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THERE WERE THIRTEEN

(A Pioneer Novel of Western Kansas)

In my thesis, I wish to present the story of my maternal
grandmother as it is revealed in the lives of her thirteen
children. 4 have been interested in the story since I can
remember. My earliest memories are of sitting on Grandma's
lap and listening to tales of Indians on the warpath, of
Kansas prairie sod houses and rattlesnskes, and of what my
aunts, uncles, and my mother used to do when they were swall,

To avoid any possible embarrassmeﬁt to living persons,

I have fictionized the names of my characters., I have, however,
retained all actual dates and have faithfully recorded the
true childhood mishaps and anecdotes,

I have been greatly aided in my research by the fact that
there are eleven of the thirteen children now avallable for
interviews. Although my grandmother is not living, she has left
& vivid memory in the minds of the people in the community,
and a few of her friends are still here to talk eagerly of her,

Through the cooperation of these people and through my
own work, memory, and imagination, I hope to portray charac-
ters you would like to know, and scenes and incidents which
will make you chuckle or will bring a thoughtful mooa of rem-

iniscence,
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‘The w ary oxen and the l.ne covered wzgon seemed to crouch
against the rotective earth, The fl=ttened canvas cracked and
,0_ ped in defiant ,rotest. Elizabeth pulled David's slee, ing,
relaxed little body closer to her wildly beating heart in a
vain effort to reassure herself. “he could feel the wagon side
at her bock and hear Jim's heavy breathing oan tie fher side of
David, but it was not enough. Quicklyrshe reached across and
shook her husb-nd's shoulder--

"Jim, Jim--oh, ylease wake up," she moaned franticallv,

"What is it--what's the matter, Lizzie?!

"I'm so scared--I'm so scared."

"Here, here--., Don't be cryin: that wiy." The man sat up
in order to reach the shaking figure of his wife. "Come on ur
here where I can get my arms sround you without waling Devie
boy."

"There now--there now," he murmured as he -~ently stroked
her bent head. "There ain't nothin' to be scared of," he con-
tinued as her sobs began to uuiet. "There's nothin!' out there
but stars and moon and grass and wind--" Jim broke off -bru:t.y
as a fresh storm of wee ing burst. He s =.ed back snd forth,
rocking her gently as he sat silent in troubled thou-ht. Now
and then he .atted her helplessly on the shoul. r. Lirzie

struggled for words.



"Itts just that, Jim--what you s&id--" and she cried wet
tears that tickled as they slid down his neck and made his
shoulder a dam; pad for her frce. "It's--it's the wind. It
blows and biows--even when there aren't any trees." /nd a'~in
she buried her tear-stained face. "I can't stand it. I can't
stand it!"

"Why, honey, you'_ 1l get so you like it, Course ycu're not
used to it now, but it's not anythin: to be afraid of.”

She continued to cry.

"The wind, this wind that's bloving is art of this coul try.
He struggled with his own thoughts. "It's strong like this
yrairie land., It brin-s good thin-s. See how wuch cooler it is
necw., And it probsbly brings ruin for the whest to grow,m

"o, it isn't thet at all, Jim," ;rotested the  rrtiaily
recovered Lizzie. "It's +vil--it talks to me, I can hear it

laugh and sneer at me. It's like the land, &1l ri ht., But I

hate it--I hate it, ou hear me--I hate Kansasi™



LIZZIE AND JI1

Liszie felt wire cheerful in bright sunlight. &4s she
gazed at the scene before her, she wes forced tu =2uit its Terity
The .=nd, their land, vrs d river bottom. The stream its. 1f
wes # scunt cuarter of 2 mile =vay. The trees bordiring its
eil's flaunted ever; hue 'f =ut an. ieny were a mii=led con-
fusion of reddish brovn. Here and there s single tr=e of tri ht
yellow 2p.eared to stind e.oiie., Occssicnelly a few =2tI11
clot'i.d in the ciive ti ol _reen se d te clinz & ther.
Lhoture had outdcne herself--she had g=thirel to'ct “r a riot
of culor that the human er-e :nd brain could v “r=dually
accert.

ind the —ong j urney w:s  ver--I.linois, ’issouri, :nd
three hundrcd wiles of K-is2s vere b-liind them. They l=d -11
they needed now, since Jim =d bcu:- 't the horses and -~ mi’
cow at Kirw.n, Che swil-d. The tiresome mil s, the craued
living usrters, and her ferr: f the Ind cns =nd the unkncwn
were notiing when she saw not oniy the beauty f tle n v and,
but 21lso Jim's joy =nd contentment. CSmilingly she — tched the
broad bsck of her husband as he nethodic:1lly de osited s edeful
after s adeful of black soil 1n & he:_  bes.de the ~rovin- ex-

cavation. He sto ed to wi e a sy the sieat :nd grinned at her.



"We'il have a home yet, Lizzie. It won't be fancy but
it will be warm,"

"What will it lock like, Jim? It seems like we'll feel
like go.hers or something, living in the -round." She glanced
dub.ously =t his work.

"Why, Lizzie, ou kn v what it'11 be lile--we talked it over
before when we saw them from the tr=il.,"

"I know, but it s-ems so diffeirent now."

"Well, the one I look:d at had one riom ilke the one we'll
heve here, just as we | lznued. After + et it dee: enolv h--
about five or six feet--then I'11 cut out sou = sod in strips--.
Hello, Will," he broke off =s = grin inc youth of zbout sixtéen

ezred. "I ":s so busy tel.in' Lizzie h v her hoise'll
look that I didn't ‘ee you comin',"

Lizzle sumiled at the "¢ Jiu dro ed hi: final letters
vhenever he talked witl. the wei1. “h  often te'sed him by ying
thet he would s... somnetine -nd cet himself 1iry-d@ w ., He n ver
did, thomgh.

"What cre you meirin', Uncle Jim?" Vill acked, W"Ded szid ®
guesscd he had enoich boys so's he cc.1ld s sre o= for you, 'ut
he said I was to help you build a dugout &nd this don't lock
like ours." He waved a hand ve uely tov:rd the ea.t viere Jim's
brother's land lay. "Ours is in a hiil--velre just t'mneli.!' 1in-
but you ain't nowheres near any hi?’l." The wuzzled vouth

scratched his head :¢s he walked over to .ool down =t little D:-ve



where he lay on his mother's lap.

"It was just like John to send Will to hel;," Lizzie
thought gratefully. "And having Jim's older brother and his
wife so close was going to make it easier to live in this
uncivilized  lace, too."

"I'1l have to tell both o! you together then," Jim
interrupted her thoughts in ansver to "i.1l's cuery. "'s I w-s
teiiin' Mother here, we're omma have ‘ne room. I wanta dig
'bout five or six fcet down =nd 'bo.t twenty feet s-uare.m

"Whatta you ginna do then?"

"Then we'll cut sod. That is, if I can--the stuff's s
hard for me to hendle. I don't see how so.e ~f tie fell:- 4
it. I'd never git a whole ho.se tuilt of them stri s."

"I kin hel, v.th that," "ill broke in.

"Well, then ve'1l lcy th t :rcund the ed-e--'bout two la—ers
or maybe three. That's viere .othe ''s zlezss windews thot I

romised her ~re _or.: @it in. B, t'~t time we're 'most thro. h.
"'e have t. go over to the river and cut some trees -nd haul 'em
bick, e lay 'em :cross the to; and s =1 'em w itk re si&d.
There's your roof and there's your house."

"How you gon.a cet in th=t there fine ho se?" i1l sgrinnsd
broadly.

"By & door of course. e have to cut ste s d wn snd ve've
gotta make the d on like the rorf.n

"But, Jim," Lizzie interruged, "how are you -vii to wrke

,dirt stick on the door2?"




"Look, Lizzie," Jim answered patiently, "Didn't your folks
have a cellar b:ck in Ohio? And didn't the door lsy so rou
could put dirt on ite"

"Yis, but that doesn't mean it wolild stay on when you
opened it."

Sheepishly Jim scratched his 1esd. "I v-s bein' so smart
with you, Mother, and I never even thought a that."

"Dad says we're gonna us: buffalo hide," "1ll -dvised.
"That's the ﬁay old man Tuttle does.m"

Jim hesitated a moment, looking at Lizzie. "A buffalo
skin it'11 have to be," he declared. "Let's get thls house gug,
Will." And he began shoveline dirt.

The dig_ing would have been slow work, however, if the
scattered famlli:cs already settlcd along the rover hadn't willin .
offered their aid. fch day some came, and uite often their
wives came with them. Lizzie ruefu’ly thoucht hiw her "n-lish
mother with her white tablccloth and chinz tea ot would re-ct
to the surround ings of her daughter. The women cooked the meals
over a camy fire. . The steaming food vas heaped on metal ;lates
and passed around the circle. The men squatted on their heels
and ate, while the women sefved themselves and tue chiidren, =nd
then s&t upcn a blanket spread on the ground or even on the grass
itself.

But everyone would have been jroud of Jim, Lizzie had
guiltily opened her eyes and w-tched him as he st od in the cente:

of the roup and with bowed head thanked the Lord for tlieir meal.



He wis so tall and fair, and his broad shouiders vere so willing
-to carry any load. Here her thoughts had been broken off abruptl:
by the close of the prayer and the immediate demand for dinner.
The house rrogressed ra,idly, even though the time seemed
long to Lizzie. After some discussion “mong the men, the sod
strips for the s.des had been abszndoned, end it was decided that
rocks from the not too distant hills could be used for that -ur-
»0se. With only a little working down, they cculd be laced in
layers, and they would also be good to line the fireyleace. So
gradually, their home tock sha e alrost as Jim had described it
to her. The men had dug down six feet and alout twenty feet
each way. In the west side they made an indentat.on which 'ts to
be the fire lace. This they lined with the soft native rock,
using water c©s their only cement. They then | laced layers of
rock around the edge of the house. Fitting in the two glass
windows was sometiing of an event. The small four-rsned gl-ss
frames had beein carefully jack d in tie vagon =11 th gy from
St. Joserh, lMisso.wri. They were Jim's -ift to ‘izzie. The wen
carefuri; 1l:ced one in the south side and oiie in the north. The;
Jim and WiLl brought home trees that t ey '=d triused into lore
slender ;oles, end they laid t'ese at interva’e scros: the t [,
They mere ready now for the sod, end Will cut lon: tri s which
were held in a solid msss by t'e numerous r ots of tlie thick
Jrairie grass.

Lizzie's house "as almost finished. The steps had ong ago



been cut in the c¢:st side and the necessary buffalo hide - ss
ready. 1t wis fina.ly fastened across the do rway, and Jim
smilingly thanked his neighbors and the faithful Till for their
friendly aid. They were at last settled in their new prairie
howe.,

Jim now tirned eagerly to the land. It was too iate to do
much to his fields, but he could cut some of the jrairie grass
for his winter hay and for his b rn. He didn't have a mower yet,
but he had a scythe that would serve his puriose.

One evening Lizzie stood on the to, step of her n-w home.
The breeze came to her from the river aﬂd the prairie. It stirred
the short curls on her forehe:d and bl-w her .ong shoulder length
curls 1nto careless confusion. Her brown eyes gazed long at the
scene before her. The sumac in the east draw was a splash of
scarlet against the fading carpet of buffalo gra:s.

But Lizzie was not interested in the rrairie--the western
sky held her spellbound. The half ball of sun was a brilliant
reddish-orange fairy throne. The royal guard, short banks of
clouds of the same hue, spread our on either side. The gowns of
the ladies as they gathered were shades of ink, yellow, and
violet higher in the sky. All the world seemed watching--and
waiting. Waiting for the ruler of this splendid domain., The
faint and far off echo of tiny trugpets foretold her coming.
Lizzie stood eagerly on tip toe, only to see the still vacant

throne vanish beyond the horizon--the completed court was not



for mortal view. She stood a moment with the dream still in
her eyes, and then turned back to the reality of gettins sup:er.

As the days grew shorter and colder, Jim ~ave his attention
to a shelter for his livestock. His nephews helped him trim
the necessary trees to make a double row 5f poles on the north,
east, and west sides. This foot-wide sprce they fiiled in with
prairie grass. The roof was finished with sod just s they had
done with the house. Here his oxen, the family cow, and his
team of horses could find protection from the winter weather
which wes rapidly approaching.

The first snow came the week of Thanksgivins., And with
the first drifting flales csme the Indians Lizzie had fearfully
awaited. They had seen sma.l grou;s of them ia the distance but
had not been molested. The nei‘'hbors had advised them how to
act in case they did come--

"Never show 'em you're scared," one settler had advised.

"Yes, but don't cross 'em, either," another :sdded.

sow they were here--two broves and a sounaw. Silently they
walked in. Jim had seen them coming and was busily mend.n: the
rude cradle which 1e had just finished iendi ester.iry. The
bzby w:s in the rocking chair bes de him., Lizzie was pretendin
to be busy with dinner yre srotions. Thelr visit rs lined w
against the wall just ins.de th door. The vounger of the men
crwe toward the firei;lace. Jim waited tenscly, conscicus °f a
thri.l of [ride in Liz-~ie's successful eomposure. She moved z

little to one side as the man examin:zd the food. He uncovered




her baking bread and gave a satisfied erclamation. To the
whites' astonishment, he drew out the half raw bread, .assing
it ra;idly from one hand to the other to keep from burning. In
the meantime, the sruaw had moved toward a barrel i, tlie corner
of the room. §She cautiously removed the cover and oked a
tentative finger into the sticky brown syrup. ™ith & satislied
grunt, she said something to her companions and they =11 gathered
round the birrel., Lizzie and Jim wetched with amszement while
the stiil deughy bread was di, ced into the molasses borrel -nd
then crammed into three eacer mo.ths., Then the T=st crumb had
vanis.ied, the three filed out the door, sto.ping only to t=ks =
cold haunch of buffalo fr i the table. Thus the oung i ion-ers
saw their first sava e visitors dejasrt, havin deprived then of
rothing more serious than & meal, Lizzie dro ed her sioon and
~rabbed little David while Jim rl-ced the cradile o.1 the fl -r with
trembling hands. He ;ulled his son ~1d #1fe witiin the circle
of his arms and thanked od for Tis cere and [rotect.on,
Jim had lsboriously cleared the snow fir & nerror =oth ©
the barn and awsv from the windows so th:t the sun could shins 1in,
Lizzie stood looking out. She often stood this wsy7, lost 1. the
changin: azspects of the . rairie. UNow the trees alon the ruaver
were bare and the vier was not enticin . ut from this wiadcw
she could see the hi 1ls and these alwz, s held ’‘zzie's sttent o,
They were beautiful this morning in their winter wardrobe.
Their whitemess reflected the sun until it hurt her -y s. The

glare wes as bad as that photogra her's 1i hts b-ck home. Jim



had looked--she chut her eyes to hel. bring him back--sittin
there in his new suit, his hair wavins cris;ly back from the short
ban. s which made such a strai-ht line zcros: hic forehesd--Jim
litd locked handsome. She h:ad worn her weddin® dress and her
futher's ift--the little lden 1l.cltet 2nd the tiny mstch!
carrines., 4 swile lifted the corrners of her mouth z: shie rem-
embered. She hadn't worn thiem sirice--why, she hod never vorn

them in Kansas,

fuddenly she bestirred hercelf. It was s grand idea. Ji

was with John cutting wood, He'd be home sbout four. She t! Hit
ior & moment of askinr Saral d John to ceme, but discarded tI
idez when she thought of the snow, It would just 1 faY d Jim—
nd Devid of course. She zlanced =smilingly at -her sleeji
fhe couldn't have milc! rty feod, she t! ht ruefull
The uSual meal would do if she could just think of ethding e
1ittlie specizgl. Lizzie sat in deep thoucht. pole turnovers)

Jim .oved them.

Everything: was about resdy. She'!d better dress. Csrefully
she pulled her weddity dress cver lier Crsshly brushed curls,
and then from the little ~reen velvet box with its yellowsd st
linin --her only inheritance from '‘reundfather Fartington. ord

Farting ton frowm England! Desr papa hzd smiled gzdly

brought them to her. They were the only thing he hed of hl
mother's fine possessions., £&nd his father hed died without
relenting. A4ll of his money and the family possessi 3 econe

to & stranser., Only these--her wedding jewelry--were left to



him., Swiftly she fa:tened the lainty locket and deftly screwed
the ear dro s into the h les in the lobes of her ~ars. Cfhe
hastily donned =n ~pron and ~ent to make sure the turnovers
were beginnins to brown.

Jim smilingly donned his grod suit, though lau;hiic d-
naturedly =t his wife's party. He clas,ed her waist -s s'¢ brou:
the aprle turnovers, rullin her down on his lajp.

"This is thook you for a very nice party, Mrs, Enot." He
_ravely kissed her ou tie for-he d aand tae on her u;turned
mouth.

Thel firm lipis quivered, "0Oh, Jim, let's please not forret
to have parties.®

"No, little girl. You rerind me if I seem to." He  acsezd
his hand lingeringly over 'ier 'rova. curls.

"Everybody ought to have a |=rty soietiie. Foven't u
seen peoyle thet you know have for otten how?"

"That's ri ht, honey. The L rd meant ren and women to be
hap,y. and hapiiness is inside yourself. Your =rty s irit is
a2 des.ire for beauty," he gently touched the _ lden locket, "-ad
the ides is the blessed spirit of -ivin'.," He nodded hic hecad
toward the pastry. "Those things aren't "ron and never can be,
darlin., so we'll invite ourselves to be our ests every olic
in a while."

The days went swiftly, even thou h the sky v:s overcast day
after day and the snow piled ever deeper around the durout.
Lizzie loved the lon days with Jim and the baby. Occasionally

Jim's brother and his family would coue over. John's boys were




old enough to have the responsibility of chores and Sarch
blithely wrapped her two small daughters and came "for a srell =a
visitin'." Her glump little figure and cheerful laugnh aiways
meant a happy time, Things were never dull with Sarah--she simplsg
carried everyone with her, whether it wes her pur.ose to bake
turnovers, sweep the floor, or cut out a dress., The men taiked
mucn about their plans for spring plantineg wahile farah told
Lizzlie the =canty bits of gossip wnich she somehow always Knew,

"Henry Turner went to Hays City that last sypell a good
weatner we had and ne ain't cume back yet. Harriet sez his
cousin tninks maybe he ain't ever goin' to., ne's been sick a
homesteadin' since t'fore they started., Sexz it's too lonesome,

He wants some cougpeny."

"What will Ab.: do without him?"

"He don't know., Henry took his team an' wegon with him,
so Abe'll have to get along with his oxen, I reckon, Here, you
younguns, get the table ready ana wefll eat,”

Without mishep =nd with hope.ul planning, their first Xaunsas
winter began to vanish. The prairie donne@ her msiden dress of
spring. The settler with his plow and oxen started e.riy =znd
worked late. When the sun was wirm and the weather particulerly
pleasant, Jim fastened little David in « shawl hammock on the
plow and Lizzie stayed beside him as e first broke thneir sod,
This practise was discontinued, however, after the day when Lizzi
came out of the house with David, only to see Jim vailnly shouting

at the oxen in an attemgt to stop them. The team was thirsty




aud simply w=lked into the vzter of the - rby ravine, uncon-
cernedly draszin- both the plow and its furious wner vith them.

2 ey

.zzie couldn't hel) l=u'hiu =t Jim even > af reed wif?
his zu ry mutterin s a sinst Buck, the stubborn rnd mmnans -:bls
OX. Bright w.s a de endable bea:t, hut his note acce ted ~hlv -
minim u of control and disci|li .e.

The whe:t became a reen carjet of r :1lit, =.d4 t ttlers
felt justified in their choice f. u homes. !Ograh brousht ti
tne uomertour i1tem of nevs wliich occurred in tlelr sceticn f the
vallev,

"Remeiber me tel.in' you 'bout Henry Turner lesvin' home

nd guin' to Tiys City? ™ell, ‘be vent there ta sce vvt rvbody
L ot know about him snd found ¢ man vho'd bou it ! t v ja=
thousiit it vas ldinda funny that t is fella -2:d he'd 1. ht 'e
from = woman, tliou-h, He finally came on "~ue without £irdli!
anythin & Henry."

sarah paused to pin yp her falliw hair.

"wow he thinks maybe Henry's dead. They co aefter Joh
avh.ie = o, CSrems they found : des? ma dovn the river o0t (27
the trall a weys. He must a Teen there most gll +i ter. And
‘be’ thinls from somet.in' thot's left of hie clothes th-t it's
his cousin, He feels mi hty h=d, but I it's a 1 tHiL:
he ain't ~ot no wife or little ones, It's tle: folks th=t'd
b& hel less out here. be camget tlong and he most =lways
fought with Henry while they we: tryin' ta liv toz etlier, anyhow,"

Llzzie heard the rest of the story when she trok David =1d




t for ai ternoon of 13 tinme. 2t of t! it

(=

nd dewinl the Ysliey ‘were there aud the talls flew thicH sud fart.
Eite 2 iztened with dismiy as the gruesome trut? s finallvy rewezled
"They found t Herry T &Y hot e tlie t d
LOgK &t that corpse," ofie 1ittle wonan earsestly explained,
d that womzn that wes tryin' tz hire t for housekes:in!
dore 1t," another ifls rte@.
Tohe left thout the same time. Henry t & picked her ug
ta take her into H: City. he killed ! d £61d his tesm and
we: on like ‘be heard."
"Then they found sowe z his # s when they searched ler
holuse. Ehe was 1ivin' dewn zt Kirwin bir as y= please. Thourht
ncbody 'd know t'cause it's been so long."

She fbout didn't fet causht, but she ain't'zot = chance gow,”
izie told Jiw on the v=av loue, t thelir ti hts ¢ ittt
Limger Iowd o the dar® passio of men when the [rairi rreed
its beauty invitingly =round them,

T neWfer saw eny prettier pleee, Jim," Lizzie shyly confessed.

ontre ot Bating it now? Th ind isii't betherin
Tike it 'did at first?" 'His face showed just & hint of enxiet
&8 he Looked at her sravely.

Mell, it wesn't very uice for & wi
hate all this. Kensss is beautiful, Jim. But =ouehow--I!
afraid of 4t." fhe looked svjealingly at him,

His laugh rang out. "Look at thst wheat--it':s rs, honey.

And it'1l take cere of us fine. When the summer work's gLl done,




we'll send back for you a new party dress.”

But their dreams of harvest were not to be realized.
Destruction covered the sun with wings. Jim and Lizzie watched
in awed amazement which changed with the hours to fear, rezlizatior
and finally despair., The grasshoprers were everywhere--and every-
where tney ate. It scemed to iLizzie that they wight have been
satisfied with the cror and left to her her cherished curtains.
But even this thought f£lared only momentarily, She became dully
indifferent to the squashy crunching every time she stepped.

She could pick them out of the bread dough without & qualm.
There was left in her only a stubborn vicicus hate for the all-
penetrating, revenous insects. Only whén she looked at Jim did
she feel li.ke crying., Words of comfort were of 1o use, she knew.
And she couldn't even use her old standby of ccocking things he
liked., They'd be grasshopper turnovers before she started!

The settlers came painfully avake from their dazed bewilder-
ment as the bulk of the horde mcved on. Some  acked at once and
started east with nothing but curses on the land which had seemed
so fair to them the year before. Others waited only fcr money
from home felks to buy the necessary supplies for the return
trip. Jim and his brother hung on to their faith in the land,
although their nec.ssities for the winter were alarminly low.

As the dark came earlier, hearts sank lower,

All of Lizzie's fears returned. ©She studied the bsre, brown

hills with bitter eyes. They secewmed to actually threaten her.

Many times she had noted their aloofness, as though they withdrew




their snow-covered skirts from the contamination of the valley.
Not so now. They were attempting to overwhelm--to crush her.
Panic entered Lizzie's soul as she gazed wildly at the lowering
landscape. Why had they ever come to this place? Man was help-
less to combat such forces of nature. Even the silence was alive
with evil. She turned and started to run. Her firm, swall chin
came up defiantly and she storped abruptly.

"Laugh and mock--someday we'!ll beat you--we'll crack your
rotten shells and plow up your une: sy bones. I hate you--I hate
youl" Her breath caught in a .ry sob.

"Don't hate them, Lizzie." Jim had come cuietly within
hearing distance. "Love them! Respect them for that very savagery
you see, They're old and impenetrable, Liz ie--but not evil,
They're the brocding protectors of this rand--they are strong
and they wemand strength in return. We've got to grow big
enough for them--wefve got t¢ fight. But not against them,
Lizzie--we're going to fight with them."

The long awaited help fine.ly cawe from home. Jim hac charge
of the settlers' barrels, gathered and sent by kind-hearted
friends and relatives. Carefully, he apportioned the contents
to each needy family that had had the courage of their convictions
and remained with their homesteads. There was much confusion and
muffled laughter when Lizzie fell heir to a corset, r~acked in
the very top of one barrel and with her name on the package.

."It's a wonder Aunt Susan even wrapped it up," she snorted

indignantly to Sarah and the other delichted womga. "Whatever




did she think I'd do with that?" She held up the dainty party
garuent, "If it were just for everyday--but I haven't even one
dress to do justice to it,"

Jim shouted with delight when he found the ap les,

"I'11 bet Granny Rill put these in just for me. Now you
can bake again, Lizzie."

