into the back of his shop, out of the
way, and covered her with a big tarp. Jacob had
decided that without Isabelle in his life, there was
no reason to follow his dream because there would
be no one to share it with.
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