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Chapter 1 

 
There once was a boy named Carter who lived in the city. He 

was friends with some bad kids and got in trouble with the police. His 
parents did not like the friends he was hanging out with, so they called 
his grandparents and made a plan for Carter to leave and go to his 
grandparents’ ranch. 

 
2 Weeks Later 

 
Carter's parents told him the news the day he left. He was not 

happy at ALL! He realized he had no choice, so he packed his 
bags up and walked outside. 

 “You have betrayed me,” said Carter. 
 “Its for your own good,” his parents said back. 
Carter flopped in the car and yelled, “BYE!”. He slammed 

the car door shut. 
“Bye honey, you will someday understand this,” the parents 

said together. 
 



On the drive there, the grandparents asked about school. 
Carter just said “it’s fine”, and went back on his phone. They stopped 
at a gas station. 

 “Do you want to come in with us?” the grandparents asked. 
”No!” carter snarled.  
 Carter had a plan! He snuck out of the car, and he walked to 

the gas station corner.   
Right as he turned around to look, his grandfather grabbed 

him by the shirt and exclaimed, “Well what the heck do you think 
you’re doing?”  

“I uh I’m just trying to look out at the view,” Carter said. 
 “Uh huh, sure,” his grandfather said unconvinced.  
Carter got back in the car and so did his grandma and 

grandpa.  
“Why do you not want to go to our house?” asked the grandma. 
“Because I want to stay and hang out with my friends and 

listen to music,” said Carter. 
 “Well you don’t have a choice anymore,” said the grandpa. 

“We are already almost there.” 
 “FIIINE!” hollered Carter.  
About ten minutes later Carter fell asleep. About an hour and 

a half later he woke up, but pretended to stay asleep. 



 Grandpa said, “We should take away his phone and hide it. 
When we are done teaching him his lesson, he could get his phone 
back.”  

 “CARTER. Time to wake up. We are here,” said the 
grandpa.  

“Ugh. I really don’t want to be here. Can we go home yet?”  
“No we have just arrived at our ranch,” grandma replied.  
“Whatever,” Carter said, “I'm going to sleep.” 

  “No actually you’re not,” said grandma.  
“WHAT?!” exclaimed Carter. 
 Little did Carter know that he wouldn’t be able to go to sleep 

for a while, because his grandparents had something planned. They 
were going to have him roast marshmallows and and make s’mores.” 

The boy sat down at the fire that his grandpa built. 
 “Wyoming is beautiful,” mumbled the boy to his grandparents.  
“I know it is,” said the grandpa back.  
It had aspen trees and the sky was shining with stars. He 

looked around as he heard a horse neigh.  
“What was that?” Carter asked his grandparents. 
“Oh that was just the horses,” his grandma replied. 
“Oh well, I think I’m going to make some s’mores after I 

look at the horses,” Carter said. “Would you like me to make you 
guys one?”  



“Oh no thank you,” the grandparents said back.  
After a couple minutes, Carter came back and made s’mores 

for himself. As the night got darker, Carter started to fall asleep, 
and soon he was asleep on the chair. His grandpa struggled to pick 
him up and dragged him into bed. Although it looked like he was 
asleep he wasn’t. He was just faking so he could get his phone from 
them. He heard the whole conversation of them hiding his phone, but 
little did the grandparents know… he had already hidden it. He hid it 
in the horses saddle. He would go and get it in the morning and find 
his way out of that place. Well… that's what he thought.  

When Carter was far enough away, grandma whispered, “I 
saw Carter sneaking his phone and hiding it in the horse’s saddle.”  

“You did? Why didn't you grab it?” asked the grandpa.  
“I did,” said the grandma back.  
“Well good,” the grandfather said. 
“Why do you want it so bad?”asked the grandma. 
“Because we need to take it from him so he can learn what it 

was like when we didn't have any cell phones or electronics,” said the 
grandpa 

“Ok, ok, I get it,” said the grandma.   
“I just think we’re being a little harsh on him,” said grandma 

hesitantly. 



“We are NOT! we are teaching him respect,” the grandfather 
said angrily.  

The Next Morning 
 

“Wyoming is freezing!” exclaimed Carter. 
Carter went to get his phone when he realized it wasn’t there.  
“Grandma and grandpa must've taken it!” Carter said with 

anger. 
Carter kicked some rocks and sticks which spooked the horses. 