"As though I never did anyway," she sniffed.

With much joking, the gathering begsn to break ur. Cheerful
good-nights rang in the frosty air as each family left with re-
plenished larders and wardrobes.

Relieved from some of his worry, Jim began to be his old
self again, He went after his brother to goc the river to cut
wood, and returned with Sarah and the girls,

"John and I were just starvin' for ap;le turnovers," he
told her twinklingly 2s he left again.

"They'll not be cuttin' late tonight," Saran laughed.
"Them boys are so anxious fcr turnovers, they won't wait any
longer'n they have to."

They came early as Sarah had predicted, with sheerish boy
grins at their wives!' laughter. Their merriment was short
lived, however, when John said soberly, "Is that Indians, Jim?"

His brother looked in the direction he nodded and said &ab-
rurtly.

"Get in the house, all of you. They're probably friendly
enough, but you never know,"

"Yeh--and they'll be hungry, too," said John dryly. '"Here,




quick, give me those turnovers. I'm not gonna let 'em eat what
I been hungerin' for all day."

Swiftly he turned down the coverlet of the bed. He spread
dozens of turnovers evenly across the bed and pulled the cover
over it again.

The Indians arrived and scemed bent upon no mischief except
securing food. After they left, there was not a scrap of food on
the table or the fire.

"But," as John said triumphantly, "We've got a bedful of

turnoversin



II
DAVID AND TOM

"Jim, what are we going to do with himj" Lizzie had to
raise her voice to be heard above David's wailing,

"Weil, Lizzie, he'll just have to cry it out,I guess. The
oxen are a quarter of a mile away."

Jim lcoked at his oifspring with troubl.d eyes «.d bs=zan
walkin: up and down tne 1loor. David continued his pleading.

"Wanna sec Bwitht, wanna sec Bwight."

Lizzie sat back snd waited for the inevitable.

Mihat'll we do, honey?" he stopped his ;acin~ to inguire.

"het him cry it out," she mocked hi..

"Well, maybe we'd better take hiu."

"But you said Buck and Bright were staked out a quarter of
a wile away."

"Oh--they are. Hush up, David! Here, sun," he :laced tie

little boy on his lap. "I'1ll tell you & story. Once urtn a t.ue-"

"Wanna sce Bwisht," David bswled stubbornly.

Jiw set him down a.d resumea 2is pacin .

", wanua see fwight, Daddy."

"Yes, Davie, I know." He squatted pelore his son zrd spike
earnestly. "The oxen are a long ways away and its durk outside.

Oh, what's the use? GCet his coat, .iother."




"But Jim, you aren't going to talie that baby clesr over
there," she protested, s.cretly enjoying the plagued look on her
husbuand's race.

"Well, Lizzie, think how you'd feel if the Inciaus came to=-
morrow, If souwetining haypened to him we'd ulways be sciry we
dian't huwor him,"

"Jiw! you'd do anythii but aduit you're spo.line your
sun," she laushingly accusea a¢ si.e ¢ot intoe h:r own cozt.

"Comething wight happen," wau all he would answer u«s he
picked up David and went out the door.

A week lat.r, Jim went to Hays City but the gift he brou-nt
Lizzie «lwost wade up fur his absence. She had lons wished for
a slore bought broom. Her home-made ones =rcused her disgust
every t.me she used one. When Jiu unloaded the precious gr-en-
hanaled appliance, she hud to try 1t at once.

She used it happlily the next day and taen settled down to
read tne Bilble, a: we: her aaily practice. Abscrbed in her
reading, she falled to notice that Daviu was busily auvtempti .g
tc sweep the floor with her new posses i1cu, He scon lost int-rest
in his task but not in the playthi.g. He straddled it awnd c¢ n-
tenteaiy urged,"uiddup, horsie. Gidoup."

This cc-sed to awuse hims anu he wanderea over to the rireplace
and poked tentatively. He stirred uire vigorously and watched in-
tently as the broow corn began to burn. When the blaze died, he
wandered away, locking for his rag doli.

Not until Jium came in did Lizzie rcuse fro. her rewcding




with a guilty realization that his wneal was not reauy. She
carried a kettle tc tnhe fire,

"Jim! my broom!--Oh, my brocmi"

She knelt and hastily pulled the us=less charred handle
Iruvm the fire,

"Davie, you've ruined wamma's brocmt"

"rnasy now, Lizzie," her husband admonished.

The baby cawe near and looked at her face with troublea
features, "Laoma cy?"

"Sweetheart, how ccula you?" She pulled hi.i close.

"wamma cy?" he rerest=d, wipinc her face wo.ricdliy.

"Darlin', darlin'-- you've sic1led 1it,"

"Here, you twuv, Get up off the floor, Davie, kiss your
wother and, Lizzie, doun't take on so. I'll get you another new
broom the next t.iwe I g0 to Hays. Besides, I'u hungry."

The pro.ise and the reminder of duty restored scme crdes,
but it was twany weeks before Jin dared to tease her laughingly.

"It serves you rignht for paylng more attention to your bcok
than to your child."

The settlers worried for a time about the yocun ‘'hoprers that
were bound to emerge in the spring. The unpredictable land took
charge of this duty herself and quite efficiently did away with
the coming generation. £She became glowing and vivacious in the
early spring, encouraging latent life to stir from her sheltering
garments., ©Ohe then decided to sulk and retired with a protective

covering of ice, leaving her offsyring to efrectually fre=zze.



Jim's plowing was late but he was ghilosophical about it.

"Things'1ll be slow comin! up, but they won't be eaten as
socn as they start,"

Lizzie watched the prairie take off her coat of snows with
thoughtful eyes., The swift sunny smile, blustering wind, and
unexpected storms were the actions of an imjperious cnild attempting
to have her way with adult winter. When pleasing blandishments
and voiced threats failed to move nher parent, she shed raindrops
wherever she might be at the moment. And the child wes growling
into her own with the passing of each month. Soon she would
emerge as a blushing young maiden listening to the songs of her
lover.

In midsummer Lizzie was jarred from her fantasy that the
prairic had now become & mature woman when Jim aprroached her
with a plan that he and his brother were considering. They
had made their decision, but now he found it hard tc broach the
subject to uLizzie. He finally askec .diffideatly, "Lizzie,
would you be afraid to stay alone?" He hurried on without waiting
for her answer., "Will and Earnest would be near.if you had
any trouble."

"What do you mean, Jim?"

"Well, John and I think there'd be money in freighting.

We could use my team of horses and his wagon."
"Where would you go?"
"Probzbly to Fort Kearney--sometimes to Hays City."

"Wouldn't you be gone a long time? What about the crops?




"We figured the boys could do what work there is and be
with you women,"

"But, how long would it be?"

"With good luck we'd make it to Fort Kearney and back in
about ten days. We'd not be gone more'n two weeks at a tine."

Lizzie was silent and Jim waited. He had known his wife
would have & struggle to give her assent to his absences but had
had no doubt of her final answer. Now, however, her expected
hesitation lengthened into a prolonged silence. She had turned
her hiead away so that he was unable to see her face.

"What is it, sweetheart?"

She made no answer or movement,

Gently he turned her face toward him, and was surprised to see
it a flushea crimson,

"Why, hcney--1 thought you were angry and you're blushingi"
he laughed in relief.

More color flowed into her face as she raised troubled eyes
to his face,

"Don't laugh at me., I--" she stopped again.

"I won't if you'll tell me what's bothering you. Look up
here now," he added tenderly. "I asked you if I could leave
home, and you get all rosy and shy. How about letting your
husband kncw the reason for such behuvior?"

"Well, Jim--I wasn't thinking about you leaving me n.w,"

Her troubled eyes avoided him.



"I know it'll be hard on you, darling, but you can be brave
for me, can't you?"

"I don't think I ought to be too much alone--so far from
people, I mean," she faltered.

"But I told yow I'd arrange for "ill tc do the work," he
answered pafientiy.

"I mean--I might faint--cr something.m”

"Lizzie, what are you trying to say? You're not sick, are
you?" he asked in sudden alarm,

"I'm trying to tell you--to--well, that I think we're gcing
to have a baby."

He stared at her speechlessly.

"Well of all things,™ was all he finally managed to get
out.

After an earnest and lengthy two-family discussion, it was
finally arranged that Will would stay with his aunt during Jim's
absence. Jim was troubled about going at all, but Lizzie had
recovered enough to laugh at him and insist thet she would be
all right.

"Will will be coming in for meals and he'll always be here
at night. Besides, you'll quit freizhting and be bhome long
before I'1ll need you," she reassured him,

oShe even managed to wave a smiling goodbye refore she went
inside to cry.

The sumucer days passed swiftly ac Lizzie worked and dreamed

of the baby, .nd dragged endlessly as she waited for Jim's short



days at home. Sarah helped in both cases., She and Lizzie worked
haprily on tiny garwents, and her busy tongue kept Lizzie from
counting the hours until Jim might arrive.

Her joy was so great when the hauling cesced in the early
fairl that Jim felt guilty about having left her so much, This
unveoiced feeling was lessened somevhat when he saw her pleasure
in the dry gocods he had brought her. They had gotten a fair
yvield frcm their planfing and the freishting had proved : better
financial success than they had hoped. The larder would be
comfortably full for the winter, so that anxiety w.s over.

Jim had little farm work to do e:cept to cut more of the
prairie grass which grew so thickly in the nearby ravine.

Lizzie was doubly content to have him so near home. ©She could
stand witr David on the edge of the draw once in « while and watch
him work. He couldn't progress very rapidly, for in laces the
grass was as tall as his head. Occasionally, though, Liz:ie and
Davia got to see the frightened quail scurry from under Jim's
very feet. David jabbered excitedly over the little brown birds
and watched wistfully as they disapyeared again,

One evening Lizzie went to ca'.l Jim to dinuaer. As they
walked back to the house, they passed her patch of citrons,

"You'd better preserve these, Liz-ie, bef.re somebody stezls
them, thinking they're watermelons." He leaned over and thumped
one or two., They gave back the hollow sound of a pumpkin.
"They're ready anytime now."

"I know they are. I should have started before. The days



have been so beautiful 1t seems I can't make myself settle down
and work inside."

"Well, if you never get 'em done, it won't be anything to
fret about."

"I haven't enough jars to put up very much, I will try to
get at that right away, though."

"Don't do it if you don't feel like it, honey."

": feel all right., I think I'1ll just do them this afternoon,!'

"Whoa, now--I didn't know you'd start off like a skittish
horse. There's no such great rush as all that," he protested.

But that afternoon Lizzie got out her precious store of
canning equipment. She handled her half dozen brownstone jars
carefully and swiled at the cddly shaped lump of red sealing wax
that she had saved from previous years. She had just placed a
kettle of water on the fire when Jim came in. He answered her
questioning glance with one word, "Indians,"

"Where, Jim?"

"You can see from this window, only Xeep back a ways so
they won't see you,"

"What do you think they want?"

"I don't koow, darling. Probably just something to eat,"
He put his arm around her and they stood watching the red men
ayproach., Suddenly Lizzie ran back to the cupboard.

"Ity going to hide this meat." £She wrapped it hastily in
a tea towel and stuck it under the bed.

While she was still on her knees Jim began to laugh. ile



bent double and he sputtered witn the effort of staying his roar
of merriment.

"Come here," he choked.

He pointed a trembling finger. '"You can put a ay your
jars, Lizzie. Look at 'em--look.," And arain he doubled wup.

"Why--why, they're stealins my citrons,"

"Not your citrons, Lizzie--your watermelons. They think
they're getting watermelons."

Tears of mirth ran down his cheeks.

"We.1l, Jim Knot, I can't see why that's so funny. They just
come take whatever they want and now there goes my preserves."

"But honey, think how their faces are going to look when they
open those things up. I'd give a iretty peniy to see that. Think
of it--they'll have their mouths all set for watermei.on ana then
have notning but citrons."

The picture was an amusing one and z: Lizzie saw it, her
anger melt d into laughter too,

"Just the same I hope--I h.pe they get laughed at," she
vehemently declared.

"We're laughing. And they're leaving now, so you can get
the meat off the floor," he added.

But Lizzie muttered darkly until after the canning tnings
were safely put away again.

"What are you saying, Lizzie?" Jim finally asked.

"I wish they'd have left one--and I could throw it at theml"

Three years. Three years of nothing but sun and grasshoppers,




drought and wind. Not much to be bringing a baby into, thought
Lizzie, But she hugged the thought contentedly. It would be

a girl--she knew it would. ©She busily thought of and rejected
feminine names one after another. ©She interrupted her thoughts
long enough to call, "David, come away from the barn. Buck and
Bright are in there and you'll have Buck on a tear if he catches
siht of youl"

Slowly he turned his steps back toward her.

I don't wanna see Buck--wanna see Bwight," heé protested.

"You can't see one without the other and that ox is too
mean for anyone to get close to. Don't you go near them now,"

He grumblingly returned to his mud pies near her, but she
watehed him distrustfu.ly as she spread her freshly washed clothes
on the thick prairie grass.

That night she spoke softly into the darkness. "I know what
nher name is--we'll call her Ida., She'll like a short name. Then
they won't cail her something ugly like mine, I always did hate
Lizzle, Ida's nice." She settled herself comfortably for sleep.
"Grow fast, little Ida,"™ she whispered.

Jim was troubled as her time grew near.

"But Lizzie, we might not even get the doctor, The way the
snow's comin' we can't go far.,"

"Now, Jim," she comforted him serenely, "we'll get along.
Sarah's not far away and she'll come help. Besides, maybe the
snow won't be so deep,"

But the snow was deep and the low hanging gray sky threatened




to pour out more at any time when Jim hurried for Sarah. Will
volunteered to go to Logan for the doctor, so the worried Jim
returned with his sister-in-liaw.

They were a welcome sight to Lizzie, who had not been able
to admit her fears to Jim, Sarah smiled as she stamped her snow-
laden feet and asked cheerily, "Is it a girl or a boy you're havin!
Mrs., Knot?"

Lizzie answered unhesitatingly, "A girl."

"Well, now you're mighty sure of yourself. I always thought
there was some doubt about these things.“ Sarah made light talk
as she changed into dry shoes and put the kettle on the fire,

"Jim, stor that walkin' and lay down with David there so he'll go
to sleep." ©She nodded her head reassuringly. "It'll be a while
yet."

Later she softly caiied Jim. "I don't know whether the doctor
will be in time or not. Maybe you'll have to help."

He was on his feet at once. Lizzie was breathing heavily
and drawing her knees toward her chest in convulsive jerks of pain,

"Hely me hold her," Sarah directed. "She mustn't throw
herself--"

The door burst open, bringing in a cloud of snow and a short
stocky figure. He glanced only once at the bed, and stripped his
coat and cap as he bsnt above her.

To Lizzie, it was years afterward that she saw his face.

"Well, young woman, you about did it that time," he said in

mock sterness., "You barely gave me time to get my hat off."




"You don't wear a hat," she managed with a weak grin, for
all the prairie folk from miles around kn-w his ancient black
fur cap with the attached earmuffs that he wore up or down
according to the weather.

"Where's Ida?" she wanted to kncw,

"Well now, Lizzie, they tell me you set great store by this
girl of yours."

She only nodded while her eyes found the small bundle in
Sarah's arwms.

"Lizzie," something in his voice brougnht her eyes sharpiy
to his face.,

"What's the matter?"

"Now don't go jumping at me like that. Tnere's nothing
wrong. I was just wondering what you'd call that son of yours?"

"You mean--she's a boy?" Lizzie struggled with the idea.

llHe iS."

She was silent until she became aware that they were watching
her, She looked up into Jim's anxious questioning face and at
once buried her disaprointment.

"Jim, you'll have to name him. Ida would sound queer."

She laughed weakly and then they were all laughing,

The next day Jim disclaimed any thought that he knew a
boy's name, and finally Sarah said, "There ain't no better place
to go than His book. Who would you iike, Lizzie?"

"But we have David already.”

"We can't have too many from the Lord, uother," her husband




he left her without help was that she had to go ne.r the surly-
tempereua aniwal,

After Lizzie hau mad: sure thaut the soap did not need her
imwediate attention, she pumped a bucket of water. As soon as
buck cguzht sight of her, ne deliberately came frrw.rd as far as
his rope would permit and stood pawing the sround and throwing up
bits of earth from his horns as he bellicerently tossed his hnecd,
bLizzle never needed to romeurer Jim's w.rnicg not to get too
close. ©She was always trewblingly fearful whenever he was in
signt., Jiw s.id the sight of her skirts alweys seewed to _.n-
furiate the aniwzl. Now Lizzie hesitated a moment, but managed
to g¢ on. Today the other ox would get s water. Sometimes she
could get withiin the rope's lensth ahd set the bucket down without
Buck becouwing ar.used, but today she'd just have to throw it
and let them drink the spilled water as best they could. After
sceing the bucket overturn near Buck, she fled swiftly back tc the
house.

Lizzie rezd for an hour and again went to sce about the soap.
She wanted to finish it before the children wike. Suddenly she
was startled by Buck's tamiliar bellow. ©She stood transfixed as
she saw him top the ravine.

"He's loose! Buck's loosel"™ she thought crazily.

She started desperately to run eve: «$ Siie heard tne thuder
or his hoofs behind her. "I can't outrun hiw," was her lustant
despair.ng th.ought. Iuwediately Jiw's voice seemeu to r.ag loucer

than the sound behind her.




"They can't turn quickly!" 4s if her feet heard, t ey tock
her around the corner of the raised dugout. She risked a fearful
glance as she rounded the second corner and saw that the clumsy
beast was not gaining. On the third turn, however, he was closer.
ks she cawe near the ste:s, she knew despairing.y that she couldn't
get down in time but must try to 2o arcund again. The second time
WwasS 10 b=tter, Cthe must manage to get down the steps the next
time or her tiring body woulua not be able to keey ghzad. What
coula she do? Her desperate girance to.k in the scep barrel and
bucket, If she could ick it up in her flight--with 2z hurried
lunge she secured the desired bucket, but Buck was so close that
his norn ripred her dress. She sred around the corner in one
last frenzied srurt. "iake it go straight," she rrayzd, as che
sent the bucket flying with a backward throw. In almcst the same
movement, she unhesitatinely jumped., <&he landed at the bottom
of the steps in a bruised, breathless heap and ojened her eyes
to tne din wnich she knew was the death cry of the lifesaving
bucket as Buck trampled it. Instead of her, sue thought shudder-
ingly as she crawled weakly to a chair and laid her head o it
and cried exhausted tesars,

Lizzie was now forced to remaian insides, Jim had planned to
be gone threc days and there was 1ittle hoie of rescue befcre then.
However, the next afterncon she heard wit.a unbelieving joy the
unmistakable souud of his vouice. Soon he came into the dugout,
foilowed closely by his nephew, Will,

"You're not hurt?"




She was in his arms in a lzughing, crying heap. He held her
tightly for a few minutes, and then lightly joked her back to
comgosure.

"[s this anyway to act when I come home? You'd better put
another pain in your hair there, Such a red nosel!" He shock his
head in mock reproof.

"It's just that I'm so glad you're home," she gulped.

"Well, I didn't get any dinner, because I came in now. You
wight make us souwe biscuits. Ycu'li stay, won't ycu, Wilil?"

"I hadn't oughta but I kinda gotta hankerin' for them
biscults like Lizzie makes," the boy grinued.

wothing wore was sald abcut the ox until after Will had
gone, Lizrie wav even then unable to keey frcom shudderirig s she
told Jim the story in detail. He said nothing until she showed
him her torn dress. His face whitened as he tock it. He was
silent for so long that sne tentatively touched his shoulder to
rouse him,

"I'm guing to sell him!"

"Now, Jim,you can't do that. You know ycu need him."

"I need you, too.," He swept her ccnvuls.ively into his arms
and held her there., His hands ran cver and over her hair,

"I'd like to kill him," he gritted. "Oh, I won't. sut
1l am going to sell him."

A few days later he brought her scme calico from Logen
and laid it on the tsble without comment. Lizzie knew then, with

a gulity feeling of relief, that Buck wss gone.




"Did you sell Bright, too?" she asked, and Jim nodded.

However, the final incident concerning the oxen came months
later when Jim brought a package for Lizzie. She stared un-
believingly &t its contents.

"Jim--Jim, it's--it's mohair!"™ She felt the material
wonderingly. "It's like my wedding dress, only a different
cclor. Where did it come from?" She turned to him questiocningly.

He grinned sheerishly. "Your mother sent it. I couldn't
remexber the name of that goods, but I told her to get scmetiiing
nice,"

"You told her. Jim Knot, what have you been doing?"

"iell, I got & "ood price for the oxen and--"

"Jim--Buck. You used the money-- Oh you--you big bully."
She buried her face on his shoulder.

"I wanted scmetning nice," he said helplessly as he lLeld
her tightly.

"It!'s--it's the nicest thing you could have done."

"Well, then, what are you cryin' about?” he asked in blank
amazewent.,

"These &are hapry tears," she laughed blinkingly. "Can't you
tell the difference by now?"

"Sure, of course. These drops have zot lausgh wrink:iec in
'em., The real things are just smooth rcund balls.”

"Oh--oh--1!"

He went cut the dcor and left her with the dress goous and

the echoes of his laughter.




Lizzie had dreaded the time when Jim would leave again on
his freighting trips. She knew he was wanting to go but hesitating
because of her, so she brought up the subject herself,

"When are you and John golng tc start hauling again?"

"snytime now," he answered casually ac he studied her face
intently.

"I think you should leave soon," she agreed easily. ©She
was rewarded LDy teeing ¢ certasin tenseness pass from his face.
That afterncon he acked her if she'd@ like to go sees Sarah, so
she got the children ready with a little secret smile at his
subterfuge. He couldn't wait to talk to John and he thought he
was hiding it,., But she'd been wanting to see Sarah about =
pattern for her new dresses anyway.

She found that she didn't miss Jim so much as she had thought.
She had the sewing tc do and the baby took more time, and the
twe of them were lots of comyany, too., There was one time she
cculd have used him, she thought rueruily as she sat musing over
the rast weeks,

She had put the baby and David to bed and was contentedly
reading. Suddenly between her eyes und the page there was a
squirming bull sneke. She slid b:ack her chair and drop;ed her
book. The snake was in her lap! She jumped tc her feet flarping
her apron frantically. ©She snake fell to the floor and siithered
across the room, Jim! ©She'd have to kill it herself, she rezal-
ized despairingly. Her eyes sought for a weapon and she hastily

grabbed a poker from the fireplace. Lizzie shuddered as she




recalled the chase until she had it cornered. <che struck st

the head and blindly hit sgeiln and again until the thing was a
bioody, lifeless wess. She managed to carry it outside and throw
it away. Then she stood and vomited.

That very afternoon Lizzie had fixed fresh cloth across the
ceiling. She wanted no more snakes f:11ing out of the roeof, If
it had been a rattler-- Her musings vinished at the sound of
wagon wheels. Jim was home from Kearney and her feet were winged
as she sped up the stairs,

The summer seemed to go es rapidly. Unmistakable signs of
autumn began to show themselves. Liz.ie greeted these with mixed
feelings, Br they meant that Jim would be at home for good, but
they also warned of the .iong winter ajprroaching.

Now, however, she was happry. Her dugout might be small but
1t was warm. The tea kettle was purring like a contented cat
and the nice smell of her bsking bresd wus graduzlly filiing the
~rcom., David vas busy with his rrecious string of thread spools
which she had iaboriocusly saved u; before they came from Iliincis.
She hadn't added many since, she thought ruefully. But then she
smiied again as she looked at the biby. He was getting so rcly
roly she'd have to watch him closer. A fresh gust of vriind
momentarily over-rode the sound of the tes kettle. It was damp
and raw outside. She had hurried her usual trip to the bern to
wilk the cow, because it was so unpleasant. Then too, she always
worried « little .bout leavineg the baby with just little David.

a_fter all, he wes still a baby himself at four. A slight frown



crossed her face as she pushed these unwelcome thoughts away.
She and the children were snug and comfortable--and Jim was coming
home tomorreow. ©She hu,ged thet thought contentedly.

"Jim is coming--Jim is coming," purred the teakettle.

"Jim 1s ccming--Jim is ccming home," clicked little David's
spools.,

and Lizzie listened and smiled,

She turned irom the stove, and looked into the face oI an
Indian standing just inside the dcor. As she reaslized his pre-
sence, echoes or tales of ccalped women and murdered children
whispered in her brain. The moments that she stood there
iengthened intc¢ whirling hours. David had not yet noticed, and
the clicking of his spools seemed ominously ioud. She had been
driiled on the muxim "Never show fear befcre an Indian'" for so
long thet her first actions were autcmatie. She turned to the
cupboaru for dishes to set the table whi.e terrcr became a living
shape whose treath sent a murky film across her eyes. bElindly
sne groped for courare and ccntrcl. The b-bies were across the
rooum, David had discovered the Indian. He stcod up and for a
moment Lizzie thoucht he wus going to try t. come tc her. He
backed up a step or two, however, without moving his eyes from the
visitor. Then he stood quietly veside his b.by brother and looked
questioningly at his mother. Lizzie knew that she must pass the
Indian to get to them and also set the table. She must be natural.

Slowly she startea towerd him. He had not mouved or spoken

since he entered. As she agrroached him, however, his hand slid



down to nis belt., ©She followed the movement and her eyes became
glued to the knife for which he was reaching. He was pulling it
out! She almost stcpped tut thought of Tom and David pushed her
on. The hand with the knife started upward. She followed its
course with growing horror. 4s she cazme almost in front of him,
he casually drew out a plug of tobacco and carved himself =z chew
&s she went on to the table. The relief was almost too much for
her., ©Somehow she managed to get through supper. She yprepared =
plate of food for her unwelcowme guest and he took it with a
noncom.ittal grunt., After he had eaten he left as abrurtly as

he had entered. She watched from the window and could see in the
gathering dusk that he was taking care of his pony. He was
putting him in the bsrn! He'd be here all night and Jim couldn't
possinly get home before tomorrow. Determinedly, she hurried
David intoc wraps and wrapped the baby in blankets. Dragging on
her coat, she took a child in each arm and hurried up the steps.
She slid away from the house on the far side from the barn. After
she had walked a short distance, watching behind her all the way,
she began to run. To add tc her troubles, it befan tc rain. She
sped on until her breath became a stifled, tearing beast within
her, und then she stopped fearfully to rest. VWhen she finally
reached Sarah's, she was almost too exhausted to tell her story.
Sarah tcok charge at once and gave Lizzie dry clcthes and scuaething
hot to drink. The babies were put to bed and Lizzie followed sccn
after. Her sleep was troubled by grim visions of knives and war-

painted Indians, and she was white and drewn-faced in the morning.



Will had already gone to gather some of the neighbor men to
go with him to the Knot homestead. When he returned, he wore a
puzzled exrression.

"Lizzie, that Indian seems to be all rirht. We finally got
him to talk and he say he's waitin' to see Jim."

"To see Jim?"

"That's all we could get out a him. He's settin' over there
by the chimney where it's warm. If you wantz stay here till
Uncle Jim comes home, you can, but I don't think that red man's
gonna hurt you none,"

"I'll stay here," she answered prom;tly.

When the men drove in from Hays City, Lizzie ran out and wes
sobbing wildly in Jim's arwms almost before he realized that she
was there. He looked guestioningly at the others.

"Lizzle's just a little upset," said Sarah. "You've got
an Indian over to your house that Will says is friendly, ocut he
scared Lizzie kinda bad last night."

"Look up here, Lizbeth Knot. You're surely not af:aid of
Just one Indian."

"One's enough to k-kiil you."

"Who's talking sbout ki:lin:z?" Again he looked over her head
at the others.

"Well, you see, Jim, that Indian had a butcher knife he used
tc cut his chewin' tobacco and Lizzie thourht--"

"I see," Jim said quietly and his arms tichtened around his

wife. "Maybe we could stey here for dinner, Sarsah, before we <cC




home?"

"4 course ya can. We've always got enough for you folks,"
she answered heartily.

"Thanks. We'll be glad to stay. Liz.ie and I wiil go for
2 little walk, and then she'll be in to helr."

"Don't be in no hurry. I can do all that's needint'."

It was almost an hour before Lizzie was calm again, but then
she went in and ate her feood with enjoyment.

On the way home Lizzie sat quietly beside Jim, listening
contentedly to David's busy chatter. The first thing they saw
when they neared the homestead was a bright red blanket drying
on a bush,

"Looks like our guest was still there, Lizzie," said Jim
cheerfully, watching her fece intently.

"l don't mind now you're here," she answered simply.

"I'll be here from now on, sweetheart. This is the last
trip this ,ear."

"I'm glad, Jim. I'm glad." She brushed a hand across her
eyes.

"Your happiness and safety mean so much to me, Lizbeth.
I'm sorry I wasn't here when you i..eeded me."

"You most always are. It's ali turned out fine now. Only
you'd better see what he wants," she added as she climbed dcwn.

Jim found the Indian near the barn and talked to him for
some time. Then with immeasurable relief Lizzie watched the

spotted pony derart.




"What did he want, Jim?"

"Well, you'd hardly guess. He wanted to sell me some horses.,
Someone had told him I sold my oxen.,"

"If he'd just have told me, he'd have saved himself and me
a lot of trouble."

Winter boistercusly snatched the wand of rower from the
tired hand of Autumn, and the King of inows immediately inaugurated
new and severe laws for his tyrannical reign. His flaky messengers
scurried incessantly across the sky. They rerched upon the windows
of the dugout until the panes were completely covered and masses
of them held a council on the steps. If they were bent upon
keering the humans in seclusicn, they were eminently successful,
Jim fought his way out once a day and was otherwise content to
submit to their decree.

The long days were ha;py ones. Jim and Lizzie laughed to-
gether over Tom's first efforts to welk and tock turns telling
stories to David.,

"Jim!" wuLizzie protested one day, "youfre telling him
whoprersi"

"Now, those aren't whoppers." He assumed an injured air.
"They're just--just Little ones."

"Any time an antelope talks tc a buffalo--"

"All right, then. Son, I'll have to tell sou a different
story. Your mother objects to this one. There was once & boy
who lived a long time ago. His name was Joseph--"

The wheel of months turned the c:1ld season into another




spring.

"Davie--Davie--" Lizzie called.

"What?" he answered her from the nearby ravine,

"I want you to go to Sarah's after some bluing. I'm out and
I'm almost ready to rinse the clothes."

"All right, Mother."

As he cheerfully set out, he skipped a few steps because he
felt so good, but he stoppred and stepped more carefully, remember-
ing the never ceasing warning, "Be careful., Watch out for rattle-
snakes." Walking more slowly, he looked for the meadow lark he
couid hear close by. He finally discovered the yellow-breas'ed
singer perched on the edge of a stone. Davie circled round it,
"So's I won't scare him so he'll quit singin'," he thoucht.

When he was over half way, he found that the dalsies were
in bloom. Cn the brow of the hill the grass was nearly nidden
by the blue and white flowers that Lizzie toved.

"I can take bMother lots of them.," He paused thoughtfully.
"I'd better go on and pick 'em comin' back,"

He hurried cn, asked his Aunt Sarah for some soda, and came
back to the flowers. Watching for snakes as carefully as he could,
he soon gathered as many as he cou.d carry. AS soon as he saw
his mother he began to run. ~Pushing them breathlessly into her
arms, ne said, "I got lots of these for you."

"Oh, vavidl They're lovely, sweetheart, but you shouldn't
have brought so many."

"There's lots more, Mother, I didn't hurt 'em."




".'1ll go put these in water, Did you get the bluing?"

"Yes, here it is, I--" A blank look replaced the animation
on his face,

"What's the matter?"

"Well--well, I cuess if bluin' isn't white, this must be
tody."

It was only a week later when Lizzie was acain busy outside
with her washing that she wus stsrtled by David's quick cry from
the dugout. '"smuwa! Mamma, oh, come quick,"

"What's the matter?" By now she was inside znd coild see
nothing wrcng., "What is it?"

"Tom--oh, Tom! He swallowed it."

"Swallowed what?"

"He swallowed a bullet."

She had the baby in her arms now and he added to the ex-
planation by opening his mouth and then serenely saying, "Gone,"
David began to cry while she stood debating what to do.

Tom wasn't choking. liaybe she should try to meke ~im throw it

up. Irresolutely, she started up the steps and sent a hizh trill
across the field to Jim. She guieted David and watched Tom

closely while she waited for Jim, who was hurrying toward her. Tom
geemed &ll right. He wriggled in her arms and wanted down, "hen
his father arrived and Lizzie and David st.rted talking, Tom

added his bit again pointing into his empty mouth and repeating
"Gone, gonel"

"I think it's all right, Liz .ie," Jim finally decided. "I




certainly shouldn't have been <o careles.. He must have .icked
it up by the fireplacs where I was working this mornine., Let's
see if nature won't just take its course,"

That summer Jim and his brother again set out on their
Ireighting trips. Jim comforted Lizzie with the statement that
this would be tne last season when the business would be profitable
enough to warrant their time., ~The heat seemed worse than ever
before. The children could vlay outdoors only in the early
morning, and the rest of the day they kect within the dugout, where
it remained comfortably cool. Lizzie enjoyed the gquiet af:ternoons,
which meant time to read, and she loved the evenings when the
eparth came out of the baking pan and was laid to cool on the
window ledge of the breezes.

A few days after the men left, Sarah ana her two children
came to stay "a spell.," Sewing wac usually the accepted pastime
when they got together, and both their needles and toncues wcrked
without intermissicn,

Lizzie had to zo out twice to see why Tom was crying. The
second time she went, he came back with her and moped about the
house. ©Sarazh looked at him critically and announced, "Lizzie,

I don't think that youngun' feels good, He don't act natural to
me."

"He has been cross. 1 think he misht neec some medicine,
put I haven't got any right now,"

"I got some Castoria to home. I'll send Davie and Harriet

after it. She knows where't is."




The children willingly set out for the other homestead.

The time for them to return, however, passed with no sizht of
them, The mothers were really ceginning to worry. Sarah made
another trip out to see if she could spy them and came.back with
a sigh of relief to announce that they were coming over the hill,
another hour went by before the truants arrived.

"Herriet Knot, where have you been and what do you mean
stayin' so lone? We wes scared the Indians had you or a rattler
had bit youl"

"David, you made us worry,"

"Well, Harriet was huntin' a ribbon."

"A ribbon! Land cakes, child, what was you wantin' with a
ribbon?"

"We needed one to tie around the bottle,"

Lizzie and Sarah stared.

"Why does a bouttle of Castoria need a ribbon?" Sarah demanded.

"And where is the Castoria?" added Lizzie.

For the first time Harriet hesitated.

David volunteered, "We used it all up in the christenin',"

"In the what?"

"In the christenin', You know, like the rreacher did to
Tom, We named it--" He stopped to point. "We named it C.storia
Hilii.n»

Harriet eagerly interrupted. "We sprinkled it just like
they do it in church and we wanted a ribbon so it'd be pretty,

and after it was all gone, then I said just as loud as I could,




"I now christen thee Castoria Hiilln"

"Harriet! Your pa'll give you a beatin' when he ~ets home
and I tell him you been a mockin' the Lord."

"Oh no, Sarah., They didn't mean it like that. But David,
Harriet--what are we gcines to do with little Tom now? Youtve
used the medicine that was tc make him feel better and now he'll
still be sick."

both the children looked shame-faced. "We never thought a
that," Harriet muttered. David looked at his mother's face and
started hastily for the barn, where he could cry in solitude.

"I think that's eno gh, Sarah," Lizzie sald quietly as she
turned back to the house, "I've got some prunes we can stew for
Tom," she continued.

"I know I oughta' stay wad at them," Sarah chuckled, '"but
it is kinda' funny." And she laughed merrily. "I bet Castoria
Hill'll be a landmark fror a .ong time around here,"

The day after Saral. had gathered her children and belongings
and returned home, Lizzie was peacefully rezding while the children
slept when she heard the sound of a horsc approac:ing., Before
she could climb the sters, she heard so.eo.e shoutiug her nza.e.

"yes, I'm coming. %What is it?"

"isn't Jiw howe?" Shne recognized the sve:iker as one - f
their neighbors from up the vai.ey.

"No, he isn't. I'm expecting him soon, though. He misht
come today."

"There's no time to wait., The Indians are comin' and they're




kiiiin' ali the Whites they can find."

"Oh, nol"

"Yes. You get your things together and we'll come by fer
you., We're gonna try to get everybody to the fort. Ain't this
the God damnedest counrty, anyway?"

"It certziniy is!" Lizzie agreed heartily.

Lizzie turned to the house and the messenger gslloped away.
He had gone about a mile when he met Jim coming home.

"You're a man 1'm glad to see. The Indians are on the war-
rath and we gotta git tc the fort." He stzrted on but called
back over his shoulder. "Your wife seys this is the God damndest
country!"

Jim stared after him in blank amazewent, He had never
heard Lizzie swear in her life, He started his horses on the run,
Lizzie saying this wes the Gid damnedest country! She must have
been so frightened she'd lost her mind. He had visions cf her in
crazed terror, mouthing foul curses she would have blushed to
overhesr from some man. Auxd the Indians were coming--he must get
there to save the children, for Lizzie would probably be little
or no help. There wes a bushel basket of food at the top of the
steps, however, and Lizzie arieared with the children by the time
he had pulied up snd climbed down. Cne look at her and he reslized
his foolishness. He should have known ii1is Lizzie was tco level-
headed to fly off when danger threatened.

She was celighted to see him and together, tney loaded the

wagon with the bushel basket, some cloths that could be made




into b.ndages, as Lizzie explained, and all the quilts and com-
forters they had. It was weeks after the soldiers from Hays 617)/
had come to stop the Indlans and after they had returned home
before he finally told an amused Lizzie of the visions he had
conjured because he had heard she was "cussin!' the country,"

In August she told Jim her secret. He was pleased.

"This one will surely be a girl and we can call her Ida
this tiwe, Are you sure ancther won't seem toc much?" he added
anxiously.

"Of course not," she laughed. "There isn't anything we can
do about it, anyway. But I'm glad, and I dc so hope it will be
a girl. I'm never toc¢ busy to take care of babies, Jim, and I
won't ever be.," She lookea dreamiliy into the distance. "There
isn't anything nicer and they're so sweet and pretty."

"tlLizbeth, did a man ever have such a wonderful women as
I have?"

"Why, of course., Most women feel that way, Jim."

He shook his head. "I've known some that wcu:d think they
had =z hard lot if they lived out “ere and hzd three bables to
take care of."

"udercy me, those are fine thoughts., You zet your chores
finished and cowe to supper. You'd better get to bed, for you'll
beé needing what sleep you get if yoa're going to leave so
ear.y in the merning.n

"This may be thé lact trip, Lizzie. I didn't tell you be-
fore becesuse I didn't want to get your hojpes up for ncthin: .

John wants to be home and it's getting late in the season anyway."




Lizzie iooked smilingly at him and sang sll the time while
she was getting suyper.

She was tc¢ rememuer afterward that that was the last tiue
she sang for many weeks. They brought Jim home a day before she
had expected him. It was a weary, pain-ridden face which greeted
ner from the wagon bed. John exjilained what had happrened while
Will and his brother carried him in,

"The load siippred. Some of the lumber came down on his leg,
and it snapped like a twig under a horse's hcof. I just stopped
at the house to get the boys and I'm goin' on to Logan now for
the Doc. Get some hot water ready and whatever you think he'll
need,"

Lizziet's face was whiter than Jim's as she hurried about.

He grimaced a smile at her, but she had to turn away to hide the
tears that wouldn't stay in her eyes. She mentally squared her
shouliders, and was rew.dy to help when the doctor arrived. It
took a long time and the lines in Lizzie's face were as deep as
Jim's before they were through. Doc finally straigute.iea and
rolled down his cuffs.

"It!'s a bad break," he said soberly to Liz:ie. "It'll
take lots of time to mend. He can feel lucky he was so clcse
to home when it happened or we never woulda' got the swelling
down encugh to do any good. You can thank John for that temgorary
splint, too, A day of ridin' without that might've wade a
different story now."

Lizzie turned bfimuing eyes on John, but he only shook




his head betore she could say any tharks tc hiz,

"Will can stuy he.e w.th you an. farzh wilt te heie this
evenin'. 1 better be zoin!' now so sie cain co.=. ihe was ovar
to Guarty's when we cawe by, so she don't know about it ryeu,!

Lo e foilowin~ days, carah aud Jonn were {roguent visit.ors
a_pa will was always nocr, He waos busy werking on t. . barn,
taking out tine rcoten hay 1w the walis and -orlscing 1t =it -1t

ot the tal. cutting. As A _ueusi drev tc itc clese with no gizn

B

of fali in the air, he becsne lecs talkative, ULizzi» Iirst
not.coed tast .owething w s wrong, but J. scen began te wend r,
tco. To nus rirst guest: nungs, Will culy answered,"Ta.n't
wothin'--don't be worrin' your head about it,”

finally, hovever, he tclid them both, "it's this sur 3 shinin'
every day. Theie ain't nc sign & rain a.d this ¢ untry's burnin'
ug W

"Is that £Lli?" Lizzie's reliel wrs evident in her voice,
"it'll rain in September and the cro ¢ won't sulier any .i.w."

"I duen't thiuk Vili rinished, wother," Jim said quiet.iy.
"what were you thiokin!' atout"

"sire," Will auswered sowberiy., "The rruirie's enoush
fuel rignt ncw to keeyp the devil's 1ir s a g.in' fer cuite s.ue
speii. I doun't likc -t none. The wind's « Llowi.! every day
and a.. tnis grass needs 1§ one littlie spark to wzke 1t Lac best
bakin' oven you ever see'd.’

I'w sure you're risht, "ill," Jiw answered siowly. "but I

guess there's 110 us. Looking fir triuble percre it co.es. “ie can't




have rain unless the Lord intends us to. All we can do is the best
we can, JYou'd better plow & fire guard for me and you might make
it a little wider than we have before."”

"I'm doin' that, but if we get a head fire down this valley,
there'll be no savin' it."

"We'll hope for the best." But Lizzie saw the new lines
deepen in Jiuw's face even as he spoke.

Looking back, it didn't seem possible to Lizzie that Will's
ominous forebodings could so rapidly be fulfilled. Their first
warning came with the man on the fcam-flecked horse. Not fcr long
did they have to depend on his word that "the whole valley up
river's afire and its comin' down fast. We've given up fightin!
it except on the sides till it gzts down beyond you folks where
the valley narrows."

They held a hurried conference. '"We can't move Jim out.

If 1t's comin' fast, our best chance is in the dugout."

"You'd better go help fight it, Will. We can manage."

"I'm needed here, I guess, Lizzie, wet everything you can
fiund., We'll put wet blankets over the windows and doors when
the air gets bad, a:d you'll need plenty."

"Where are you going?"

"I'm gonna try ta git the stock into the river. That's the
closest places That barn'll be gone in one puff.”

"Hurry, Will."

"I111 be right back. If I get 'em started, they'll go ny them-

seives,."
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vavid and Tom were catching the contuzgion <f excitement.
Lizzie knew Jim was restless because he couid do nothing, so she
sent the chiluren to his bedside with demands for a story. As the
day grew darker and the air became ever more tainted with smoke,
Jim's firm voice echoed through the rcom telline the rart children
of Daniel iu the lion's den. Will returned and helped Lizzie cover
the windows aind decr witn the blankets., Che Lit the lawp ard tle
story came to an ebrupt end, The roar of the flame monster wcs
close and tne hewt of his breatn was drying t-ie coverings., They
nung more and more blankets and each of thew placed wet cloths
about their faces for extirs rrctection, The thunder of the hoofs
of the fire army jassed directiy over the dugout and sredus.ly
receded in the distance.

David «nd Tom were almest nude and tne men wore no shirts,
while Liz.ie's nair ciung in damp curls, bhut ctherwise tirey were
as safe as before the visitant's arrivel. They renmoved thie blankets
and looked at & wmurky world throuch smoke-stained, heat-cracked
windows,

Liz.ie got cuprer wnrle "ill paced the floor in nis rectless
desire to be gone to do whet he could in the 1isht down river,
He went out to see if the earth ws. cocl envugh for trevel «nd
came back to re,ort thet the team and cow were cafely i:i the middle
of the river und that "you wouldn't know there was ever any barn
around here."

He ate hurriedly and departed. Silently Lizzie yut the

ch.ldren to pad. She went outside only a moment and came back to



stare moodily out the windows. Gazing at the hills, ahe said W ith
a dulled weariness, "They scem lonely, Jim. I think they bent
above this valley when the grass and tress were young and glowing.
Now they sit and brood, like a mother when the cradle has been

suddenly made empty."




TIE
NETITIE AND LETTIE--HENRY AND IDA

Jim's leg was healed. Lizzie was happily content to
have him walking about the house for the first few days that
he was up. When he finally decided to talk to John, she waved
a cheerful goodbye as he drove away. Her mind wandered from
the routine task of making bread to picture again his eagerness
to be out and his youthful grin. Things would be all right,
now that he was able to take care of them, She'd felt helpless
and defeated seeing him lying there day after day without
complaining, but with that look of strain growing more pro-
nounced all the time.

She finished the bread making and started to work on the
little nightgown she'd started., She smiled as she looked at
Tom, who was playing across the room., She'd been so disappointed
because he wasn't Ida. She was trying not to count so much on
her this time but maybe--. "Now Lizzie, you stop that kind of
thinking," she sternly admonished herself. TYou'll be glad for
either kind."

She laid down her work as she heard the wagon returning.
"Jim must have forgotten something," she thought.

She saw the doctor first. It can't be--it can't be. She

tried to understand. That surely wasn't Jim with that dangling,



broken Leg. "wot Jim--he's w211 now.,"
"wo, Liz.ie." She hadu't realized she'd srcken but tne

doctor wa: aaswering her. "He had a runaway and he's really

<3

broken it t..s time., A comjowd fractuie. I ras just co..nv
back frow dowi trne vaiiey. You'l. nive t. be brave--he's reeding
you,"

The next w eks w=ve¢ a tiwe which neither J i «r vizzie wver
wished tc reuseuwbels Esch ncrni g she startel with determined
cheerfulnecs wh.cii Jim tried vzliantly to mstch, but by evening
cach was worn out by the pretense, The leg wus not getting
weii, The docter camne but si.iiy shook hi: head, Flna.ly he
Said, "I'w arreid 1t will never be s socd s 1t wie, The bose
Scews te be kKiittine, put that leg wil. alwsys bothsr ycu.™

"You mean he can't wol 7" arked Licoie.

THe'll probab.y wualk,™ he ausweied slowiy, "bat e way
need scwe heiy."

"You mesun 1'11l be crigylea,!" Jim sta .ed rather than
quest.oned,

"I'm atraid so., I'wmsorry. I did a:l I coculd, but with
ornie break followiig €0 ¢.0s Lv upon the dther----.," He shcok
his nead «c¢ he picked u. hic s.tceael.

"i'm suie you hsv , Lem. I'1ll nover tzel thut ther s
at =i. your rault," Ji answersed sle.dily. ™e'.i. zet alo.g,"
he swmiled at Lizzie. "ie kniw the werst end ivs casier to rear

tnan the uncerzainty."




But that night Liz:ie stcod outside .n the dariness while
tae tiers ran dovi hei cheeils and de.pair filied ho: heart,
"Jim--oh, Ji.," sne sobved sloud. "I can't stand tc .ave him
crip,ied," she addressed tue nizhv. "I can't stanu iti"

When she went in, however, Jim gently reprcived heir. "You
mwustn't let yours-if be so upset over this. It isn't fair to the
i.ttie one that's cowins--or to the other childrou eitnor,®
he aaded. "This 1is recal troubwe, honey, but nct as b.u ar some
things tuat cculd hagren to us, I've bzen wrong in feelinz so
vaa about this, I know, and for all our rakes, we've got to quit
Icel.n' sorry for curse.ve-.. Cume 11 n w, sweethe.rt. Vipe
thcse tears away ainda let's have ..o .ore." He kiss-d he. halir,
her swolien ey-=lids, and then her mouth,

Un a biustery warch day, Sarah a..d the doctuer arrived
Siuultalieousiy. Lizzie's last and 1.rstu picture war Jim
svandiug by, s.iliigiy leanii. on the walnut cane tnat Vidl
Liaq wade 1¢r n.m,., \vhen ne resi.zed that she was lookinrs st him,
ne smilied breadly and atked, "Weir, Lizzie, is it Ida this time?"

"I den't know," she answeresd weszktly. "Is 1t?"

"Sure It is," Saresh interrurted fyum near t 1o Iir 11 .ce.

"I's glad," shne whispsred tc Jim.

"tes, but Lizzie---"

"wWhat, Jim?"

"Weii, its—--here, cau I show h-ri"

"Ya caun i1 you're abie,” barzh answvered,




Jim walked out of her sight but soon returned. He care-
fully placed the baby beside her and turned away, Lizzie was
too absorbed to notice until he stood before her again and spoke
her name. She stared unbelievingly,

IiJim! ]

"Yes, honey--there's two."

"What'll we do with them?" She looked bewildered., The
others shouted with laughter and Lizzie finally smiled too.

"Well, I'm not going to name them, I've tried twice to
call one Ida and I give up."

"I think I can name them, Lizzie, if‘you really don't want
to," the doctor said slowly.

"I'd be glad for you to, Lem. That is, if it's all right
with Jim,"

"I'm no good at that sort of thing. Let's hear what you
have in mind."

"Well, my mother's name was Nettie and my wife's was Lettie.
They match for twins and I'd be mighty proud."

"I like 'em," said Sarah.

"They're lovely, Lem. The oldest one should be Nettie--
only which one is2"

"This one, I think. But they're so mﬁch alike you'll have
to watch or you'll be getting them mixed," he laughed.

"I wish I had two such fine younguns," Sarah said wistfully.



"Seems like my girls ain't babies atall anymore,"

"Maybe you will, Sarah--maybe you will," Lem chuckled.

"Get on with you now. Here's some coffee if you're a
wantin! it," she answered tartly.