He was gonna get revenge on his grandparents. But there was one 
problem… he didn’t know how he was going to do it. 

Maybe I could run away thought Carter. No that would 
punish me more than them because I have to run and they don't. 
Carter was stumped, he couldn’t figure out how and then it came to 
him… 

“I will be very good here and then once they take me back home 
I will start completely over to live my own life so they will have to 
deal with me again!” exclaimed Carter. “This is perfect!” 

He went to his grandparents room and he woke them up. 
“Time to wake up,” he said softly. 
But they didn't wake up, so he said it again, 
“Grandma, grandpa time to wake up.” 
 And yet still no reply. 



 So he yelled it one more time, “GRANDMA, 
GRANDPA,  TIME TO WAKE UP!”   

“Ok, ok,” the grandpa said. “What time is it anyway?” 
He glanced at his watch 
“Its seven o'clock in the  morning!” Carter exclaimed  
“Perfect, thank you for waking us up right on time,” the 

grandma said surprised at how late they slept compared to normal 
days. 

“Any time,” Carter said back. 
He was already laughing inside his head, he knew this plan 

would work. Little did he know what ranch life was like. Every part 
of the day was work: clean up manure from the animals, feed the 
animals, groom the horses, weed the garden, clean the dishes, help 
make meals, etc.  All the while, his grandparents would lecture him 
about horses, horse riding, trust, cows, weather, and old boring 
stories from long ago. Grandpa was quiet a lot of time and told small 
stories when he did talk. Grandma never stopped talking and seemed 
to constantly be nagging Carter. It seemed like an eternity away 
from his cell phone and playing Fortnite. Also, they didn’t even own 
a television. Day after day, it never got easier. Carter thought his 
grandparents were weak and old at first, but was amazed at all that 
they did in a day. Day after day, it got harder to pretend to be nice.  



The next thing that happened no one expected the thing he would 
do next…  

He went into his grandparents room while grandma was still 
sleeping. He lifted up a large pail of water and poured it over the bed. 
As soon as she woke up, she started to squirm and stepped in some 
manure on the side of the bed.  She was NOT  happy about that!  

“What are you doing Carter?!” screamed the grandma.  
“I'm just waking you you up,” Carter said calmly. 
“Well this is not the way you wake someone up!” she said still 

fuming angry. “Where is your grandpa?” 
“I don't know,” Carter said as he was walking away. 
“As soon as I find your grandfather you're going to be in a lot 

of trouble young man!” grandma screamed. 
“Whatever you say,” Carter said back. 
His grandmother stomped off looking for his grandpa. She 

was looking for a very very long time.  
Then she gave up she went back to Carter and asked, “Where 

is he?”  
“It’s a prank,” said Carter 
“A prank?” Carter’s grandma said confused. “What is a 

prank?” 
“You don’t know what a prank is?”  
“No.” 



“It’s when someone pretends to do something,” said Carter. 
“Like I put you in the water but grandpa wasn’t there the whole 
time.” 

“Oh so grandpa is okay?” asked the grandma. 
“Yes,” grandpa said walking in muddy from the pasture.  
In no time grandma filled him in about just what happened.  
Grandpa shook his head, “Boy it is time you learn about 

family. You are invisible to us until you show some respect.” 
Carter thought that he was going to get worked to death. 

Instead they completely ignored him all the time. Time and 
boredom seemed to stretch on forever. They only made enough food 
for themselves,  didn’t wash his clothes, had conversations like he 
wasn’t there, didn’t look at him, and didn’t talk to him. He yelled that 
it was neglect that they didn’t feed him. Finally, he was so starving 
that he went out into the vegetable garden and ate not quite ripe 
cucumbers and beans. He also reeked so bad from days of BO that 
he could not stand himself. He had to take a cold water bath. He 
tried searching for his phone, but it was hidden too well. 

He got so hungry that he finally walked up to grandma and 
said, “I’’m sorry for what I did to you.” 

“Thank you,” she said in a half forgiving voice. “There better 
not be a next time. Otherwise, you will truly learn the meaning of 
work and trust.” 



 
A Week Later 

 
“Well it’s your last day here at the ranch,” grandpa said. 
“I know,” said Carter pretending to be sad. 
“Well we are going to take you back home and that's the last 

time we will see you until next summer!” exclaimed the grandpa.  
But little did they know, Carter was actually dreading that trip 

back home because he didn’t want to spend another minute with his 
grandparents. 