The twins proved to have healthy appetites and lusty
lungs, and Jim was often pressed into service by a flustered
Llzzie. Any leisure time for brooding over their troubles
was gone.

With the early summer days, however, shades of horror
began tc stalk the homesteads all along the river valliey.
Epidemic walked with giant stride, carrying typhoid into
aimost every home and taking away a pitiful burden as often
as he entered.

He failed to visit Jim and Lizzie, but John came with a
haggard, weary face. "Sarah wants Lizzie to come 1f she's
not afraid., We wouldn't ask you fciks only we're so tired
out and the girls are pretty bad."

"I'il go with you. You and Sarah have b.en here helping us
so often that you needn't apologize for coming. Besides, what
good are kin folks if they're not to be helping each other?"

"We didn't know the girls wers sick, John," Jim said, as
Lizzie gathered her things.

"it looks like we might lose one or both, Jim." His face
worked coenvulsively.

"They're surely not that bad. You're jyst worn out now,

Ready Lizzie?"



"Yes, I've got what I'll need now. I'll have to come back
and then you can take my place.”

"All right. Don't worry about the children, I'l1l see to
them,"

"Let's go, John."

When L_izzie arrived, she found that John had not exagger-
ated, ©Sarah was exhausted but refused to rest. They did what
they could through the afternoon and evening. Little Mary
dieda before midnight and her sister Harriet outlived her only three
hours.

As they washed the 1little bodies and dressed them in their
Sunday dresses, Sarah spoke only once. "If we hadnit been
'way out here where we couldn't get a doctor--. 'vé're goin!
to leave this country that has nothin' for humans but hurtin!
and dyinttin

Lizzie wept as she told Jim, and each day as she bathed her
strong, lively twins, her heart ached anew for the emptiness
and bitterness in Sarah's. She felt again the uafriendly lone-
liness of her first night on the prairie as she waved goocdbye
to this brother and sister who had been such close and helpful
neighbors. For true to her vow, Sarah and John left for Iilinois
within a week after they had covered the two wooden boxes with
earth,

The feeling of emptiness grew, for they had little time

or wish to visit in the same way with the homesteaders who lived

on down the valley. Jim missed Will's help with the outside




work, which now pisced extru strain on his lame leg, He returned
one day 1row Logan in & thoughtful ncod,

"owizzie, do you like it here2t

She hesitated. ".'m ratner mixeu up," she conressed.
"lt's pretty-- but it demands ¢ wmbch and teke. away SO many
rlcasaut taines,"

".ould you want to leave?!

"Leeveu"

"Yes, Go egway frea here,"

"Where wculd we go?"

"Thire's & mai ia L_ogen whe v nte & ho..estraw. 1€ has a
+ary vack 1n Rice County ne'a troue."

"uy cuousins live iu klco Ccounty.”

"I know., 4ind it's seeme: ait esrent cut hers lately,”

"ould ylu like to, Jiu?™

"

[

t's going to be rretty nerd to manage.," He ~lanced

o)

involuntari.y at his c.ne beside the chair. the Tollowed his
100K,

"if yvou thi.k the trcae v ald be aly&ight, L think I'd
1ike to go., I gues: maybe I'd be glad,"

Jim picked ur his hat aid cane. "I'tl be bacl z2:¢ sccn

Liczie Toliowed his up the ste;s and still stood tazie

after he had goue. She couldn't gquite think how it would be




Lot te 100K at the prairie ewch day. Aiter fiv. e r , She'd
gotten used t. watchine .t. She'd lIrobibly miss _t, out ravbe
it worn't Lo uiricerent b .cir in Rice County. © =t wasn't s. far
reawly, when you thousht abo.t Il1lino.s. Zut che locked
liugeringiy at the hii s awnd 1ist ne: to tae wind as s
turneca avay,

It was s-ttled. L.zzie h-d packed in a whirl os haste,
ithey were rollow.:ic the trail es=st =.imost tetore stie could
oelieve it. Her last sicht ol thear dugout mwade her reel
a.wGst sick, wayve sie'd never see this variecy Taiun. She
Lurned guietly tc ner husband,

"L'u zeing te wlse it, Ji . I tind I don't hate it at

de placed Q1s erw o ldw .ioT @S he nodded und ‘rstandiisiy,

"It's & grect land, Li:zie~-#:reat land £ 1 tre rutur..
mayue we'lll cuue b:ck zoue aoy —--or mayt. . it'll e une ci our
voys .M

On the ei:znta day Ji. spoke quietiy to Lizzie. "I think
we're cou_. te Bushton., Jie ravw is £our miles Ircu there.!

"hela better zet a few srcceries 40 we c~n." Shc s.ilea
weariliy.

"You're tirea, aren't yco.? We'lli s o be h@ne, tho.7a.

"Yes, but the house wun't te fit to wove in."

Tdell, we¢ wea't try to do much thnic cfterncon :ut T st.

We cen spend one wore night in the open.”




"it's ali riznk witir we," sihe agreed. "Will the house
be wdch Lurzery’

"Some," he answered., "The 1ocms s1e probubliy smalier.!

"I can't thi.k what it'ls be 1i'e to live 1in three rc.as
agaln." ©Sne siheu nappriLy,

"It s still just a sod house theugh, honey. Don't build
too uany alr castler. I woaldn't went you to be disarvco.rted,”

whern Jim cause brck with th: groceries, he w : spmilin:
broad:y. "You can sleep i. ccmfort toniesht aft r ai., Lizaiie,
I found out for certain whe. e 'd's iive aad it's conly a couple
weles frow our plac.., I thaiuk w-.'l. ‘¢ girectiy there zid lot
tae rarw wast witol touorrcow.!

"ion't Jennie be surpriscu? 1 haven't seen = since
before we wers morried.”

"I knew .d berore 1 knew your cousin--before I b iew
JyOu, 1u sact,” he aaded lezugning.y.

"It s-ews & lons time 30, doe.n't it?"

"Wes, we'lre reatly zettiur Lo be odd 1olls,™ he tearal,

Vinen tney drove ur and were reco-nize., th- reunicn w-.s a
ha; py one and th= Fartinstons were deilichted beyon. messSuls
whern tney heard the piauns of Liz.ie wid Jim,

"Welly -0 over with rycu in the ornz.~ and hel you =t
se.tred,” Jennie said. "The heuse ic 1n pretty goca slhare,

I thi.k."

Winat's 1t L1ike?'" Lizzle guestioned “afger.y.




"It has three rooms--"

"Yes, we know that much about it."

"Most of the floor is wood and there's at least one wi
in each room/"

"ls it a regular soddie?" Jim asked.

"Oh, yes. That's all we have around here. There's beoen
sowe new frames built in the last year, though. I'd like tc
one, only I'm not sure I want to stay here."

"You won't have any more steps to climb, Lizzie," Jim
smiled.

"It socunds wonderful to me,"

They found it to be a great improvement over their home-
steud and Lizzie soon settled down in it"like a settin! hen,"
as bEd put it.

As fall drew near, the problem of schooling for David
became tae subject of family discussion.

"We can teach him some, Lizzie, but he should go even
though it won't be for so very long."

"Yes, I know he should. He's so shy, though, I wonder
how he'll get along." Her brows puckered in a worried frow..
"School's the best place for him to gét over that.”

The sod schoolhouse was two miles from the farm, and the
were no caildren near them. David set out alome, and Lizzie

watched him go with great misgiving. She knew only too well
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what troubles he might enaounter. He'd always been a good child,



and had alicady oiten taken tne responsibli.y of cariag lor and
watching over Tom, >ut ne never talked much when they had
company and stay=d out.ide as much as he could wnile they were
theirc. 4And fom was roinc to be just as bad. She sirhed as sae
went to batae the twiuns. Thes: were David's probleuws now, aud
it would do her no z.od to worry. He'd surely get =loung ars
right. ©Sne w.s probabliy just imaginias most of tais, anyway.

vavii ceue _1lcw., across the 1ricid that zfternc n and -on
ran joy-.usly to wmeet him, for he h-3i beeu mcpiaes about tie huuse
onl thio 1irst day without his brotaer's c..uyjany. L_izeoie cut
Precd aund spre-u 1t thickly with butter. Then she pourcd two
glesscs ol nilk while sne watc:.ed thew ap.roach., Tae chiidren
weren't ailowea tc pilece, ordinarii-, but Davia nza takea ais
ivncn, ana walxked ,uite a distance besides. e suilsd wien he
saw the food.

"It's pretty hot,' he e¢+i1d ciu ly as he wiped his slceve
across n-s brow,

"You go tc¢ school?" Tom razerly wanted to kKuow,

£
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"Yes, Lo school," he answered Jently, and took
arink of w.lk. Lizzle waited to see 1 he wes goinsg to say auy
@ore, Wwhen ne sewalilisd sileni, sne finai.y eosleq,

"How did you -=t aiong, David?"

"eli," he hesitated thoushtiully, "some of 'em talk to-

gether a lot, and I talked to one boy."




"Who was he? What did yéu say?"

"His name is Charlie and he's got a jackknife." He
finished his bread and butter in silence and Lizzie didn't want
to question him any more, He turned back, however, as he went
out the door, and said with one of his brief, sweet smiles, "I
can read better than he can.”

Lizzie was so relieved that her knees felt weak, She told
Jim that night. The next morningz she prepared Davdéd's lunch
and watched him go with a smile, for she could contentedly hear
him say "His name is Charlie. I can read better than he can,”

When the first snow began to fall, Lizzie watched it con-
stantly. She'd bcen so busy getting settled tiat she hadn't
thought muen about the river valley and the sod dugout they had
lert behind. But when the world began to draw her white comforte:
over herself, she becauie conscilous of an increasding restlesness
ana emptiness. She'd always watched the hil.s as they began to
fade into snow-flaked vagueness, and now they were gone. She shut
her eyes to remember. They had meant so many things to her., Their
moods had varied: there had been the time when they were strangers
and haa seemed to forbid settlers to intrude: and there had been
the spring ﬁhen they had cast off their carés, and dressed to en-
hance the beauty of their valley. Again, there had been weeks when
tney turned brown and st od in stoical endurance against the shimmer
ing heat waves; and then in winter, they assumed their crowns of

ice and robes of snow and withdrew in haughty alcofness to reign



with the distant gods. But the most vivid picture to Lizzie was
their black, stripped nakedness as they bent in grief over the
desolate la_nd. And she had deserted them just when they needed
heip most, she thought with deepenine sorrow. They shouldn't

have left. The landscape before her returned within her vision.
Jim came in to wapper and she turned to look at him. He swilingly
limped across the room and her face cleared of trouble. It had
been right for her to leave, for Jim had needed her even more--
a:d he never withdrew to an unknown region where her help wasn't
needed.

"Why so quiet in here, swzetheart?"

"l was just a little homesick for the hilis, but I'm over it
now," she smiled.

Spring came suddenly, without warning, Lizzie hadn't been
conscious of the gradual awakening of the fields as she ha. been
of the prairie. It had been much more cowfortable, however, for
a family of six to spend the winter in a three-room hcuse with
wooden flooring than it would nave been to live ¢n the one-room
sod dugout. She had to admit that 1life on the farm was easier
than the 1life of the homesteader.

"Besides, L _izzie, you never liked the homestead. You hated
the wind and the hills," Jim teased her when she hadladmitted her
thoughts to him.,

"I don't know why I ever said that. I certainly feel

gdifterently about it now."



The wind of the prairie blew swiftly across Lizzie's face on
a hot June day, however, when a wagon pulled up before the
house. ©barah said, "Ain't ya gonna even ask us in, Lizzie Knot?"

"Sarah! Oh Sarah!" Lizzie flung her arms around her
sister-in-law, laughing and crying at once.

"Is this the way ya'd greet a person, now?" Sahah mocked
reprovingly, in spite of her own moist eyes.

"John, I'm so glad to see you both." Lizzie was laughing
eagerly now, but suddenly paused as she noticed another couple
in the wagon.

"Ya might say howdy ta me, too, Lizzie,“ Will grinned,
as he turned to help the woman down. "And here's my wife," he
added awkwairdly but with an air of pride.

"You're married! She's pretty, t o, Will. Come on in, all
of you. I'm going to rimpg the belil and get Jim in from the
field. I know he'll be as pleased as I am."

In the midast of the eager questions and answers, and the
happy surprise when Jim ccme in, Lizzie leaned over Sarah's
chair and squeezed her hand happily.

"I hope it'll be twins, Sarah dear."

"We'll be happy with even one," Sarah blushingly smiled.

After the first excitement had subsided, Jim vciced the
question which Lizzie had been wanting to ask. "Where aie you
folks bound for? What are your plans?"

John looked at Sarah, but she shook her head and said,




"You tell 'em."

"Well," he started slowly, "Will and I talked things over
and decided to come west again. We all missed it after a while—-
even Sarah," He smiled across at his wife. "We heard of a chance
to homestead up close to where we were before--."

"Oh, I did hope you were going to be close, again," Lizzie
interrupted with a disappointed ecry.

"Just wait a bit now, Lizzie," her brother-in-law answered,
and she settled back with new hope. "We got some land in Phillips
County and we've come this way to see you folks,"

"But you are going to stay a while, aren't you?" asked-Lizzie.

"I guess the team!'ll be rested enough to go on tomorrow,"
he answered, smiling at the way Lizzie drooped at his words.

"John, you just quit bein' so ornery," Sarah intervened.
"Lizzie, if it's all right with you and Jim, we're going to stay
here and it's just Will and his wife that's goin' to Phillipsburg."

"Stay! Of course we want you to stay," Liz:ie beamed.

"I've never been so glad to see anybody in my life before as I
am you folks, and I just didn't see how I could stand to see
you leave again.,"

"Well, we're here, and we'll be here for a while, anyway,"
answered John, |

And Lizzie was content.

FPate seemed to favor her desires. Ed had been dissatisfied
in his present location and now saw a chance to change. Will and

John were glad to make arrangements with him, ©So Lizzie and Jim

lost neighbors even as they gained them.



BEd and Jennie departed witn the newly wedded pair and Sarah
and John took over their farm in Rice County.

The world seewed good to Lizzie., But it was soon darkened
by the fact that Sarah wasn't feeling well. Jim and Lizzie were
as intercsted in the arrival or the infant as though it were
their own. John cuwe after Lizzie a month ahead of time. She
had beein afraid the buby would be premature., Che thought hastily
about the saying that an eight-months bsby didn't have as much
chance to live as a seven-months infant., She didn't dars think
that this baby mignt not live. If just had to--and she squared
ner jaw as she went in tc Sarah. It seewmed to her that Sarah's
pain would never end., Tne time dragged. The biby shouid have
arrived at least three hours ago, she rigured wearily. The dcctor
wss doing everything he could and so was Sarah, but the infant had
stilli not put in a.. appearance by .idnight.

At last he said, "It's gcing to be a boy."

"How can you tell?"

"The neart beat," he aunswered briefly. "I don't 'mcw what to
do about her, though. I guess you'd tetter get the instruments
ready. She's getting t.o wor.a out to keep this up wuch longer."

While Lizzlie was busy at the stove, he leaned over “-rah.
Suudenly e called,

"Come here! Help me, like this."

It was over, and the doctor held a crying baby boy. Lizzie
felt weak. She took him eagerly and bzthed and dre:sed him, Theh
tears rolled down Sarali's cheeks as she looked at the boy ia John's

arims.



"We've got a baby now. We've got a baby, John.,"

Lizzle was quiet when she went home and Jim was silent, too,
&s she told her experience.

"l hope you don't ever have anything like that, Lizzie." He
loouked troubled.

"I won't, sweetheart, I never do, you know,"

She remewbered his v .ds sowe months later, however, when she
knew that sne was pregnant again. She knew Jim remeubered too,
for he was worried. ©One day he said,

"I've been wonderingz if we should hire & girl to helr you,
Lizzie., Five children wiil be quite a few for you tc¢ take care of
by yourself."

"Just so it isn't twins, again," she laughed. "I can still
manage with one mwore., Many women teke care of eight or nine."

"wany women work in the fields, tco," he answered sncrtly.
"But ycu're never going to."

"All right, darling. Only don'*t worry about me. I wouldn't
iike having someone else around trying to do my work., I kuow
Just how I want it done--and I'd prob:bly have to do it over again
because I didn't like it."

Jim did hire help during that harvest, for in the following
August, Lizzie's third son was norn, After some discussion, he
was named Henry, since Ida still didn't fit, much to the merriment
of all concerned. kven Lizzie enjoy=d the jcke.

"I've tried for four years to call a baby by that name, and

Sarah wouldn't even help me out. She had Earnest instead."




That fall, Jim brought up the question which had been
tentatively discussed before. The fawmlly was outgrowing the
house, and the problem of & new one was one which needed much
thought,

"I think size is the most important thing," Lizzie said,

"Yes, but I want you to have some of the things you've wanted,
too."

"I just want enoush bedrooms for the children so that we can
have one of our own." She stopped to think a moment. "I would
like to have clenty of windows, too,™"

"L thiniz you can have noth of those without any trouble,"

"Yes, but Jim, we mustn't spend too much money."

"#e'll have enough," he answered confidently. "Would you
rather have it cne story and s;yread out, or in two stories with
stairs to climb?"

"Two stories! Jim that's too much, We can't afrord it."

"You let me handle the money side of this., Just answer my
question and tell me what you wsnt,"

"I think I'd rather have it in two, then."

"All right. Now where do you want the kitchen to be?"

"I've always wanted one built on th. east side so it'd be
light in the mornings when I'm doing the baking.“

"What about the parlor?"

"To the north, I guess."

"I vlan to hav- the front door on the south," he said slowly.
"How do you thiak a hall running through to the psrlor would be?"

"All right, if it wouldn't be tco dark. We need a place near



the kitchen for the children's wraps, too,"

"I'd never have thought of that. You do know some things
you've wanted, when you start thinking," he said triumphantly,

"Yes, [ suppose I do., But it all seems to me to be too
much of a dream yet to really plan for it.n"

"It's a dream now, but it woen't be in the syring, honey,"
he said gently,

The winter passed with speculaticn and planuing, The older
children enthusiastically greet=d the first load of lumber and
begged over and ower again "to help pound." Lizzie was both
apralled and detighted at the size of it, for after liviang in
@& three-rcom soddie, her moderate-sized two-story frame house
seewved a mansion,

"It's quite a change from the old brairie home, isn't it,
wother?" said Jim one evening as they stood lo kins at the
nearly comyleted building.

"It doesn't seem iike it was ‘urs, even now," she confess=d
laughingly. "We had some happy days in those times," she ccntinued
musingly.

"Yfes. HKemember Castoria Hill?" he lauszhed.

"I remember that Inidan witi the butcher kuife," she
answered vehemently.

"I'm glad you don't have to be alone here, Lizbeth.m

"So am I, Jim. I hated that part of it. It seems that
rart of me is gcne and I'm so lost when yocu're nct clcse,

"The Lord is always close, dear. And I am too. I'll never



really leave you. You know that, don't you?"

"Yes I do., But let's don't talk about you going away. I
can think of much pleasanter things,."

"We'd better go in and get to bed. I want to get up a little
earlier in the morning."

"You're like a little boy with this house," she said dreamily.
"You're enjoying every board and nail that goes into it."

They moved into the new house while it was still glaringly
new. The stairway was as yet only board steps, but Jim and Lizzie
both thought they could finish them later. Besides they wanted
to "try it out," as David said.

Lizzie had a chance to try out her new parlor almost
immediately. The small community church had a new preacher,
Lizzie was patching Jim's pants when Tom came running in.

"Mamma, the preacher's comin! down the road. Do you think
he's comin' here?"

"I expect he is." ©She rose in startled haste. "Have I got
time to get the twins into clean dresses?"

"If you hurry up, I think you can. He was quite a ways
away, but I'm pretty sure it was him."

Lizzie hurriedly dressed the three-year-olds and told them
to play on the north side of the house. (

"Don't get dirty," she admonished.

She had just time enough to tidy herself up a bit and to

open up the parlor before he arrived. They sat and talked for

an hour. Suddenly Lettie appeared in the doorway.




"Come in, dear," said her mother when she saw her. "This
is my daughter,” she said smilingly tc her guest.

"How do you do," said Lettie obediently. Then she turned
to her mother. "I want a spoon to dig with."

"I gave you one this morning. What did you do with ite"

"I guess it must be lost." Lizzie ordinarily wouldn't have
acceded so easily, but there was company present, so she excused
herself and got the desired implement. In about fifteen minutes
Nettie came running down the hall.

"smamma, I want a spoon."

"Daughter, we have company."

"Howd'! you do," she answered perfurictorily, not waiting for
any formal introduction. Lizzie again excused herself.

It was now getting late and since the minister made no move-
ment to leave, Lizzie asked him to stay for supper. He accepted.
She rang the bell for Jim to come in early. As soon as he arrived
and had washed up, Lizzie left the men talking and went to pre-
pare the meal.

When the twins came in, the face of their guest suddenly
reddened, and he abruptly began to laugh., Jim and Lizzie looked
at each other wonderingly. After he had sputtered into his
handkerchief and had become calm again, the hinister ex; lained.

"I'm sorry. You must pardon me., But I thought you certainly
had about the most spoiled child I had seen lately. You gave
your spoons away so freely and without protest. I counted three
you had given to that child. One this morning and two this

afternoon." He laughed again.



Lizzie's face cleared., "The twins," she explained to Jim.
"He didn't know there were two."

A few weeks later, they had another visitor. Jim went out
and asked him to come in when he recognized him as one of the
neighbors who lived a mile down the road. He gravely accepted
and they went into the kitchen.

"It's not just a friendly call I'm makin', I'm sorry to
say, Jim,"

"What is it you've come for then? You're not in trouble,
I hope?"

"Well, I'm not now," he amnswered slowly. "But I was this
afternoon, You see, I've had some calves penned up, up at my
place." He paused and Jim waited patiently. "I thought--I'm
not sure it was your boys." He looked troubled and stared
intently at the toes of his shoes.

"My boys? What have my boys been doing?"

"Somebody turned my calves loose this afternoon, and I've
been all this time gettin' 'em back in," he said simply. "I
Just about caught 'em doin' it but they was too quick for me,"

"You mean my sons did such a thing as that?" Jim rose from
his chair and started toward the door.

"Wait a little now, Jim. I'm not sure it was them, but I
thought I recognized the oldest one. Even if they did do it, I
don't want 'em punished. It was Jjust a youngun's joke, I guess,

but it made me quite a spell a work, I thought maybe we'd just

scare 'em enough so's they'd know better next time."




"David! Tom!"

The boys were slow in answering and he called again, They
came in slowly and stood before their father.

"Mr. Johnson has a disgraceful story to tell me sbout me
sons, Were you on his farm today?"

Neither answered.

"David, answer me," said Jim sternly.

"Yes, Papa, we were."

"What did you do?"

"We turned his calves loose." He réddened and Tom began to
Cry.

"Why did you do such a wicked thing as that?"

Again neither boy spoke, Finally David muttered, "We thought
it would be fun to watch him chase 'em."

"Mr, Johnson spent two hours getting them back in. Do you
think that was funny?"

"I guess not," David mumbled.

"Do you, Tom?"

"No, Papa. And I wish we hadn't done it."

"I'm very much ashamed that any boys of mine would do such
a thing. I shall have to punish you,"

Tom's sobbing grew louder, and the neigﬁbor attempted to
intercede. "Easy now, Jim., I think they feel bad enough now,"

"They must be punished. David, you will go work for Mr.

Johnson for a week, and obey everything he tells you. Tom, you

will have David's usual work to do here. And both of you had




better pray tonight to be forgiven for such a wicked deed."

"Yes, sir," they answered together, and hurried from the
room,

"I'm sorry I've caused all this," said the owner of the
calves,

"I'm glad you came. They might do something much worse with
the same careless idegq. Now I think they'1ll think twice.n

He would have been not quite so sure, and much more ireful,
if he could have heard the prayer which was being said upstairs
by an anxious-faced Tom,

"---And dear Lord, don't iet Papa find out that we let the
calves out 'cause we knew Mr. Johnson would have to go catch 'em,
and then we could reach through the window and get some sugar to
eat. Amen,"

The following Monday, Lizzie straightened up after hanging
out the last basket of clothes. She was tired, but the bread
was ready to make into loaves. She hurried back into the house,
intent on her list of tasks she must finish. vThank goodness the
baby was asleep, Maybe she could rest a little after dinner when
the twins were in bed, too.

When her bread was about done, she suddenly noticed that
the sun had gone under a cloud. She hoped 1% wouldn't rain before
the clothes were dry. She called to the twins, "Nettie! Lettie!
You'd better come inside. It looks like it's going to storm,"

She went upstairs to shut the windowsy thinking that she'd

leave the clothes out as long as she could.




"Lizzie! Lizziel!"™ Jim's voice came up to her.

"I'm up here, What do you want?" She started down the
stairs as she spoke,

"It looks like a cyclone's coming. We'd better get in the
storm celiar.,"

"A cyclone! Are you sure? I just thought it was going
to storm." She picked up the baby as she spoke.

"You haven't looked out then. Hurry!"

"Where's the boys?"

"David's been getting the clothes. Tom's in the cave."
He took the baby and hurried the twins before him.

"Come on, Lizzie! Don't try to do any more."

"I'm coming."

When they got outdoors, the huge, funnel shaped cloud
seemed to fill one side of the sky. The wind had risen above
their voices, and they ran to the storm cellar, carrying the
twins the last few steps. David joined them, leaving a few
clothes tugging frantically against their imprisoning pins.

"All here?" asked Jim as he still held the door open a
crack.

"Yes, we're ready," answered Lizzie and the door closed
tightly. '

David had lighted the candles they always kept there and
the small group clung to each other within their dim light. The
noise of the wind was increasing to an impassioned, throaty
roar and Lizzie identified the cracking of tree limbs as the

high staccato notes. The baby stared solemnly at the nearest



candle, but the twins began to whimper. She drew them close to
her, but seaid nothing. ©She couldn't. Her imaginetion strained
to intergret each new sound, but the whole became such a
crasning symphony that the swaller instruments became impossible
to aistinguish. "What wuas happenin:?" She glanced at Jim but
he only shook his hezd. ©She co.ldn't have heard him now,
anyway. "What if the house, her new house, wes being blown
away? 4nd all their furniture and ciothes? Why, it w_ght take
everything they owned!"™ She no longer thourht of the wind as
sound. It was the raging breath of sowe hure, angered beast.
ohe began to tremble and Lettis, sensing her wother's fright,
began to cry in earnest. Jim had Nhettie in his arms, and she
nouded for him to take Lettie, too, ©She clasred the baby more
firmly and put her arm around Tom, who had dr:wn closer to her.
David stood neer him, a«nd stared musingly into the shedowy
cerner, Apparently he felt little fear anu Liz:ie was suddenly
ashamwed.,

When Jim fiualliy cpened the d or oud they came intc the
daylicht again, Lizzie look.d fi:i.t at the nhiuse. Then she
stared in silent awe. The yard was littered with small, brolen
tree Limus and directly in their jath was the fallen trunk of
the large tree which had stood near the coruer ol the house.

"The barn's gone.,"

Lizzie looked. The horses were there, tied to the manger.
The rest of the barn had vanished.

"There's a wagon wheel," David pointed sclemnly. it was

standing upright on the rim without any visible support only a



few yards from them,

"Look &t the bird. It's dead," said Touw.

"Let's get to the house, children. We can look aftervard,"
said Jim, snd they picked their way through the debris to the
kitcnen door, Lizzie went through the kitchen but stop;ed
abruptly in the hail,

HJ’iml "

"Better get back in the ¥“itchen., I'll =o 'round outcs.de
aiid see what's happened."

He came back in sbout fifteen minutes and caid briefly,
"The whole west wall's blown ir., We can't even cet tco the stairs."

"What shall we do?"

"I guess you'd better get us something tc eat. David, you
come with me, and tne rest of ycu stay here., We'll look arcund
and see whet other damage there is."

When Lizzie called them in, Jim's face wus somber. David
did most of the talking. "The horses are all rig.t znd the
buckboard's stiil here. The house fell in and we can Sce your
rocking chair's smasned. We can't teil, but Pape says it must
have broken tne burezsu all up, I found a straw gcin' right
through a tree. And Tom, you oughta see the chickens!™

"Are they gone?"

"Nope--they're bare. They haven't & single feather left."

"What are we going tc do, Jim?" Lizzle esked her silent
husband.,

"I guess we'd better see if we can : et to John's," he

answered, "If they're still there," he added.




"Will we go in the buckboard?"

"We couldn't.," He shook his head. "The road's to. full
of trees and furuiture., There's a stove just a little way down.
I thought we'd try it on horsebick--you can take the twins, and
the boys cal. riue tne other horse, I'11 walk.,"

Their progress was siow, even then. They wou.dn't have
sotten & quarter of a mile witn the buckboara, as Jim had
predicted. When they were & short distance frow their desuination,
Jim asked,

"Do you notice anything, Lizzie?"

She looked around and ther at nim. "It's sto.i;ed."

"Yes, it looks like John and Sarzh may h-ve missea it
entirely--or ratner, it missed them."

They were eagerly welccwmed when they arrived,

"We was worried sbout thet cyclone cloud."

"Did it hurt you tfolss," John asked,

"Took the bern and blew in one side oI the house," Jim
answerea briefly.

"Land sakes, you folks just come rirht in. I'll get you
somethin! to eat."

"We've eaten, Sarah. We need some beds for the children,
The twins are as.eep now,"

The men went over trhe next day znd reported when they came
back to dinner. "The stsirway's down and most of the furniture's
broken. It looks like yocu'd better stay with us a spell while

we're gettin' it built again,"




They spent most of the winter eway from home because the
S10W Cawe eariy that yecr and the weather was too bad for the
nmen to make the necessary rerairs. Lizzie knew Jim was beginning
to worry about the money, too. He hadn't planned on anything
like this. One day in early spring, hcwever, he announced,

"1 think we'il go home today, Lizzie. We can make out now
with what's aire-dy been done."

plz-1e was glad tc be back. Your own home was better
than 1i1ving with other peo:le, no matter row kind they were,
Then too, she was zclng to have ancther raby. She'd have to
get some sewing done soon.

The days pssse. uneventfuliy for Lizrzie, except that Jim
was sc worried. II the crops were good this summer, they'd
be all right., He failed to resyond to her reass.rances, until
she finally began to cry. From then .n, he'd been different,
She swiled to herseilf, remewbering how ner tears had always
bothered Jim. Sometimes they served a -cod ruryose, though.

"NLamma ! "

She sensed tne urgency in Town's cry and st.rted for t-e
kitchen.

"Henry was thirsty and he drank out'a the can.”

"You mean he drank the cozl-0il?" She pxclked u; the
screawlng baby in horrified haste,

"Tom, go ring the bell for Fapa. Quick!"

What should she do with him? He'd have to gzet it up or
something., Just then Sarah called.

",izzie! Where are ya?" She came into the kitchen. "Seems




like ya might answer the--. What's the matter with him?n

"He drank coal-oil. What'll I do?"

"Give 'im some milk," She was pouring a cupful as she
spoke. '"Here, Henry, quit cryin' now--this'll make yu~ feel
better--drink it 21l up. Nope, now--don't stop. Take & birger
drink'n that--. That's fine. Set 'im down, Lizzie, and get
some more,"

Jim arrived in time to see Sarah's dosing taking eft-=ct.
The coal-o0il was coming up along with the milk. Sarah wived the
baby!s face witn the gentle edmonition,

"Ya better be more careful what vou're drinkin', There
now, you'll be feelin' better." She set hinm on his feet again and
sald to Lizzie, "Ya ouchta know better'n to leave things a
settin' arcund after all the yoangFuns you've had. dow tain't
no use ta cary. He's all right."

laa was born that fall. Sarah couldn't believe that she
was rea.ly here at last,

"This one was named vs soon as it got here,”" Jim lauched,

"She's pretty, tco, isn't she?"

"Well, she's not quite as red as Tom was, snd she's bigger
tnaa the twins were--"

"Jim! She's not red at alll"

"She looks about Like the othsrs to me," he answered cheer-
fully. But he leaned over and whispered to her, "I'm glad you
finaily got your girl,"

As Christmas tiwe . rew near, Lizzie consulted Jim about z




party.

"l think we cou.d have one," he agreed. "I suppose you'll
want some greenery for the house. I rfuess John and I can take
care of that--we mi-ht even manage a tree,"

"wr, Lonechester has sc¢ many o1 his land, he micht let you
have one,"

"I'1ll arrange for that. You et some of you belking and
cooking done. I won't let you have this party if you try to
work too hard all at ouce," he warned.

", can make the fruit cake right away."

Lizzie humwed harpily as she .irew the rine ovranches to-
gether, The wreaths woula be rather lop-sided and odd.y chaped,
but they'd be satisfactory. She smiled as sne heurd Jim
wuttering 14 the other room,

"What's the matter?" she callied to him.

"Come see if this is the way vou want these thain-c. I
can't tell whether they're even or not." tHe was puttine some
"greenery," as he called it, cver the ,arlor windows.

"It looks pretty, dear, I think that's fine. Now all you
need is a little here--" She stopjed as Jim rroaned.

"I should have known better than to say you could have a
rarty. Couldn't we just eat some r~ie or cake and some chicken
without all this fuss?"

"Jim, shame on you} You know you don't really mind all
this. Do you, now?"

"Well, it's a lot of work,"




"Jo you win. .ouing it." He didn't answer aad she stcou
berore hiw wilh h.r hsnis on h.r hips. "You d n't object. cCome
Oli~-say it."

"ail right, I den't., ana it is rretties." He hurried out-
‘siue winlle sne stcod and lauched.

one wede pum; kin pics a.d guiltily zot out th wiice-mest
hor Aunt rannie ha. sent her. &he was sure it h:d braniy in it,
but sie hedn't said anything to Jim. Surely it wasn't toc wicked--
ana it did taste good,

rinally everythine wag ready excert tn- stockines., The
trees was walting in the voudshea., Jis hed maede & staud for 1t,
but tuey weien't -oing to bring it into tas house antil late
that nignt. John a:d nis fewily arrivei 1n a snow-covei=d
sieigh., The cerewo y < hanging the stockinos wes a serious one,

but at iast they hoaig in a iimr row cf descending lengths with

@

bavid's at t e tc: a@ud Litt.e Ida's at tae booton, LizZ..e £
whille sne watched th= children's eac-1 Jzcss 1o the canarz light,
"4way Iin a wenger,
NO crib f.r a pea,
ine 11 .tie Lora Jesus
Laida aomi his sweet her i--."
racit 1littie head bLowed cvbeadlently as Jiw quletliy clo .d
the.r Lnristmes ~ve with & yray-r.
After the children v re in bed, the waults sc:zumed a light-=r

mouvd of festivity. -arah aud L _jz.ie start d the porcora w.ile

the men bruuaght in the= tr :. Sgﬁ there w-7- lon7 royes of the

wn

white cori resdy lor the tr:.e, aud t .o sugar woi bolling 14 pre-

parativn Jur tie popcorn balls. Sarzh exclaimes Ove. the .mals



candles Llzi.e hod ade.

"There won't be many folks havin' a Christmas like this.
Lana bakes! 4 tree aud canal:c is mora'n I ever dreamed of
hav.nt!

"'hat isn't ail we've Z2.t, Sarah.' Lizzie srinned
wysteriously. ™7ait until vcu see =aat we're golins to put in the
stockings M

"We'll have tu be carefu. with these," John said.

"Yes, they'r. nct very sale, .ut L jzz.e wants t ..s to
be au extra-special party, a¢ sie calls it, and they are
rretty.”

"L ook, Lizzie." Saran siiowe: h.r oae cronberiiss. "This
is a surp.ice fir you. Greuay Riil sent 'ew and I beeon ssvoat
Tew just ier thiz, 1 think we oug.ta usc 08t ¢ ' ew on b e
trce. Let's st..ur 'em,"

Plua.ly the small ce.ar tre. stoouw resdv., Jia bro:giht out
tie speciar treut ior t..e cLockings—-oranTas. John and Sarseh
Nea brougnu appie. a.d roc. cendy, Lizzie groduced waltergreen
a.,Q pey eruint stick cenay, anc exch fawi.y hed o hosrded st.ie
of nuts csent frem Iilinois--they were mc: tuy h_clory nuts and
buttor-nuts. Thes- they su; .l mented w.th thzir ova boa.k
Wainmute., The s.ockings changed fr. . shapeles:, sh dowy things
TO mystericus.y burgiie littie lezs,

whert all tne preparation was finishe. anu .ech swail vil't
placed round tn- tree, t'e Irc... urs w-nt guil . t_y t bed, fcr the

child:en woulu be Uf caliy i the o roing,




L_izzie w.r the rirst to riss, nowevel. The stoc! ings would
be investizateu beiore breakiast, but tie trze would ccme after-
ward. oae wanted 1t to be an its prettiest wne. the c¢hili en
first saw it. She had the we:l newr.y ready before she heard
the other: begiu t. stir. Then she hurried in Lo 1lisat tie
Cuidles, the wle, ei: buck Lo lock . 1he _esull 0L Lh=.l work,
diu Jiw spoke junt behi d her.

"Why daidn't you o, we?”

"hore wae 0o need, I likea folng it. Isn't thoe rocws
beautiful?"

"It looks .ike a jicture I once saw. I never thoucht I1I'd
realiy see such a scene, though.,"

lhey stood quietly watching for & woment, and then Liz. le
whisgpered,

"Say a little prayer, Jim. It's so crfect."

Tneir pezceful moment scon assed -n the rush of excited little
feet and laughing voices.

That night Lizrie's Christmas w:s comileted when David sald
soberuly,

"It was a good day, Me-mma--one to always mean home to ne."

The next syring, Lizzie and Saréh had arn arsument.

"gou'il never get any pctatoes that way, wnizzis Knot,"
Sarah declared veheuently,

"Why in the world not?"

"You oughta know bettern' ta exjcct ta get anything ceptin?!



vines when you're a plantin' 'em now,"

"What are you talking about? We've had food rains,"

"I'm a talkin' 'bout you plantin' them potatoes in the light
of the moon!"

"Now, Sarah, don't tell me you think the moon takes over
the sun's job,"

"I don't know 'bout the sun, but I do know the moon ain't
right and you won't et nothin' for your trouble."

"But the sun's what makes the plants grow."

"Yes, but the light a the moon'l. make all vines and no
potatoes, and the d:1k a the moon'll meke things grow underneath
the ground."

Lizzie began to laugh.

"All right, if ya thiuk it's so fumy." Sarah stalked away,
and called over her sho.ulder, "Ya just walt an' see."

"Don't go away angry, Saran. Let's o in the house, and I'll
wait until you say it's right to plant the rest."

And Sarah wos mol.ified.

Lizzie sewed through the summer. Schooi was about to start
again and the twins must have some school dresses made. They had
nearly grown out of all their clothes. She made their dresses
just ailike, On the first day of schcol, they wore the brown
checked gingham dresses she had just finished. She carefully
braided mettie's hair «nd pinned a hu e, pink ribbon on the top
of her head. She did the same with Lettie, except that her hair
ribbon was blue, because that was Lettie's favorite color.

The twins came triumphantly home, talking eagerly about the
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new teachier. But Liz.ie was dismayed when she saw the teacher
drive up an hour later, She tcok him into the perior and scked
anxiously,

"Have the giris done sowething wrong?"

"On no, irs. Knot," he hastened %o reassure her, "It's--

1 feel rather focl.s.a about this, but you see--we.l, I can't tell
them apart." He grinned shee,ishly as she began to iaugh, "I
wondered if you couid te.l me some way so I'd know,"

"I can tell yo. an easy way, and you don't need to feel bzd,
because other peo.le don't know waich is wnich, either., I nardly
do myself."

"I don't see how you can," ne an-wered in relief,

"There's one way 1or you. Lettie likes biue, so she @most
always wears a blue hair ribbon and Nettie wears &« pink one, 1?11
make sure they uo that, or if they wear other culers, I'1l .et
you kacw, It won't be herd for you to see their ribbens,™

"Thank you, Mrs. Xnot. I'ii rewember--Lettie wears biue--
nettie wears pink."

The wuext night after schooi‘hettie szid thoughtfully,

"The teacher called us Ly our right names, tcday. He knrws

l

=

wnere we sit not, set's trade places tomorrow and Tet him
up again,

"I don't tiink we should," Lettie hesitated. "He michtn't
like it,"

"There's nothine bad about that," her sister vigorously

aeclared. "Come on, I don't see why youl're alwavs scared."




She was sitting in Nettie's place the next morning. She was start-
les, however, when the teacher spoke to her. "Lettie, I think you
girls are in each other's places. Perhaps you'd Eetter change
back as you were.!

Nettie was silent and well behaved the rest of the week and
Lettie was content to have her so. Neither had mentioned the fact
that the teacher could tell them apart. Nettie didnIt seem to
want to talk about 1t and Lettie didn't wish to anger her sister.

One morning, Letti gaw Nettie watching intently as she
was haviing her hair combed aid knew with despairing certainty that
Nettie was planning something again. It was not until two days
tater, however, that Nettie said casually,

"Let me wear youvrhair ribbon today, Lettie."

"You know I dcn't like your pink ones," Lettie answered in
surprise.

"I'm pretty tired of 'em too," Nettie confessed. '"Please,
Lettie. Just trade with me today."

"All right, thic once," she finally conceded.

Lettie was already in her seat when the bell rang.

"Nettie."

She raised her eyes in surprise to see 'the teacher standing
before her.

"I've asked you girls to stay in your own places. If you
persist in disobeying me, I sha 1l have to punish you. Take your
own seat, please.™

Wonderingly, she moved as he spoke. She saw Nettie swiling



broadly. And all that day, teacher called her Nettie. He was
getting them mixed up mgain. That night she asked Nettie about
it. ™Why do you s'pose he thought I #:s you today?"

"I don't kn.w," Nettie answered casually. "Here's your hair
ribbon back again. I stii_ think pink's pretti.r. Stand still,
and I'l:i pin yours and then you can do mine."

Lettie was relieved to €ind that the teacher seemed to have
them stralightened out again the next day. After Nettlie had traded
hair ribbons thre. times in the next two weeks, however, Lettie
lcarned what her sister had alrecady discovered.

"He never knows our right names when I wear your pink ribbon.
He can't till us apart except by the colors we wear."

"That's right. Mamwa must have told him that day when he
first came to see her," Nettie answered with a superior air,

"If you knew it all the time, Nettie Knot, why didn't you
tell me?"

"I was waiting for you to 1ind out. And I've been afraid
you'd teil we traded, even after I told you not to. I'm going to
wear your ribbon, to.uorrow, too." She skipped a few ste s and
laughed gleefully.

"Oh, Nettie, don't do it. I know we'll get in trcuble."

"You're such a baby," Nettie answered acornfulily, and Lettie

was subdued.



A few days later, Lettie watched Nettie in fascinated fear.
hettie wes busily absorbed in watching Esther, the girl who sat in
front of her. But Lettie could see that Nettie's hands were
occupied in dipping Eshter's brai:s in the ink welli. She was
thankfully glad that Nettie hadn't carried out her threat of
trading ribbons today.

But when recess came, Nettie cornered her sister and insisted
that they trade. Leiiie tearfully gave in, as she always had
since she could remember. When Esther discovered her stained
braids, umr. Branwell caiied Lettie up before the class. She flung
one terrified glance and went. She stood in the corner the rest
of the afternoon and was kept in an hour after class. She was
hurrying home, when she saw Nettie waiting fqr her,

"What did he do?"

"He said I was wicked--and you know I'w not. It's you--it's
always been you. You'refmean, bad girli™"

"Don't you talk to me that way, you little--you little--"
Lettie cowered before her threatening twin. '"Here's your old
ribbon. And den't you go cryin! to Mamma, either."

From then on, Lettie hated to go to school, She lived every
day in fear and shame. Nettie continued to play one trick after
another and Lettie was always punished, ©She could never get'up
courage enough to expose her sister to either her parents or the
teacher.

The months passed by and Lettile endured in tearful silence.

One day, in nervous irritation, Mr. Branwell called her up to his

aesk and spoke to the school, as well as to her.



"Nettie, you're getting to be s¥ch a bad, wicked child that
I don't think even God will want you; I'm going to whip you now,
for everyone to see.”

"I didn't--I'm not!" Lettie screamed hysterically. "I didn't
do any of those things. I'm not even Nettie. You let me alone!

Leave me be! This isn't my hair ribbon. I'm Lettie--I'm Lettiel"

She sank in a crumpled, sobbing heap at his feet.




IV
NETTIE AnD LETTIE--YENRY AND IDA
(CTRTINUED)

The ‘twins were wstching the rsinbow. Friendly relations
were aga.n established retween them, after Lettie had been out
of school for & week because of nervous exhaustion, Lr, Branwell
was especially nice to Lettie, and Nettie was on good behevior.,
The other ch.ldren had showed a tendewncy to shun Mettie, but
Lettie had put a stop to that s soon as she ncticed. Che would
heer no bad word of her sister and defended her more vigorously
than she ever had herself, Now Lettie said dreamily,

"I wonder if anybody ever did."

"Lver did what?"

"Find the gold."

"What gold? What sre ycu talking «bout, Lettied"

"Well, I heard Aunt Sarah say that there was z ,ot of gold
at the end of the rainbow."

Nettie stared with new interest at the colored arch. "are
you sure that's wiiat she was tallbin! about?"

"She said, 'Well, why don't some a ya fina the end a thet
thing and get that there pot a gold that's there,' and she rointed
right at that rainbow. It couldn't have been anyching else,"

Lettie stoutly asserted.




Nettie stared thoughtfully at the sky. She turned to her
sister with a gathering light in her eyes. "Lettie, let's us go
find iti®

Lettie stared in her turn. "How could we?"

"Let's go get something to eat. The folks are round front.
Think how 'sprised and happy they'll be when we bring back the
gold." ©She was on her feet, eagerly pulling Lettie up.

"Mamma could have a new dress, couldn't she?" Lettie's eyes
began to sparkle, too.

"She can have three new dresses--and so can we. Let's hurry."

Nettie was the captain, but Lettie was an eager orderly.
"Get some sticks--those long ones we had yesterday, Lettie."

"Here they are. What're we going to do with 'em?"

"I've fixed our lunch. Wrap yours in the cloth like this.
Then we'll tie 'em on the sticks so they won't be no trouble to
carry."

"Do you think we'll really find it?"

"We can if we hurry. You better put on a bonnet so's you
won't get the earache."

"Say, Jim, isn't that your girls goin' down the road?"
asked John,

"Yes, it is. Look Lizzie."

"Where are they going? And what's that they've got?"
Lizzie stared intently.

"It looks to me like they're bein' tramps,”" John chuckled.

"Maybe they've decided ta run away." Sarah glanced at Lizsie,



"It couldn't be that. Jim, you'd better go after them before
they get clear gone.m®

"Let 'em go. It'll teach 'em a lesson ta get good and scared,"

"Yes, but it'1ll be dark soon,"

"That'll bring 'em back," said Sarah comfortably.

But Lizzie couldn't wait on them long, and Jim soon set out
after them., Lizzie was thoroughly nervous by the time they
finally returned.

"Nettie! Lettie! What makes you such naughty children, and
why would you want to run away from home?"

"We didn't run away, Mamma." Lettie was about to cry. "We
thought you'd be glad when we brought you the gold."

"The gold?" Lizzie looked puzzled.

"Don't scold them any, Mother," said Jim. "They heard
Sarah talking about the pot of gold that's hidden at the end of
the rainbow, and they were going to find it so you could have a
new dress.,"

"Oh, you sweet innocents." Lizzie put her arms around them,
"I'm sorry you couldn't find the gold," she said seriously, "but
I wouldn't feel bad about it. You were being unselfish, and you've
made Mamma and Papa happy, anyway. Besides, I don't really need
a new dress, You'd better get to bed now. lGood night." She
kissed each of them and watched smilingly as they climbed the stairs

"Lizzie."

"Yes, Jim?"

"You do need a new dress, and I hadn't noticed."



"It's a1l right. I've been meaning to get some materia.,
but 1t seems like there's so many other thines to buy."

"Yes, but the twins knew it and I didn't. I'm sorry I've
been so inattentive., I don't want you doing without, darling.
We'll go to town tomorrow and get you two dresses. 4nd I don't
want to hear anything said about what the chiidren need. We're
golng shopping for you."

"Oh, Jim, you're not inattentive. You're as good & husband
as a woman could ever want."

"I'm trying to be, honey. You're the best wife I've ever had."

She rumpled his hair in vigorous protest but the tenderness
in her eyes denied the seeming rough.ess.

"Since you've had sc many, that's a fine compliment."

The next morning Tow wes talking to Henry. After a short
dlscussion, he called to the twins who were playing on the other
side o1 the yara, "Come here, you eirls.,"

"What do ya want?" Nettie cal.ed baclk,

"We want you to p.ay with us,”" he answered.

They ceme with zlacrity, for Tom rarely condescended to have
chew around, since he always rrofcssed a greet scorn for girls.

"hat're we golng to rlay?" Lettle inqgired eagerly.

"Let's go down to the barn, and I'll show ycu."

"We're stposed to ilay ir tae yard," Lettie hesitated.

"Oh, come on. JMamma won't care if we're all together."

"Here it is."

"I don't see anything."



"Can't you see that plow?" Tom rointed loftily to the
implewent wnich stood nearby. Jim had vlaced some small pieces
of wood under the plow to keegr it from rusting., It thus stcod
upright, and Tom now wzlked over and took hold of the handles.
"We're going to play like we're plowin'. Henry, you can help
me guide it."

"Yes, but what do we get to do?"

"Wait. 1I'll get some rope. I know where it is."

"Whet does he want with that? I don't think this game's
much fun. Let's go back and play, Lettie."

"Here, wait,you girls! You said you'd play with us."

"We don't see anything to play."

"Look, I got the rope. Now we'll harness yocu ur and then
we'll plow,"

"Yyou mean we're to be the horses?" asked Nettie indignantly.

"No, you're gonna be the oxen., You know, like those Papa
used to have."