“I am so excited to go on our last trip together,” said Carter 
trying to look convincing.  

“Us to,” said the grandma. “But we are sad that you are 
leaving.” 

“Me too,” said Carter. 
“The whole point of this trip was to make you realize that you 

don't need those bad friends making a bad influence on you,” said 
the grandpa.  

“I know and I think it has really helped,”said Carter. 
“Well today as you know is your final day here at the ranch so 

we are going to test you. We are going to test you on what the right 
thing to do is and what the wrong thing to do is. Also at the end of the 



day you are going to ride a horse through a bunch of situations on the 
field… then you will choose which choice is the right choice.”  

“Ok sounds good,” said Carter nervously. “Shall we start 
then?” 

“Yes,” said the grandma. 
They went to the field. It was a brownish color and had straw 

all over the place and the air was a little cold and had a breeze.  
“So first test is decision making on foot,”said the grandpa. 
“Ok,”  said Carter. 
“So walk forward and look at the question,” said the grandma. 
He walked forward and he looked at the question. It said: 

What do you do when someone tells you to sneak out of the house?  
“You tell them no,” Carter said, but he wasn't thinking that.  
Then he was told to ride one of the horses around a small 

obstacle course in the field. He had to give the horse different 
commands. Grandpa made it look so easy. But, the horse didn’t 
want to listen to Carter, so it took several tries before he finished it.  

“Now walk forward again,” said the grandma. 
He walked forward again and this time it said you have passed 

the test now it’s time to go with a sad face on the bottom of it.  
“Ok,” he said and walked to the car with all his stuff. 
They left the house very quickly because Carter was very 

excited to get back home. 



“So what was your favorite part of the ranch?” asked the 
grandparents  

Leaving, carter thought to himself 
“Spending time with you guys,” Carter said almost gagging.  
“Us too,” they said very happy. “But we are sad that you are 

leaving.”  
“Me too,” Carter said. “But I’m excited to see my parents 

and make some new friends.”  
Even though he was thinking of his plan that he thought of going 

back to his old friends.  
They pulled up in the driveway and his parents came rushing 

to hug him. They held him tight. They thought he had changed, but he 
hadn’t changed one bit. He walked inside with his phone and 
immediately got on it. His parents walked in and told him to go say 
“bye” to his grandparents. So he walked outside.  

“Bye I will see you next summer,” he said as he gave them a 
hug. 

“Bye,” they said back.  
They hopped in the car and waved back.  

2 weeks later 
Carter's parents asked him to take out the trash.  



He yelled,  “NO! I’m tired of you bossing me around!” He 
stormed out the door and screamed back at his parents, “I’ll be back 
at 11:00 o’clock tonight. I’m going to hangout with my friends.” 

“It sounds like you need another trip to the ranch!” his dad 
hollered. 

“You can’t force me to go there ever again to that horrible 
place!” yelled Carter. 

“Let’s call my parents,” the mom said.  
They walked over to the phone and dialed the number. The 

grandparents answered and they talked for a little about it.  
Grandpa said, “Perfect we need help rounding up cows from 

the range. It’ll take us a week or two and he can learn some good 
outdoor survival skills. Unfortunately, I’m too busy to get him. 
You’ll need to get him here by tomorrow since grandma can’t drive.” 

“We’ll make it happen,” said Carter’s mom. “Now excuse me 
I need to make a quick call before Carter gets too far away from the 
house.” 

She hung up and called Carter’s court ordered case officer. 
 
Carter’s phone rang. Dread crept through him as he tried to 

answer in his most sincere voice, “Hello.” 
“This is Officer Bob, you know your case officer. You have a 

choice. I can pick you up in few minutes and you can get a free ride 



to behind bars at juvie or you can have a nice camping and horseback 
adventure with your grandpa. I always wanted to visit a real cowboy 
ranch in Wyoming. Well, your choice. Oh and if I don’t get a call 
back from your mom in five minutes saying you’re home, you’ll have 
a nice night behind bars  and stay for who knows how long. Depends 
on what kind of mood the judge is in.”  

Officer Bob hung up before Carter could get a word in. 
“IT’S NOT FAIR!!” yelled Carter with all his might. 

To be continued  