The twins looked at each cther snd Nettie spoke for both.
"We don't want to."

"Aw, you giris'. I knew you weren't any rood to play with,"

"We are too," Lettie flared. "Go ahead and harness me up.
I'11 be the mean one--what was his name?"

"Buck," answered Tom as he slirped the rope around Lettie.
"Stand nere, hettie. You lost your chance to have the most fun
now, cause Bright never bucked or anything."

"I can though," Lettie triumphed. "Just wait till you say



'Giddup'. I'1ll turn like this and I'll buck and I'll balk, too.
Just watch me." ©She kicked her feet back in pretended imitation
of a balky enimel.

"Be careful, Lettiel™

Tom's warning cry cawe too late, however, for Lettie's foot
had struck directly against the charp edge of the share. All of
the chiluren except Tom started screaming at the sizght of the
str._aming blood. He hastily took the rcpre oftf Lettie, who hindered
him in her cancing frisht.

"quit crying, Lettie," he saia in a stern vcice, althouch
his own face was white. "You'lli scare Mawwa, Henry, you hurry
ahead and teili ner. Nettie, hel} me get her to the house. Illamna
can stop the bleedin'."

Lizzie met them befcre they got very far. She hastily picked
the child up, and hurried into the house, disreguarding the steadily
growing blood stains on her own apron.

"Tom, £o telil Papa to go for the doctcr. He can tzke one of
the horses and you can ride the other one back nere., Nettle, go
get me some of those cloths in the tureau drawer. Don't cry now,
Lettie. It's just a cut and we'll soon have it tied up."

Lizzie w.rked quickly to stem the flow of blocd. Che made a
tourniguet and finally had it cleansed enouéh to see thet there
was a deep cut at the Lack of the heel. E&he was relieved to find
that it wasn't a blood vessel, but was sure the gssh was going to
have to be sewed. The doctor ccrnfirmed her opinion when he arrived.

"It just missed the tendon. She can feel that she's a very



lucky littie girl. She mirht have been crippled. As it is now,
she mey always have a scar but she'll be perfectly all riecht."

Tom was subdued about the accident snd assuzed il the blame.
Lizzie and Jim accepted his confession gravely and did not think
of junishing any of them.

"Tom has his lesson, and I think the girls will stick close
to the vard after this," Jim caid.

Before Lettie's root had healed, Lizzie became ill, She had
a cold, but refused to go to bed.

"l don't know who'd watch after Henry and Ida and see th=t the
others had their luncnes and clothes re.dy for schcol. I'1ll be
all right in & day or two," she told Jim.

Her cola got worse, however, and a few morniness later she
only smiled weakly and stayed in bed as Jim firmly commanded. He
stayed in the house all day and by evening was thoroughly worried.
He saw that the younrer chiidren went tc hed and then called David
intc the kitchen.

"I'm afraid ycur mother is seriouasly 1ll, son., I'm rcing after
the doctor., You stay in the room with her, but don't make any noise.
Get her & drink if she wants cne--and tske gcod care of her,

David. 1I'1lL send Secrah cver right away, vut it's up to you to
watch over her till she gets here." He smiled tensely and ratted
his son's shoulder, then went out.

Lizzie grew steadily worse. The doctcr came often and stayed
long. Sarah went back and ferth, doing all she cou.d. Jim hired
a neighbor zirl to stay all the time, for Sarah wes too heavy with

child to do the actusl work.




"You've done too much already." "e told her firmly. "Lizzie
wou.dn't want it and I dcn't expect you to."

‘the doctor tcld a grave-faced Jim thet Liz.ic had double
pneumonia. They stood together over her bed, night after nicht,
crimly rishting to keep her from élp}ing from them, Jim's face
became he:vy with fatisue and the children came and went in tearful
silence, The hired gir. gave them no su; per ead they went to
tneir coid beds, hungry and filled with a new, strange fear,

David tcok care of tnem as best he could, and, unknown to his
father, took them down to the barn and told them stories. He
aidn't feel like goiny to schocl, either,

They had a few days of diversion when their new neirhbors
moved in across the rosd. David found cut that their name was
Peterson, but none or them were interested in anything excert
Liz:zie., Henry didn't even gel acquainted witnh Edgar, the little
boy of his cwn a e.

"uamme won't die, Lettie." David tried to comfort his sister,
"Don't think about it. She's awful sick but she's -oin' to get
weli, ©Sbe, you're waking Henry cry now, You've got to be a bigc
girl now, so Mamwa will be proud of you when she gets well aund I
can tell her how you acted." But alli the time he was wondering,
too, and knew that Tom felt the sawe Wy,

"Whatever would they do if Mamma died?" The world was
suddenly a lonely, terrifying place to all of them.

But one day Jim interrupted the story telling,

"Sarah told me you were down here. I wanted to tell you,"




he looked around at each frichtened face and sw.t down, "here, come,
sit close all of you." He smiled with wet eyes as they gathered
round him, "Your maw.ua is going to get we.l. We've cot to be
careful with her, but she's .ast the worst part. Here, it's no
tiwe to be crying, Tom." He smoothed the boy's hair gently.

"You go on with your story telling, David, I've got to get back
to Mother."

Lizzie slowly grew better. Jim now felt that he could
return to his own work. He retained the hired girl and strictly
cautioned the children not to worry their mother--not even to ro
in unless he himself was there to suvervise. But keepring guiet
was a harder job now that the damper of fear had been ralsed from
thew. They managed fairly weil until they were araln cent to
bea without any supper.

"WMawwa always gets us suprer," Nettie protested storwily.

"We're hungry!" =zdded Tom,

"You get aiong to bed, now." The girl glowered at them.

"We need sometnine to eat," David objected firmly.

"You'll not be needin' nothin' tonicht and if you don't quit
your talkin', you'll make your mother sick agsin. There, ya see.”
She sturted for the bedroom from which they could hear Lizzie
weakly calling.

"fe'd better do as she says, I :uess," said David screrly.
"Maybe I can tell Para in the morning. We'll get to eat plenty
when he finds out about this," he comforted his brothers and

sisters.



Nettie waited until she was sure the hired cirl had gone to
bed. Then she usked,

"Are you acleep, Lettie?"

"o, I guess I'm tco hungry."

"Let's zo wuke Tom."

"What for? He can't do any good about our stummnicks,"

"Maybe we all can, though. And don't say stum dicks. You
know 1t isn't richt,"

"Sarah says it," Lettie defended herself.

"Come on, and stop talking. They mirht hear us.,"

They tip-toed into tne other bzdroom. Tom whispered "Who's
tnere?" before hettie had a chance to shake him,

"It's just us. We're hungry."

"So'm I. bBut rhat we gonna do about 1t?"

Nettie whisyered urgently while Lettie stood first on one
cold foot and then the other,

"I dunno," Tom muttered doubtfully. "We coula try 1t, though.m
He ciimbed out of bed while Lettie woke David. Torether they bent
over Henry's bed and roused him as quietly as they could. They
hurried back into the twins room and carefully explained in eacer
whispers to both Lettie and Henry. ,

"I'11l try," the little fellow finally nodded. "You'll hold
me tight, won't you, Lave?"

"I won't let you fall," his brother reassured him. "And
Tom will hold you, too,"

All five of them went to the hexad of the stairs and the girls




waited there while the boys went down a few steps.

"I'm afraid, Tom," Henry whispered.

"Reacn throush now and see if you can touch the edese. I'1l
holid you," Dave urged.

Henry cobediently squirmed betweenthé steps until his arms
hung out in space, while Tom and David hung on to his heels. His
reaching ringers tfound the bi. crock on the pantry shelf beneath
the stairs.

"Just zet one handful Henry, so you can help us cet you back,"
Tom whispered.

"rull me up," ancwered the little boy.

He wes hauled safely back on the stalrway snd triuamphantly
passed three doughnuts to th. twins,

"Will you do it again, Henry?"

"Yes, only you be sure and hold me,"

"We will, 4And don't you girls ect those yet.,"

Henry again wriggled throusn the steps and was lowered to the
crock by his brothers., This time he recklessly filled both hands
and getting him b:ck was a harder job., He scraped his face on the
edge of the step, but smilingly stood up with toth hands still full,
They retreated to the bedroom and diviued the food, givine Henry
an extra half doughnut. David shepherded them back into bed. At
least three of the sleeping faces still had a few crumbs on them,
alid they were all smiling.

The next morning David talked to his father and Jim called

the hired girl out in the yard while the children were eating




breakfast. She was crying when they left for school. Tlat nizht
their futher came in eariy and ate supcer with them. He followed
them upstairs afterward.

"I'm sorry I didn't know about this," he told them guietly.
"i'm proud of every one of you for not comilaining. I'm only
keeping hery because I can't find anybody else. You'lil et your
su,pers from now on though," and he smiled at them as he went out
the door.

Their troubles were not over, however. The hired sirl did
her work sulienly and the children were all afraid of her. .4 few
nights later, Lizzie felt so much better that Jim decided tov go
to prayer meeting. He left the b:by asleep, the children upstairs,
«na the hired girl in the kitchen. She was to sit up until he
returned. The children upstairs were not all asleep, however.
Tom -ot out of bed with firwm determination. Henry joined him at
the window.

"You can't," Tom whispered rrotestingly. "You're too little."

"I'm not! I can ciimb down thut tree," he answered stoutly.

Before Tom c.uld say any more, Henry was s_idin- down the
big limb which touched their window., He made his way slowly but
safely to the ground and Tom hurried after.’

"Now remember. Yell and holler loud as you can when we kang
on the door,"

4enry ncdued his head. "We'll make her sorry she wouldn't
give us somethin' to eatl"

"Well, I hcpe we scare her so bad she'll be good and sorry."




Lizzie roused from her slumber at the first ear-spiitting
shriek. There was a thunderous pounding on the door and more
screams, The hired girl came rumning into the room in vanic-
stricken terror.

"Mercy me! Whatever is it--what's the matter?" Lizzie's
face wac an ashy gray.

"It's burglars, wa'am! They'll be a smashin' the door any
minute. What'll we do--oh, what'll we do?" &re ren to the farthest
corner of the room and crouched futile.y behinae a chair.,

Liz.ie fell back on the gillow. In a moment, however, she
pulled herse.f up zgain and listened intently. The ¢irl was crying
noisily now.

"Get up!" Lizzie comwanded. "That's not burglars, It's the
children. Go see what's the matter."

When Jim arrived, he found two shame-faced boys in the
kitchen. He started tc question them, but Tom said,

"Go on into Mamma,"

He hurried into the bedroom and knew at once that Lizzie wis
worse, He felt of her feverish face and she opLened her eyes.

Sne spoke at once. "Don't punish them, Jim. Flease don't punish
them. They just didn't think." He kissed her and quietly went
back to the kitchen.

4fter the tale had been laboriously told, he studied their
faces intently. "Didn't you know that you'd scars damma, too?"
he asked.

"We were just thinkin'--we weren't thinkin'--"




"all rirht, Thomas. You uoys return to bed. I'll see about
you in the morning. 1I'd better take care of Mother, now.,"

"She's not very sick, is she?" Henry's face was deeply
troubled.

"We'll have to wait and see," his father answered gravely.

Lizzie was no worse the next day, though she had not rested
as well as usual, Tom and Henry arreared so chastened that Jim
administered no punishient,

The hired girl was finally dismissed and Lizzie resumed the
managewent of her household.

Several mcnths later Lettie cawe home from school alone.

"Nettie has to stzy in every nisht for z week cause she was
imper-ti-nent, teacher says."

Liz:sie was not surprised, for it had seemed tc her that Nettie
had been good tvo lon:, After Lettie had broken down, the school
teacher had visited Liz: ie. Her good sense and advice had helped
him to ¢o on teaching the twins, and had made him feel less guilty
about punishing the wrong child. She had also gilven him & trick-
proof method by which the twins would be identified. "If you'll
call them close to you, Nettie has a .ittle pox mark just at the
corner of her eyebrow. ©She's ordinarily the most mischievous child
I have, and she'll probably cause most of yoﬁr dift'iculty. She's
as often a leader in good as bad, though:; that's the idea you'll
need tou help her develop--the good, I mean. She does get things
done. I suppose you know that by now," she laughed.

"I'1] certainly see that she gfays for her own tricks from



now on, ' he answered vigorously.

"What has Nettie done this time?" she now asked her daughter.

"She pulled Esther's braids. Right in schocl time, too., She
just went on hankin' until Mr. Branwell took her hands away
himself.n

"Mercy me! That child! What made her do such a thing?"

"That's not all she did though." Lettie ignored her question,
"#r., Brauwell put her under his desk so he'd know she wasn't in
mischief. Pretty soon she asked to leave the room and teacher
had to tet hergo."

"Lettieln

"Well, she didn't really have to,Mamma; she just said she did,
cause while shie was outdoors, she gathered some cockle burrs and
she stuck 'em on the inside of her dress--on here," and Lettie
raised the hem of her own dress and pantomined the process of
sticking the burrs at intervals along the hem. "Then when she
came back 1n, teacher made her get back under the desk again,
Then do you know what she diden

"Uf cuurse I don't, Lettie. Hurry up and tell the rest of
B

"Well," said Lettie, abviously enjoying her tale, "while
Mr. Branwell was standing there talking to u;, Nettie took these
burrs and stuck 'em on his coat--and he sat down on'em!" Lettie's
virtuous expression changed to one of mirth, and she giggled as
she recalled the way teacher had stocd up again.,

"What a wicked thing to do. I hope you'll never be that



bad, Lettie, and I'm ashamed of any child of hime that would!"
said Lizzie severely. But that night she and Jim chuckled together
over the episode.

"I had to try so hard not to laugh in front of Lettie, but
I knew I just didn't dare. Nettie'd hear of it rizht away--and
this is one time that that young lady wust feel her disgracel™

Nettie was made to feel that she was in complete disfavor
both at howe and at school, and it took even her rubber-ball
disposition fully six weeks to recover its bouncy quality. After:
she was allowed to return to normal, sensationalyevents centering
about Lizzilie were lacking ror some time. She now felt better than
she had for many months. The children had been remarkably well,
too. She counted her hlessings on her fingers, while Jim watched
smilingly. She checked the last two fingers slowly, "And Jim's
leg hasn't bothered him--and," in a voicc just above a whisper,
"he loves me."

"And," Jim held up his thumb,"I've a brave sweetheart and
a cheerful wife,"

"I'm not brave, Jim. I couldn't do anything without you."
She smiled up at him with wet eyes,

"Yes you could, Lizbeth. You're a dreapmer, but you have the
backbone to fight to make those dreams come true. You'll always
stand on your own feet and nothing can whip you when you're that
way."

"jamwa." It was Henry calling.

"What?"




He came to the kitchen d or and they saw that ne had been
crying. Mwsuwwa, I--I cut nim!" He buried his face in her &iron
aud begau to cry ag.in,

"You must h.ve counted that first biessing too soon, Lizzie,™
Jim sald,

"denry, who did you cut? I can't hear you," she said as
Henry sobbed sowetiii.ng without raisineg his head. "Ston crying
ana tell us,"

"we were pla in' with the corn knife--over &t bagsr's."

"Wnut were you doing over there? Never mind. (o on,"

Wierl, we wus cattii’ corn zad--my knife sil ied--znd
I cut right into his leg, =nd it was bleedin' terrible bud."

"Jim, you'd better go see. We'd both retter zo see."

ohe pickea Iaa up out of the yard and they hurried across the
ruzd., There they fvund wrs, Feterson calmiyv bandaging the .eg,

"It wosnu't so bad," she smiied at tear-stained Henry. '"He
cut it in the flesh--not 0.1 the bone. But the knife, it wes
autl.™ the louked steraly at Iidgar. "Papa told you not to ~lay
with the knives., I'm sorry--very sorry. 1t might have been yvour
boy instead or mine."

"Henry knew hetter than to play with them, too," ans .zred
Jim, "If thnere is auything we can do--"

"There is notning." She shock her head emiatically. "It
is just a littie cut. But corn knives are not for l.ttle boysl!™

she added vigorousl,, locking at each of them.,



"That's right. I think Henry's learred his lesson now--
and pagar, to.," Jim added.

"I there's noth..g we can do, we'd better go," szid wsiczzie.
" Miou folks have some coffee w.th me," interrupted s,
reterson. bhe roured three cups ar she sioke., "You boys gc on
out--here's some milk for vou--snd don't be pla ine wit. knives,m
She she} nerded thew out the d..r. "ire yru fee.in' sceod now, rs.
hinet?" she asked as she settled down at the table.

"bhe'll be « good close neienbor," Lizzie couanented after-
wards., "I'm glac that cut wasn't serious. I was afrsid--"

"I w&s too. It couw-d heve been worse, I wonder -hat they'll
40 next. Life isn't duli witn younesters arc nd, is 1t?"

"Wo, und Jim--we're going t. have ancther."

"are you sure, Lizzie?"

the nodded. He swi.ed ¢ud sgeid ruietly,

"We're taking quite a chance, Lizzie., This'll make seven
and you know wast taey, say."

"No. What?!

"Why, bsrah will tell you thet the se entn chiid is @ Lvaye
a siily one,"

"Jiw! Does she rewlly beiieve that?"

"well, that's wnat she says.,”

"She sureiy doesn't think so, theursh, I'm still ;ut out
with her anyway."

"Now Liz. le, just 'cause you d:dn't help witii that b-by--"




Jim teaced.

"Yes, but I was well enough, if she'd only have let me know."

"Sarah wes right, dear., You weren't well enough to stand the
emotional strain,"

"I know, but I wanted to be there. Ella is pretty, isn't she?"

"You women! I've told you before thet they all lock alike to
me, "

"Never mind, I g .ess you can't helyr it cause you're just a
man.," And she lsughed as Jim went svay mutterins in mock exas-
reration,

"Just a man--just s wanl!"

The calm, once broken, was not zllowed to return. OCnly a
week later, laa was lost, Lizzie found that she wasn't in the
yard and began calling her. ©Soon she sent the boys to the neighbors
to ask if they had seen her. Jim searched the barn and Lizzie
had gone at once to the horse tank. irs., Peterson joined the
search, but an hour later, she was still missing. Jim h:zd gone
on horse-back, although he insisted that she couldn'. have gone
far., "She's too .ittle, Liz:ie. She couldn't have walked f-r."

"But we can't find her here." Lizzie began to cry.

"Now, Lizcie, she's just wandered away somewhere and (robzably
gone to sleep."

"I suppose so." She wiped her eyes., "But where can she be?"

"I don't know, I'1ll go look but I still think she must be
here, someplace. You keep caliling."

"I111 go look upstairs under the beds."




But when Sarah came, the bzby was not yet found. "Did ya look
everyplace--in the house, the horsetank, the barn?"

#Dﬂvid even looked in the pig pen and the chicken house,"
Lizzie answered despairingly,

"Don't give up now. She's such a little mite, she cculd be
in lots of places and we'd a missed her."

"Mites 1is right," David announced, coming around the corner
with Ida in his arms. After the baby had been thorcughly kissed
and was safely in her mother's arms, he continued., "I didn't find
her in the chicken hcuse, so I finally loocked in that .-cop that
Papa built for the settin' hens. There she sat as quiet as she
could be, and she had that tame red hen of yours right in her
lap, That's why she wasn't moving. You better wash her good."

"Ida, why didn't you answer hamwa?" Lizzle scolded.

"Pretty chickie," she answered. "iinel” She nodded her
head vigorously.

"Thai ex lains everything," said David dryly.

After this experience, Lizzsie watched more frequently for
Ida's red head and the sound of the little tot's voice as she
played. The red hen was now her inseparable cowpanion and Lizzie
invariably had an arsument at meal time to keep from having the
chicken present.

One day when Ida's protests had become most voluble, Ir.
Levant drove into the yard. Lizzie knew that he wanted to speak
to Jim; so she called tc him and then went into the house. It

wasn't until he catled Henry and Tom outside that she realized




it was not a farw matter that he had come to discuss. When they
came back into the house, Jim's face was so grave that she became
really alarmed. '"What is it?" She looked first at him and then
at the boys' troubled faces.

"It seems that the boys and hdgar FPeterson sathered pigweed
yesterday afternoon to feed to Feterson's hog."

"I told them they could. What has that to do with Mr. Levant?"

"Well, they gathered more than the Peterson hog could eat, so
they took some over to Levant's hog pen."

Lizzie waited as he paused a moment.

"There's a difference in hogs, Lizzie. Some are used to
rigweed as food and some aren't., It killed Levant's hogs,"

"Both of them?"

"Yes, both of them. I guess I'd better go see leterson.,"

"What did you tell Mr. Levant?"

"I said we'd pay for them. I'11 seer if Feterson wilil helr."

He walked heavily to the door e«nd went out. The rest of the
meal wus consumed in silence and both boys ieft their dinner,
only staying long enough to drink their milk., Lizzie had nothing
to say to them, for she knew that they felt as heart-sick &s she
did. When Jim came back, they were ncwhere in evidence. 2t
Lizzie's questioning hook, he said,

"Mr, Peterson will pay for one, I'1ll pay for the other."

In the following weeks Lizzie noticed that Jim had something
on his wind. Finaily, she asked him,

"What are you thinking about, Jim?"




"Why, nothing--that is--there's no .se trying. to fool you.
L wanut to get ofr the farm, Liz:ie."

Shi: was silent @& mrment. "Where would we gof"

"I don't know, I think I'!: go to town."

Llzzle hada't thought about moving wguin, but if Jim wanted
it--.

When Jim ceme home he haa nothine to say about his own
errand, but brought other news. "The bank at Lycais went bicle,”
he told vizzie. Wettie, whc had been just about to crme into
the house, turned and vent rapidly in search ol Lettie.

"Now we can reaity get sowe sold," she told her sister in en
excited vouice. “'Fapa just said the bank broke, snd if it aid,
tnere must be nioi.ey ail over the street."

"ie'd be t.o late," Lettie objected. "Other peo;le wo dd
be pickin it up before we'd get there."

"Yes, but this is a bunk, Lettie. T ere'd be plenty tor cll
of us, cause barks have big piles of noney."

Nettie's wisuom :(revailed, and the twins again =set out in

search o wealth.




'
MARY AND JANE

Lizzie began to [ack. They were ..cing to Lyons. Jim had
sold the farm and bought a livery stable.

"I'11l still pe at home with the horses," he had laughingly
told Lizzie,

"The work won't be so hard for you, either,® she had answered,
and witnh that thought in mind, she wil.ingly consented to give
up their ,resent home. It was eesier tc go, beczuse Sarah and
John were leavin 1in August.

"We're going out to visit Will, and if we like it, we're going
to stay," John said. "Besides, Sarah can't wait to see her grand-
children, and to show Will his baby brothe: and sister," he
grinned.

Shortly after tne Knots were settled in Lyons, their seventh
child was born.

"Let's give this one a good name, so she won't be too handi-
caﬁped by being silly," Jim joked.

But Lizzie named her seriously. "1 can't think of a name that
would give a girl a btetter start than muary.

A month later, Jim said carefully,

"Lizzie, this baby doesn't look like all the others. 1
don't want to frighten you, vut den't you think she's tco little?"

"41li babies ere little, Jim."




"Yes, but iary, she's--she's puny--too thin."

"I know it, Jim." Lizzie alliowed her concern to show. "I've
been worried about her, but she's so good I thought maybe it was
just me."

"We'.l have to fatten her up. If we watch her cicse, she'll
get ailong all ri ht," Jim said heartily, wisiiing that he hadn't
spoken,

The twins and Ida were eagerly interested ii: their new sister.
Lizzie had to shoo them away from her a dozen times a day. Nettie
begged to hold her, but Lizzie said, "No," so firmly th:t she
finally guave up--or arpeared to do so. She waited pstientlv for
her wother to lcave the buby alune. 4 month later, her opportunity
came one day while Lizzie waz: washing., “hen Nettie gaw her wotner
£0 0Ul LO ueng up the cu.otnes, she siip:ed inte th hous. ana went
Willh <« puljcceliul air scvral nt Lo Lo bsby. -he dre rea ur a cheir
and theu curefuity pickea up the beby. At Iirst ch: held dary
tightiy, but ci1ter a vhile her grop ri.axed. Jhe b Ly wesn't newriy
as hara to hold zg sue'd thrusht. Eut suadenis, kettle never kiew
guicve how 1t ha renea, idary roliea c¢ii her lap end lanued “.ih a
sor't vhud in wdcr thz bed. uwet.le vias on her Kne-:z tryins to
pick her uy when bizzie 1ound thew. Thet niyht Lettle crie. wnen
Jiu whipieu wetile.

rhat Octover, Henry weatea a jack-o-lautern. He eyed their
neighbor's pumpkins wistfuliy ior days., Ia.ioweelh woula seun be
here. bineily, his wi:tfulnes turne to deterrminztion. The

next day, Henly contentediy cut & horrlipie ~rin and vas czrerul.y




shaping the teeth when Lizzie said,

"Henry, where did you get that puwmpkin?”

His eyes wandered involuntarily, and Lizzie Jollowed his
giance to the neighbor's patch. "Henry, did you steal 1t? Answer
me.,"

"I wanted a jack-o-lantern," he answered evasively.

When his father came home that noon, Lizzie had Henry chow
his new possessiun., When Jim learned where he had secured it, his
orders were instant and clear.

"You go to town and buy a pumpkin, take it to Mr. Young, and
teis him that it's to pay for the one you stole."

Henry sulkily bought the pumpkin, but as he aprroached Mr.
Young's,he rebelled,

"I'm not gonna say I stole it. I Jjust tuok itiM

He marched up to the door and opened it without knocking.

The family were at dinner and they stared at the small boy in
surprise. He set the pumpkin on the floor and gave it a vigorous
push so that it rolled toward the table.

"There's yourold punkin," he announced, and stulked away.

In the spring, Lizzie went to €olorado on a visit £o her
aunt and uncle, who had recently moved there from Illinois.

Mary ana Ida went with her. Her uncle Charles insisted that she'd
been starving Mary. He was so sure that she'was hun'ry that he
¥ed her some peaches while Lizzie and his wi.e were out shopping.
He was more frantic than they were when Mary became SO ill that

they had to call the doctor. "That's the last time I'1l try to




feed a chilid," he declared.

When Lizzie arrived home agzin, she found that David was
working iu the livery barn., "I had to syend so much time wetching
the twins and Henry thet I decided I could use some heip," Jim
sald. Later, they talked seriously about their eldest chilid.
"He's excelient hely, Lizzie., I can use him all the time. That
would be better t .an heving him hire out to scmeone.,"

"l suppose it would, Jim." Lizzie sighed. "He scems so young
to be starting to work for nire at all, thoush.,"

"Dave's il right. He's good, and a depend:ble boy," Jim
answered, and Lizzie swmiled at the pride in his voice.

That summer Lizzie began prejsrat.ons for another t-by. Jim
said little, ercept that he did remark,

"See if ycu cen wake it @ boyv this time, LizlLeth., It scems
like we're getting enough girls on hand.,"

Lizzie sent her youngest son to schcol that fall, ©She had
few rears that he viouldn't get siong =11 right. She smiled to
herself'. Henry had had tc take cere ¢f himself in cowmietition with
his twe brothers anu the turbu.ent twins. HYe cou.dn't meet auy
stronger rersonaiities in tn: schoolr.ocw than he had met at home.

She was worri.d sbout Tom, thiugh, Jin wented him toc help in
the barn after he cacie 10ome frow school. Ton wos flatly refusing,
This was the first tiwe th-t any of their children had orenly
rebeiled against Jim!. authority. Lizzie was worn out trying to
keep the two apart. First she taiked with Jim and urg-d him to be
patient with the boy. Then she reproved Tom and scolded him

wildly. Finally, she asked him,




"Tow, w.y won't you work in the b.rn as Pa:ra wants . ou wo?
won't you know he wouldn't want you vo work if he dicn't neea you?"
"I know, Mauwia. Put--you -on't teli on me it I teii ycu,
wili your" He looked anxiously into her face.

"Not 1f you den't wish me to, sou," she answered ~=ntliy.

"I'm airsid, Mam.a. I'm just so'fraic o! the hcrses I caun't
do awnythin .M He hi. hi. :ace in her lap as hs us d to do when
ne was smali. "and it sweris. 1T makes we sick." e was ciyin
now., It nad been a long time since L_jizzie had ieard or sceu him
de¢ that., She slieutly reproached herseli for not havin cthought
01 tais belore, ad she held hiw cios. to ner. She haw known Lom
wasn't like David, He had alvays ov=erl : Sensitive& rather solitary
child. Ncw she said gent.iy,

"hever mind, Tow. Don't worry auy mcre about it.”

"L aldn't want Papa te be angry with me, " b

"No, of course you didn't. Everythi 7's goiunz to be &il right,
now, thuugch., I'1ll s-e tanct Papa doesn't bot er you cny were.
¥ou c¢-1n help me w.t @ the w.t:r :na the ifire-."

"You won't tell hin--" his eyes leil 523 his f'ac- r-ddened,

"No, I woun't teii him, Tom."

That night Lizzie val. quietly to Jim, 'I've learn:d vay
wen't wors in th- bzrn."

"pid you ,ersuade him to?"

"No, I didn't. 4ind Jim, I want you Lc¢ promis: me comething,”




"I it's about him going to work--"

"Jim, I'm asking you--~"

"Ch, all right, Lirzie, but why won't he--"

"I know why, Jim--znd he has his reasons., I waat you to
respect thew end not say snother worda .bout this."

"[ won't then," he prom.sed grumbiingly.

On iarch rirst, ancther girl wze boern., bLizzie said slowly,
"I tried t. give you & son, Jim, I'm sorry."

"Here, here, Lizbeth, what are you a ologizing about? I
don't care wnether it's a boy or girl. She's a {ine one, too,
bLizzie. ©She weighs nine pounds."

They casied the new buby Jane, and Lizzie was so busy taking
care of her aud the two-year-old dary that she scon decidea that
she'd send Ida to school the next ra.l.

That sumwer Dovid quit working in tne livery barn ana started
carrying the .ail from Lyons to Bushton,

"Jim, he's too youn- for so much res:onsibility. He's only
fourtecn."

"He's young in years, Liz:ie, but he's got a cood hred on
him, Wnat I'm worried about now is somebody to help me., Tom will
just have to help now."

"Jim, you promised me."

"But Lizzie, I need help. Do youa want me to go hire somebody
when Tom could do 1t?"

"Oh, Jim, I don't know. All I know is that Tom must not be
forced to work in the livery basrn."

"You're just b-bying him," Jim was angry now.




"Well, Jim, I haven't had time to bcby any of them exce:t
David. And remewber that you took him to see the oxen."
".'m sorry, Lizzie It's all right. I won't say any more.

I might sce if I could use Henry to hel,

some., Mayte I could
manage that way."

"Henry would be better hely to you than Tom," she answered.
"He's pretty little, though."

"He's a g.od worker," answered Jim thoushtfully., "we'll try
it that wuy." He smiled and kissad her before he went out.

Henry was clated over his sudden rise in im. ortance and Lizzie
was rewarded by the silent gratitude in Tom's eyes.

Although Ida was only [ive that fali, Lizzie allowed her to
go to school. She charged Lettie to take care of her, but 1t scon
develoyced that Ida was only interested in her lessons., By the end
of the term, her young dsughter was hoicred at the school exercises
1tor standing at the head of her clsss. T e te=cher wanted her to
take two grades the next y—ar, but att - r Jin and Lizzie had t-lked
it uver, they v-toed the sugg sti.n.

"Shets too voung. I want her to st y in schocl as long as
she can, We'l} av.reclate auything extra yo . wish to teach her,
but kecey hz:r i her cown grade."

Thot : priung, the chiidren acguired z pet. One morning - hen
Jiw went out, ne rouwd that his sow had ten ries. He erawined
them, an. found nine healthy ones and one runt., He walked in at
breakiast time with the runt in his aims. The chiidren crowded

arounda him with e.cited exclamatl ns. "letll have to baby this




one a little, Mother, Better put hiwm in a box by the stove.
You ch.idren ezt your breakfzct and then yo. cen gu down ani see
the uthers--theret!s nine down in the pen."

The runty pig gr-w slowly under its urtificial caie. The
children, hcwever, unaniwously retused to allow it to be placed in
the jren. It beccame a great nuissvee to Lizzie for it ran from
the yara into the hcuse at ~uy time, but especialiv, it seemed to
her, just aiter she had finished moﬁang.

One aay the pig cume in and tow-headed Jane, who wns crawling
aCross the kitchen floor, mude an ecstutic grab for it. The pie
nippeu her viciously and Lizzie turned t¢ see¢ the pig scuttling out
the door, 'leaving - screamine, blocdy baby on the floor. The
doctor cawe at once, The tecth had lelt deep gashes just =t the
corner of the lei't ._ye.

"Il it had been any c.oser, she'd nsver have been able to see
out of that eye agzsin. That's a dangerous animal you have, lrs.
Knot. I auvise kiiiing it at once."

It Was th.t sumwer th:t Henry had fits. He was out hoeing
when Tom told his wmother.

"ihat do you mean, Tom?" SChe sturted for the rarden a. she
questioned, "What kind or rits?"

"He's roilins and throw.n- himself on the ground."

"It must be the heat." As she savw Henry, she ber.n to run.
They brought him into the house and he r-sted the r :t of the day,

while Tom continued to hoe. The next time that Henry was suppoued




to hoe, he haa anvther fit, as Tom called it. But it was a
cool, cloudy day and Li:zzie was puzzled. After a third fit, she
called a doctor. He examined Henry carefully and then called
Lv}zzie into the other roum., She faiited to notice the twinkle in
his eye.

"Does Henry lik . to work?"

"Why," she looked surprised, "as well as most boys or his age,
I guess., He likes the work in the Llivery b=rn."

"But does he Jdislike hi: work in the garden?"

"Yes, he does," Lizzie sdmitted. "He never hac wanted to hoe."

"I thourht &s much. That explains the fits."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean the fits are a clever way to evade tne hoe,"

L_izzie began to smile. "Have you & particularly bad tasting
tinic you would recomiend?"

Chuckline heartily, the doctor lett.

Li.zie was beginuine to wonder if the children were always
.oing to be in trouble or have scmething the matter with them,
but that winter passed with l_ttle sickness and nc extraordinary
escapades. Ida wus out of school several weeks with & cold znd
sure throat, but they developed into nothinglmore serious.,

Cne spring day, Lizzie went shoppinr. When she returned home,
she round that somethin: terrible had hajppened to Jane.

"jlercy me, darlin'! Whatever's happened to your hair?
Nettiel Lettiel"

"What's the watter, Mamia? You sbunded like there was a fire

or sowethimv ," Nettie .nswered casually from the doorway.




"Nettie, what have you been doing 2"

"Why--"

"Lettie," she addressed the other twin who had Jjust arrived,
"what have you giris done to Jane's hair?"

Lettie looked hesitatingly at Nettie, then she said,

"We dyed it, Mamma,"

"We thought most any color'd be prettier than that white,"
Nettie added. "The blue didn't go on so very well, though, did
igon

Lizzie stared speechiessly at the wins and then at Jane's
peculiarly colored blue-green hair. "It won't wash out but I'd
better try ri:ht away. I'11 let Papa attend to you rirls.”

The dye did not wash out, Lizzie waited severazl months and
finally ¢t Jane's hair as short as she could, but even then
Jane was o« tow head with a blue-frinred edgins.,

One day in Late summer, Jim came hor: with a letter fromr
John and Sarah.

"l waited to open this. I thought we'd enjoy it more if we
read it together,"

"I wish we could see them again," Lizzie said wistfully as
she tore the envelope ousn, :

Lizzie started to read it aloud, but after a first giance,
she moved her chair around the table so Jim could read, too. They
became so absorbed that Lizzie failed to notice that Ida had
started to dry the dishes which Liz:ie had left. Ida :lanced at

her mother and then at the steaming tea kettle. ©She hesitated,




but finally lifted the tea kettle off the stove, using both

hands and biting her 1lip in her earnest effort to keep it steady.
Just as she started toward the dishes, however, Mary ran i~ “ront
of her. Ida attempted to stop and the tea kettle slirpeu oyt f
her hand. Efhe -rabbed at Mary and both children fell, The tea-
kettle rolled ahead of them, spillin- scalding water as it went.
Both Jim and Lizzie jumped to rescue the screaming girls. Lizzie
felt sick as she picked up lary. Jim was already anxiously
examining Ida,

"These burns aren't serious, Lizzle," he said in & moment.

"I guess Mary isn't hurt much, either. It just looks like a
few drogs splashed on her,"

They spent the next hour comforting Ida and Mary, and didn't
return to their interrupted letter reading unt.l after they had
put them in bed. When they had finished the letter, they sat and
looked at each other in silence.

"Would ycu want to?" Jim asked.

"I can't quite think yet," she answered. "Would you?"

"I don't know--1 feel something like you do. It's so un-
exiected."

"What would we do with everything? I mean--we have so much--"

"We'd better leave this until morning. Let's go to bed and
sleep on it."

"Jim, are you reélly going to consider it?"

"I wight, honey--yes, I think we mi:ht.,"

The next few weeks Jim and Lizzie were in constant consultation.




They made most of their plans before they told the children any-
thing. At last, Jim czlled a fam:ly meetins. He looked at each
face in turn. The eicht ch.ldren were all interested, sensing
tha. their father had something unusual to say. Jim paused as he
surveyed them--David was now sixteen and Jane was two. They were
& grou}. any man could be proud of, he thought smilingly. He heard
Ida whis,er to Lizzie,

"Mamma, why doesn't Fapa hurry u; and say something?"

"I'm going to ri:-nht now, Ida., David, Tom--all of you--~Mamma
and I have dec:ded that we're gocing to move. Wait now until I
finish. We're ..cing to see Aunt Sarah and Uncle John--out in
Fhiriips County. They've written us and we've almost finiched
our arran’ements sc that we can move in a few weeks. Now, Lizzie,
you teil them some more and answer some of their guest.ons., I
think I'11 sell the livery barn this morning,"

Lizzie answered several eager quest-ons, and then she quieted
thewm and said gravely,

"Papa and I have hesitated about making such a long trig
with so many children. We've only decided because we know that
we can depend upon you to help us as much as you jossibly can.

It won't all be fun, you know, for we'll have to ro & long way in
the wagons and there won't be much room, and maybe you'll be so
tired you'll all want to cry. But we feel sure that we'll be

proud of every one of you."




VI
MARG2nET AND AGNES--FLCRENCE AND RICHARD

"Maumwa, where did my canary go?" Lettie asked.

She hac rereated that question at lecst once every mile,
Lizzie thought wearily. "1 don't kn.w where he *s, but he
must be around sonewhere," she answere. ;atiently.

"l kncw he's lost, Oh"--She started te cry, but bLizzie
checked her.

"Lettie, you'il have to forget ycur nird for n-w. He may
be in one cf the other waecns and 1f he isn't it wen't helry
any of us, or you either, to be crying now."

"He never got out c¢f his cage before. He rmust have
flown away." Tears came to her eyes, but she said nothing more.

"When will we get to Fhiilipsburg, Mamwa?" Ida wanted to
know.

"Papa said at dinner time that we'd be there before dark, so
it can't be very much farther," said .ary.

vizzie looked back at David, who was driving the wagon just
behind them, and he waved smilingly at her.' They made quite a
procession, she thought as she locked on behind wim., Jim was
taking sll the equipment from the livery barn, since he planned
to continue in that business in Fhillipsbur~., Jim, David, and
Tom were driving the wagons and the lighter weight ries were

hocked behind.



As they crossed the North Solomon, the vivid memories of
her first home beside this stream came vividly back tc her,

There were farms :long the river valley now where before there
nad been only scattered howesteads such as theirs had been. But
the hilis were stili there, and Lizzie was filled with a sudden
content, ©She hadn't realized how reaily glad she would bte to see
them again. &snd Philliysburg would be within easy driving
distance of Logean,

"What are you smiling about, Mamma?" Ida asked wonderingly.

"I've come home, darlin'," she answered, still watching the
hills,

Jim signaled for a halt. Then he stood up and called back,
"Fhillipsburg must be on top that hill." He pointed. "It's
about five miles now, I think,"

They started on with a new air of expectency as they approach-
ed the end of the journey. It seewmed no time at all to Liz:ie
before she saw John come running out to meet them as they drew
up at the house,

"We were hoping you'd get here today," he sald, beaming.
"Sarah'!s been watching for you since before you ieft Rice County.
Here she comes now., Will's with her.”

Sarah came hurrying up, red in the face from her exertiloh.
"You would cume just as soon as I left a minute. How are ya,
Lizzie, and which is which in these younguns?"

They started to unlcad, and Will lifted Ida down.

"sre your feet cold, honey?" he asked her.




"No," she answered shyiy, '"but my shoes are."

Nettie had jum,ed down by herself and gone back to one of
the surreys. She came¢ buck carrying a surar howl and climbed
back into the wagon where Lettie still sa{. She handed the suvar
bowl to her sister and said casually,

"Here's your old canary. If I'd kuown you were coing to
make such a fuss I wouldn't have hid him. I've been teedi.s him
and he's a.l right. Don't you tell Malma or lapa, either."

She had started tc leave when iLettie said despairinely,
"Where will I say I found him then?"

"In the sugar bowl, of course," Nettie retorted.

oy spring, the Knot family were definitely estatlished in
their home, three-quarters of 2 mile west of tcwn. I'he livery burn
was proving a successtul financial venture before Liz.le was sure
that she was going to have her ninth child. Ohe looked {orward
to another baby with equaniwity. "I seems like they're growiny
up so fast I can't keep any babies around it 1 don't keer havine
one pretty often," she told farah.

"] don't see how you keep your firger," Sarah said admiringly.
"wost women git heavy like me after havin! one or two, bLut you
don't look much olider'n ya did after yea had Dave., I don't see
how ya do it."

In June, David went to a dunce. Lizzie didn't ap reve, but
Jim persuaded her.

"Dave's old enough to think for himseif now, sother, tiud he's

a good boy. He hasn't sone uuch lor ;leasure. Itf's tiwe he




started if he wants to."

The dance was at Kirwin, so David was late getting home.
In the worning, he said,

"I guess you were ri ht, Mother. Somebody stole all our
hats last night, 1 don't know what gced that many will do the
thief, vut he took them--some of the girls had light cloasks and
they disajpeared tco,"

"David, that was a new hat."

"I know it," he answered gloomily.

"What was the dance like?" Nettie asked eacgerly.

"It was just a dance. They had a fiddle and a banjo for
wusic. I'm not going to go again unless I take a girl, though."

"You can take me," she answered promptly.

"You girls are not going to any dances," Lizzie stated firmly.
"[t's no place for decent peoj.e and you're tco young, anyway."

Mar aret was born in Octcber,

"Welve got twice as many cirls as boys now, Mother, Maybe
they can manage their brothers by the ad¥antage of numbers.”

"At least they cen wear the same clothes,'" Lizzie smiled.
"They srow out of their dresses before they're worn out."

One day when Tom came home ir the middle of the wornine, he
found Ida holding the beby. She was sitting out in the ysard with
Margaret in her lap.

"Ida, turn your chair arowwi. You're lettinc the sun shine
richt in her eyes,."

"Of course I am," she answered serenely. "I'm puttin' her




tc sleep."

"Yes, but you'll hurt her eyes," he protested.

"Well, then she'll shut 'em, and if she has her eyes shut,
she'll .o to sleep quicker and I can go play."

When Margaret was nine months old, Lizzie packed again,
Ihey were going to move closer to the livery barn, She was glad
in a way that they'd be in town, but the children would be harder
to keey track of.

Tom was finally free of the shadow of the livery barn that
sumper, for he began to cerry the mail from Phillipsburg to
Logan. Henry willingly helped his father, and the twins were
Lizzie's chief aids in both the work and the care of the swmaller
children.

Mary started to schcol thet fall. She was so shy that she
didn't iike to po, and Lizzie carefully encouraeged any friend-
ships that she couid, ©She saw that Id helped Mary with her
lessons so that she need not be afrzid because she didn't know
them, but even so, the mother could see that school wss no
pleasure tor this particular daughter.

after Thanksgiving, Liz ie started to sew on brby clothes
again, for she was expecting another child in mid-sumuwer.

Mary wos supposed to att.nd a picnic with the rest of her
class, just ovefcre the school term was over. She didn't rrotest,
for she knew that it would do no good, but she watched her mother
pack the iunch with despair.

"I don't want to go," she thought over and over again.




When the day arrived and Lizzie handed her the lunch basket,
she set out with lagging steps. As she neared the school, she
could see the teacher and the other children gatherins in front
of the building. Instead of joining them, she squatted down in
a convenlent ratch of weeds -nd watched anxiously.

The group waited quite a while before setting out, waiting,
as she rightly guessed, for one Mary Knot who had no intention
of going with them. Finally, they departed with gay chatter, and
she watched them wistfully &s she crouched in her hidine rlace.
ohe cried gquietly and then t ok = naykin from her lunch and wiped
her face.

Lizzie saw her coming back and went out at once.

"Is anything-wrong?" she asked. "Why aren't you at the
pilcnic?"

"They went off and left me," answered Mary slowly. "Teacher
didn't wait for me at all and she did: 't tell us where we were
goin!' so I could follow 'em."

Lizzie locked closely at Mary and silently noted the traces
of tears. "You can 2o out in the yard and share your lunch with
Jane and Margaret," she said comfortingly, but she decided th:.t
she'd better go see the *eacher before next fall,

On the twentieth of June, Jim said, "What shall we call
another girl, Lizuie?"

She opened her eyes and smiled at him. "Dear Jim," she
thought thankfully. Bless the comforting twinkle hidden deep

in his blue eyes. He was glad--glad even though i1t was a <irl



again,

"She's got brown eyes," she said,

"Yes, she's no daighter of mine. You'll have to name her.
Margaret wes mine, you lknow."

"Well--I was thinking Agnes mirht be kind of ;retty," she
oft'ered hesitantly.

"Agnes it is," the big mwan laughed. "4nd Lizbeth, she's
got the snappinest black eyes--almost as bazd as yours "

"Go on to y.ur work," she retorted, feeling a warm glow
down inside--Jim seldom called her Lizbeth--only when he parti-
cularly loved her or was unusually content with the world.

"Just the same, lother, you wait and see-she'll have a
worse temper than any of the rest." And a little smile hovered
on his Llips as he walked to the barn.

Tom stood looking down at the new beoby, "Agnes] Acnes
isn't any name for a babyl"

"Well, Thomas, what would yocu call her?" his mother asked
pently.

"Something pretty, mother--something different." Then
after a moment, "Trella, mother. Trella--Trella." He repeated
it, slowly, nodding his head slightly. "That's soft, like the
wind sometimes, Yoll s«now how it is in the evening when things
seem s0 stiil., And then along comes a breeze in the grass--just
seems to dance on tip-toe. It moves the leaves when it throws
'ewm a kiss so they dance too--and then everythine's still cause

it's .one." He turned away gquickly.

\



Lizzie lay back on the rillows and tried it over again.
"Trella." Yes, it wes pretty. And of course Tom would think of
it. But he wouldn't bave told it--he just said his thoughts
without thinking, Lizzie went vezcefu.ly to sleep thinkine
of Trella and Tom--Tom and Trella.

but Henry wusn't pleased with fAgnes. Jim told Lizzie that
he was crying, so she called him in.

"Don't you like your new cister, Henry?"

"No--yes--1 guess so," he answered without meeting her eyes.

"Henry," Liz.ie said -ently, "look at me. Tell ilamma what's
the matter."

"Oh, she's all right, kawma, oniy I wanted her to be z boyl"

"What difference does it make, dariint'e"

"Well, if she was a boy, she--I mean--he could hoe in the
garden sc¢ I wouldn't have to do it all."

Lizzie laughed and then explained te him, "You'll probably
be through hoeing before this baby'd be big enough tc help
anyway."

and Agnes was then unanimously accepted, although Tom never
cailed her snything but Treila,

Margaret was iearning to cay a viece.,  Liz.le heara ner
repeat it each nignt and Ida hel;=d her each morniuy, Thae little
cirl was olng to re.resent her Sunday 3School Class on the
reguliar childrens ,rogram, ‘

Lizzie was sure Jargaret knew her joem, but she vaited anx-
lousiy when the minister announced,

"Jargaret Knct."




Marsaret hesitated and then started toward the vlatform.
When she ot to the steps, however, she started to speak.

She said three words while she stood befeore the audience and
started back to her seat, still reciting. She finished the last
word as she sat down.

"She said :t on the way u; and all the way back," Ida
suminarized afterwards.

Lizsie wis worried about the baby. She seemed to be losing
weight and she ciried most of the time. Lizzie had put her on &
bottle and she had seemed at first to thrive upon ift. Now,
however, sne didn't know what to think,

One day Lizzie heard Agnes crying, just when she should
have been coatentedly ezting, ard she ﬁent in to pick her up.
She sudaenly noticed that the baby's bottle was cone, At al-
most the same time she heard Margaret's voice from behind the
door saying,

"It won't suck.,"

She swung the door wide to reveal the two-year-old culyrit,
who held the bottle out to her and repeated in a disgugsted
voice, "It won't suck."

Jane was struck by lirhtning in the spring of 1893, She

was knocked to the ground and was unconscious for several hours.

m

The doctor was out of tcwn, and Lizzie wondered desgerately wh=t
one did to revive a person struck by 1i-..tning. Jane recovered,

however, with nothing mwore serious than a headache.




That summer Ida, Mary, Jane and Margaret had whoopine
cough, catching it one after the other, so that it was fall by
the tiwe they had all vecovered.

Jane started boschool, and Lizzie saw with relief that
mary's difficulties were lessened by the presence of the sister.
Mary's second year had been no easier than her first, but now
sne didu't seeuw to have her old shrinking dread of school.

Jane was showing her that it could be fun. They hurried home
one day, looking anxiously at the storm clouds, "We'd better
run,”" uary suggested.

"l don't thnink it's going to storm very .uch,"

"We'd better hurry, though, or the folks'lil worry."

They tound Jim standing at the cave door when they arrived.
"durry and zet in. Your mother's been wondering where you were,
Idal Ida! Come on! 1It's going to cyclone."

Ida came running out of the house, "I just went bick to
get my money, Papa."

"To thunder wiih money when it's cyclonin'," he roared
hastily as he closed the storm-cave door,

Sarah came visitin~ on a brirht spring morning. "I can't
be stayin' but it seems like 1 never git over ta see ya. 1 been
so busy quiltin', I gin't gone any place."

"ie've been busy, too, Sarah, but I'm glad you're here. It
seems like we just don't go anywhere except to church. Jim's
been busy, and his leg's been bothering him so much that he just

wants to go to bed when he comes home from the barn."




"Did ya hear 'bout Charley Holt!s wife?"

"Yes. What could she have been thinkins of?o"

"More 'bout that railroad man than her own man and her
yowiguns," answered Sarah vehemently. "She just packed up an'
went without no goodbyes or nothint'."

Lizzie shook her herd as she looked to see if her bread was
ready.

"Say, Lizzie Knot, why didn't you tell me?" Sarah asked
suddenly.

"Tell you what?"

"Don't be tryin' ta fool me. You may not look iike you're
goin' to have a baby to most folks, but I can tell."

"All right," laughed Lizzie. "It'll be sometime in September.
I wasn't really tryine to hide anythine. You just said yourself
that you hadn't seen me much.,"

"But my goodness, Lizzie, this'll mek~ 'leven."

"There's nothing so unusual about that, is there, Sarah?"

"I s'pose not. Only it only seems a little time ago when
ya just nad David and Tom, And I had Harriet and iary," she
added wistfully.

"You have two now to take thelr place," Lizzie caid cuickly.

"Wot ta take their place," Sarah shook her hezd, "but we'd
be ionely without 'em and they've made their own places, now,"

"Of course. I spoke thourhtlessly,"

"You've been real lucky with so many, Lizvie."

"Yes-~I've been real lucky," Lizzie agreed.




And when little rlorence wa: corn, she louked swi.incly at
Jim «na re,eated,

"L've been real lucky."

One evening, Tom had a long talk with Liz ie. Gthe cuietly
approvew his pians. He wished to quit carryine mail and st rt
to work in the smalil brcom f.ctory waich had been started thot
sprine in Phicli; sbure,

"L won't made &s much money but I thimk I'd like it better,
Mamma , "

Liz.ie swiled affectionately at the tall, biond wan who sioke
50 much iike the small boy who had begged not to be forced to
work 1in the Livery barn.

"Do &as yc . wish about it, Tom 1 don't think tapa will object,
SO you have only yourself to jlease. ['m alre.dy satisfied with
you,"

Jane had gone to work, Her eipht- ear-old  ride wade Jim
and Lizzle chuckle privateiy.

"I watched the baby so carefnlly that Mrs. Manley sald next
time she'd pay me something," she told Mary conacscendin: .y,

The next time Jane kept the baby, wurs. wanley did sive her
a uew brown and yellow ribbon. J ine asked her to fasten it in
ner bralds, and then proudly set out tfor home, plumning just whut
she would say wheu she arrived. She [inally decided that it would
be quite effective to simply turn her hezd and say, "See." Ghe
pracuviced sayiiy that one word., Lhe family were s.l at sujper

when she made her entrance,




"Seel"

bveryone was silent a moment and she waited for exclamations,

"See what?" Henry wanted to know.

"We've seen your back before," Ida added,

"You're just jealous." Jzne tossed her hexd. "Isn't it
pretty, wanma?"

"What did you want us to see, dear?" asked Lizzie.

Jane whirled around. "Mi new hair ribbon, Isn't it there?"

"No, there isn't any ribbon. You must have lost it."

Jane never quite recovered from her loss of that first hair
bow even though she earned several mcre during the summer, before
she had to go back to school.

In the followin~ momths, the children often speculated about
Lizzie's sewing. June told darzaret that she was makins clothes
for someone's buby, but Margaret thought the little things might
be ror her doll. The argument was not s« ctled and neither thcought
to ask Lizzie,

Jane was doing wels in school, She knew how to diagram
sentences better than usary, even thow n she wasn't sujyposed to
study «bout that yet. She helped Mary until one eventful day.

The teacher called Mary to the board to diagram an expecially
hard sentence. June watched from behind her buck, EShe smiled
when teacher said,

"Why, Mary, that's very good."

Her expression changed, however, when Mary was silent instead




of explaining it as irs. Denham had asked. After a severe cross-
examination, Mary confessed.

"Jane did it--I don't know how,"

Mrs. Denham looked surprised and then called Jane before
the class, "Will you explain this sentence, please?"

Jane looked at Mary and then began. Mary ran out of the
room and was at home whea Jane came at noon.

"I'm not going to school any more," Mary insisted stubbornly.

Lizzie listened to their story and made no decision uﬁtil
after dinner. Then she said,

"Neifher of you will go back this afternoon, We'll spend
the time showing Mary how to diagram so that she can explain the
sentences. Jane, get the book and you girls start. I'll help
if you find any too hard., It isn't so clever of you to know how
to do 1t, Jane. The real test of your knowledge 1is to be able to
make others understand. Ida will take a note to the teacher.”

"Do I have to go back?" Mary pleaded.

"Yes, Mary. You wouldn't want to be a quitter, would you?"

"No. But diagrammin' doesn't matter, anywa&."

"It will matter sometime, dear. If you learn it today, you .
can go back and not be ashamed., You'd better get started now,"

But Jane had a grievance against school, too. "I wouldn't
mind," she protested, tif you'd make Margaret and Agnes leave our
things alone., They Jjust tpuss our playhouse and our dolls all
the timel" :

Agnes was standing nearby and she stafted immediately for




the playhouse. "Dolls" was all she said, but that was more than
sufricient. Lizzie finally restored peace by promising to keep
the younger children cut of the playhouse for the few remaining
weeks of school,

In Juiy, Jane and Nargaret's curiosity about the baby clothes
was finally satisfied.

"l never thought «bo.t them being for our own “=by," Jane
exclaimed., "I thought they'd be for some poor folks."

Marg.ret was at first displeased because they weren't for the
dolls, but after she watched the new baby for a while, she decided
he wus "most as good.,"

Liz..ie was delirhted that the baby was a boy., "Not that I
mind having girls," she told Jim defensively, "but I do like a
change--and besideé, you wanted : boy a long time ago,"

"I'm satisfied with the girls. And Margaret and Agnes are
as good as boys, anyway," he grinned

"They do show tendencies, don't they?"

"Have you decided what to call him, Lizzie?"

"I've about run out of names," she confessed. "You'd better
find one."

The twelfth child and the fourth son of James and Elizabeth

Knot was finaliy christened Richard on July 23, 1896,




VII
MARTARKET AnD L GuBES=-FLt KENCE &£LD RICHARD

(CCNTI UED)

wary arrived home at nine ofclock at i ht. “h-y'd been
prayrn . "biind men's burl! aud she ho.n't thousat about the vime.
Fa;a Woula be angry, <he slir;<u furtively up the stalire asua
iuto lLer roouw, Ltne hec startesd to undress in the dark wen che
heard iel facher's vo-ce,

twary "

Ties, 1opa,’ sz answer-=d ac che (lii 1ato bed.

"Are you in bed?" His voice scunded srim.

"Yes, -a a."

Lhe waited a bre.thless woment vhile he hesitated., ‘'hen che
hecra his footsters zoing back into tiie kitchen. 4s soun z: he
started talkin- te L jzzle, Jane said bitingly,

"You can take your shoes oli wy ie:t. And next tiue coue

nomwe 1n time to take your clothes off belor: vou “=. in bzd ith

'

me . '
A Taw weclks lat-r, it was schuol time again. Ihis rala,
Llz.le watched the -sirl. le ve. h. had nc boys now to seud, Dave,

were a.l worki g. Ida as especloily gay this

Lo, and delly

LOrNi.iy, aliu Lizzmie's mocd watched he. daughtes's, Ids was scins



to high school. Lizzie thought with regret of her sons who had
not al. iinished eight years of school. They'd been "ocd boys-
and they were fine sons-steady, dependable David; shy, sensitive
fomy and hard-working Henry. But she was thankful that Ida could
g0 on, iur she was the one of all her children who had shown the
great«st love of books.

And Margaret was starting this year. She had only the three
little ones at home now., And Lettie-she frowned as she thought of
her. Then she turned eagerly to her tasks., She and Sarah must
Bet Lettie's dress made today. Lettie was already washing and
Nettie had gone to the hotel.

Lizzie frowned again. There should be some way for Lettie
to nave more money and more g od times. But one of the twins had
to hely a. home, and Nettie wasn't much good at home, so she had
just naturally been the one to work at the hotel., But Ligzzie still
dian't like 1t.

Her musing was interrupted by Sarah's arrival. "You ready to
sew?" she acsked cheerily.

"Yes, let's get started. I'm anxious to get it done."

"We'll ge. it done all right. 1Is Lettie's beau gonna come
get her? "

"I think he's going to meet her in Loéan. Lettie plans to
go that far with the Thurmonds.®

"This is sure pretty material." She admiringly fingered the

rust colored cloth. "I think we can 'bout get this skirt done to-

day, don't you?"




"If we aren't interrupted," Lizzie agreed.

Later, they called Lettie in to be fitted. She s id little,
but Liszie's heart ached at the deep hajpiness in her daughter's
eyes. 4ll for a new dress and & picnic at Nicodemus. It was a
shame. Liz.ie sighed at her own helplessness.

They finish:d the dress the night before the picnic and
Lettie tricd it on for the family. The waist was of white silk
with large green polka dots and the skirt was rust.

"You look fine," Jim ap roved.

"Pretty enough to catch a beau," Henry added, and they all
laughed at Lettie's blushes.

Nettie came home from werk in time to admire the new dress,
but she had little to say.

The family rose early the next morning and all were interest-
ed in Lettie's departure, The lively pre-breakfast ehatter was
stillea, however, as scon as she entered the room. Lizzie looked
once into her daughter's face and hurriedly put her arms aroung
her.

"What's happened?" Jim asked.

Lettie stared dully at him. "It's gone."

"What--2" Lizzie silenced Jim with an imperative gesture.

"You mean that your deess is gone," sﬁe stated rather than
asked,

Lettie nodded. "So's Nettie," she said tonelessly.

Jim rose to his feet while rage darkened his face as he

unéderstood.




"Do you mean that Neétie has worn your dress and gone?"

"She probably went with Mildred," she told her mother.

"They were going e.illier than.the rest." She turned back to the
bedroom. "You can teli. Thurmondd I'm not going."

Lizzie watched her go and looked helplessly at Jim. They
could hear Lettie crying pow and no one felt like eating. Ida
started picking up the dishes and the other girls went outside.
Jim aud Lizzie went silently into the living room.

"Isn't there anything else she could wear?" Jim asked.

Llzzle shook her head. "She hasn't anything., And she would-
n't wear any of Nettie's even if I had time to mend and wash one-
which I'd have to do, There just isn't another aress in the house-
it's all she had. Both of the girls need clothes, but I've neg-
lected getting them made for Lettie and Nettie's been saving her
money. Besides, Lettie gave up her turn so Ida could have =
new one ior the church sccial. Oh, Jim, she's been so good to
help me--and she was planning so much on this--." L izzie
biinked back tears.

"wettie will pay for several new dresses for Lettie," Jim
prouwised griumly.

"But even that won't make ug for this."

"I know." Jim sat back in his chair and stared at nothing

with troubled eyes.

They were roused by the arrival of the Thurmonds and Lizzie




went out to explain that Lettie was not feeling well enouch to go.
She stood outside watching them go and knew that Jim was looking
irom the .iving room and that Lettie was gazing from her window.

"L feel so sorry for Lettie and so angry with Nettie tnat
I--I--" she paused and shook her head ho eless.iy.

"I guess I'd better go to work, Lézzie. There doean't seem
to be anything I can do--yet." His face set as he added the last
word. "i'il be here to meet Nettie."

Sarah came 1n as he was leaving. "Did Lettie get off te
meet that be-u a hers?" she asked smilingly. "What's hap;ened?®
she added quickly as she looked fvom one face to the other.

Jim went ‘ut and they could hear his cane thumping the side
waik with emphasis. Sarah looked questioningly at Lizzie.

"wettie took the dress and went to the picnic. Lettie's
crying in her roouw," Lizzie answered brierly.

sarah sputtered. "Nettie! Lizzie Knot, if I was you--"
Hage chokea her.

"[ know." Lizzie wearily :greed.

"I'm goin' ta take Lettie home wit me," said Sarah thought-
fully, aiter a pause. "You send ta town and get some dre:s goods.
1'11 keep Lettie sewin' on her citothes for a week or two. She
won't be bothered with workin' Kere and she;ll be busy doin!

sometnin'! for herself. She won't have ta see that mean sister a

hers, either,"




"Do see if she'll go." Lizzie eagerly stood up. "Move her
down with you and Ida and I will go to town right now. You can
persuade her better than any of uas,.,"

Lettie at first refused to go, but when she thought of
sleeping with Nettie, she agreed to rack at once.

When Henry brought the package Lizzie had sent, she stared
at its contents in wonder. "There's enough'for four dresses!

I can't remember when I've ever had four new dresses at once."

She began to smile and Sarah held the materials up before
her, one after the other. "Your mother sez you're ta stay here
till we've made em all," ¥

"Mamma's sweet, isn't she, Sarah?"

"Your mother's the salt a the earth," Sarah answered
vigorously, |

Lettie never did know what her parents had to say to Nettie
when she returned. When Mary told Lettie that Nettie had poison
ivy as a result of the picnie, she said simply,

"I'm glad."

Nettie found that her sister had changed. Never before had
she been unable to make Lettie forgive her, but this time she met
with an unyielding bitterness.

"Youlve always done things and let me éuffer the conseguences.
And I've always let you. I'm through, Nettie. You can do what
you please, and I'll do what I wish, but I'm not going to let you

treat me that way any more." There was finality in Lettie's voice




and there was a slow wonder in Nettie's face as she realized it.

It was six months before the girls were friends again, but
their relationship after that was closer than it had been before,
for Nettie at last accepted her sister as her equal,

Henry took over most of the work at the livery harn that
summer, for Jim became deputy sheriff. Lizzie found it hard to
get used to seeing him wearing a gun, but she was glad that he
knew how to use it. ' She'd seen him shoot enough buffalo to know
that, she thought smilingly.

Lizzie was pregnant again the nexf spring. Sarah shook her
head and muttered, "Thirteen's bad luck ta most, but you may be
all right."

"Don't be so pessimistic, Sarah," Lizzie laughed. "You know
I'il be fine."

"l s'pose so--I s'pose so." Sarah looked lugubrious.

The family were excited that summer over Tom's announcement
that he was leaving Phillipsburg.

"I've got a job in the Deaf and Blind School in Colorado
Springs," he told his parents.

"When will you go, Tom?" Lizzie wanted to know.

"In a week or two."

"I'1l get your things ready."

He was the first one to go so far away and Lizzie found it

hard to say goodbye to him,

Agnes saw him start up town and understood vaguely that he




was not coming back at once. She hurriedly wrapped some crackers
in a paper and ran aft®r him.

"Tom! Tom, wait for mel"

He stopped. When she caught up with him, he bent down to her.
"Irella, you can't go. You're too little."

"I wasn't goin'., I jus' bringed you some lunch so's you
won't be hungry before supper."

She smiled up at him and proffered her package. Tom took
it and hugged her, "Trella, you make me want to stay." He hid
his face against her for a moment and she wonderingly patted his
hair,

He straightened up and spoke earnestly.

"You go back now, so Mamma won't worry. Goodbye, Trella.
You take good care of the family."

"You eat your lunch," she admonished.

"I will. Goodbye."

"Bye." ©She waved cheerfully as she ran, and Tom walked slowly
away.

Agnes missed Tom and often asked when ke was coming back.
Lizzie was glad that she could start to school,

Agnes, however, didn't like school, "I have to sit still so
long," she complained, "I want to go out déors, and teacher won't
let mel"

"You can play at recess, and yow must try hard to learn your

lessons so Mamma will be proud of you."

But Agnes was too restless to settle down, One day the teacher




said, "Agnes, you'd better study your lesson."

"I don't want to," she objected.

"You go into the broom closet and stay there until I tell
you to come out,"

Aénes went sulkily. She stayed a long time. When she heard
the others leave she sobbed quietly. It began to grow dark and
she wondered why téacher didn't let her out. She began to cry
harder.

At last, the door opened. The old colored janitor stared at
her.

"Chile, what is you doin' here? Ah thoughtah heard somepin!
in here but ah didn' expec'! ta find nothin' like youk."

Agnes continued to cry.

"Come on outa there, honey. You better git home. Your
memma'll be worryin' 'bout you."

"I can't. Teacher said I couldn't come out till she said
to."

"She's done forgot you. Come on out now,"

Agnes shook her head and he picked her up gently. "Here,
get your wraps now and go on home."

He watched her go running down the road and locked the
building. l .

Carl was born in December. Lizzie laughed again at Sarah

as she held her baby close.

"You see, Sarah. Here he is."




"I'm glad it's over, anyway," was all that she answered.

One day when Lettie was getting dinner, she asked Margaret
to set the table.

"I'm going out and play," Margaret answered.

"No, you're not, young lady. Here's the table cloth and
you get busy. I'11 help you put the leaves in,"

"I won't do itl" Margaret grasped a’ table leaf and swung
st clumsilf‘at Lettie. It hit he£ in the side of the face and
she almost fell. Lizzie arrived in time to spank Margaret and
Lettie wént to lie down,

"Maggie's going to be as meaﬁ as I wasi" observed Nettie
when she heard about it.

The next dax; Margaret was slow in getting ready for school.
Agnes waited anxiously. "Hurry up, Maggie, or we'll be late."

"If we are, we'll just come back home, and Mamma can say
we're sick," lMargaret answered casually.

They were almost to the school house when the bell rang.

"I knew you'd make us late," Agnes wailed. "Now we'll have to g0
back home.™"

She turned and started to.run. She'd gone half a block be=
fore she realized that her sister wasn't with her. She looked
back just in time to see Maggie going into %he building.

"She said she wouldn't go in. Now what'1ll I do?" Agnes

thought desperately.

She finally decided to go home, but when she arrived, she




listened in terror to her mother's command.

"You go right back to school."

"Now?" Agnes felt sick as she thought of the way teacher
would look,

"Of course now. Go on to school," Lizzie ordered.

Agnes went. She spent the rest of the morning standing in
the corner for tardiness. Her brown eyes darkened with rage as
she listened to teacher praise Margaret for her recitation.

"She's a cheat--she's--she's a liari" Agnes thought bitterl&.

But her anger had little effect on Margaret, who only said,

"You could have come on in with me. I knew Mamma'd make us
come back."

Florence wasn't old enough to go to school. She had been
delighted when Papa had asked her to go to town with him. On
their way home at noon, they met the negro janitor who had found
Agnes in the broom closet, The community liked this colored
fawily, which was the only one in town, and Jim stopped to talk
to him.

The janitor smiled at Florence and held out a bag of candy.
She shrank back from him and clung to Jim's leg.

"Take a piece of candy, Flo," Jim told her smilingly.

She shook her head silently. (

"Floi" Jim admonished, grinning now,

"I don't like candy, thank you," she gulped.




"4h, come on, honey," the negro smiled understandingly,
"this is white folks!? candy,"

The little girl only shook her head, and the men finished
their conversation. Jim chuckled the rest of the way home and
told Lizzie laughingly that Florence didn't like candy.

One day Agnes went over to the neighbors!, She arrived
Just as they were eating dinner. She knew she should go outside
until they finished eating, but her eyes went eagerly to a hugé
platter of fried chicken. Mrs. Cumberland noticed, and asked
with & smile,

"Have ycu had dinner, Agnes?"

"No ma'am," said Agnes unhesitatingly.

"Come sit down and eat with us then. We've plenty of chicken
¥o go around."

4gnes was finishing her third piece when Margaret knocked
and came in. Margaret stopped in amazement when she saw her sister.
"Why, Agnes Knot; what are you doing eating over here when you
Just got through dinner?"

Agnes stared at her plate while her face reddened. "We didn't
have any chicken," she finally confessed, and the Cumberlands
laughed heartily.

A few weeks later, Lizzie sent Margare£ and Agnes to town to
get some weiners, They were on their way home when they met Ada,

a girl of about their own age with whom they were continually

fighting. This morning was nc exception. The argument started




over who was taller--A_da or Agnes. Margaret took Agnes! side
and A_da slapped her. Margaret dropired the meat and defended
herself so sturdily that Ada withdrew, but followed them closely.

Margaret picked up her package and hurried Agnes ahead of
her,

"We don't want to have trouble with her or else her mother'll
be over with some big lie."

They walked along with’great.dignity while Ada followed,
laughing. '

"What's she think is so funny?" Agnes wanted to know.

"Never mind. Let's get Fhis meat home,"

"Yah!" Ada jeered, "if you have any leftl!"

Margaret looked at the wilgners and was mortified to see that
the package had broken open and that she had walked several blocks
with wlegners dragging along behind. '

The children were playing in the yard the next morning when
Agnes noticed a large worm on Florence's dress. Florence saw it
too and began to scream. She jumped up and down and wriggled so
that Agnes was forced to hold her until she quieted. She finally
removed the worm with a decisive flip of her hand.

"You little silly. If you'd & stood still, I could've had
it off a long time ago." l

"I'm scared of worms," her sister defended herself,

"Nobody'd a known that," Agnes mocked scornfully. "You're

such a baby, Flo," she added affectionately. "She's all right,




Mamma, It was just a worm on her," and Lizzie went back in
the house, swiling at Agnes! self-possession,

Tom came home, He'd been gone a year and all of them were
eagerly delighted to see him. Agnes hung about him at every step.
He talked to Lizzie for an hour and suddenly asked,

"Where's Florence? I've seen the baby and Richard and
Trella here.,"

"I don't know." Lizzie looked around. "Go find her, Agnes."

Agnes came back in a few minutes. "She's in the bedroom,"
she announced. "She won't come out.,"

"Why won't she?" Tom got up from his chair and went in.
Florence was huddled back in the corner of the bed.

"She's afraid of you," Agnes explained.

"Why, Flo, you're not afraid of me, are you?" He stretched
out his hand but she sheank away.

Lizzie, who had followed them in, said quietly,

"You're strange now, Tom, Wait a while and she'll be all
right. She's pretty shy until she gets acquainted."

"I guess it's time I came home. My little sister scared of
mel"

"It is time you came. We're glad you're here, Tom," Lizzie
answered him earnestly. :

"I'm glad, Tbm." Agnes sgueezed his arm,

"Yes, Trella, I thought you'd be."™ He hugged her and loocked

longingly at Florence,




The next afternoon Tom was coming home from the livery barn
when he saw Trella at a distance. He hurried home and asked Lizzie,

"Since when are you in the habit of allowing your children

to go without clothes?"

Lizzie looked puzzled. He went on to explain. "I saw Trella
dodging through the weeds out there. From what I could see, she
was stark naked."

"Mercy mel"™ Lizzie started for the door.

Just then Agnes ran through the kitchen and into her bedroom.
Lizzie followed. Tears of rage and shame were rumning down Agnes'!
cheeks as she struggled into her clothes.

"I went over to Ada's to take a shower bath. We were just
startin' to dress when she grabbed all my clothes and threw 'em
down the toilet hole. I waited and waited but she didn't ever
come back. ©She went some place with her mother and I had to get
home "

"Well, that's the last time you're going to play with her,"
Lizzie said with a tone of finality.,

"That's the last time I want to play with her," Agnes added
vehemently. ™"Tom would have to be the one to see me."

"I hope he was the only one," Lizzie answered.

Ada was not through with Agnes yet, héwever. She met Margaret
and Agnes when they were taking Lettie's wash back to the hotel.
They had a big clothes basket on Richard's wagon and were going

to pass Ada without speaking:




"Come on and play with me, Agnes." She stood blocking their
way.

"I don't want to play with you. And Mamma says I'm not
allowed to any more, anyway."

"Oh, you're Miss nicey-nice now."

"Maybe she is," Margaret interceded, "now would you please
get out of our waye?"

"Sure I will--but not before 1 pay you smarties back. If you
won't play I'll kick your clothes over."

She passed them and gdve the clothes basket a push., The
basket upset and the clean clothes spilled out on the ground,

Margaret cried out and slapped Ada. "You nasty girlt You
better get away from here before I knock you down!™"

Ada retreated hastily and the girls gathered up the clothes.
On their way home, Agnes said anxiously,

"Ada's mother will be at our house with some big lie Ada's
told."

“Doﬁ't you be afraid. I'm not afraid. I never did anything
I shouldn't have and I'l1l tell her sol"

Ada's mother was there and Lizzie's face was grave.-'

"Mrs, Brady says that you hit Ada in the stomach with a rock,"
she told Margaret. L

"Well, I didn't. I slapped her. And I'd do it again, too.
She knocked over our clothes on purpose because we wouldn't play

with her. And now Lettie has to do some of 'em over again and

that's hard work." Margaret's voice was firm and indignamt.




Lizzie turned to her neighbor. "I was sure there must be
somet :ing wrong, I'm sorry, Mrs. Brady, but I prefer to believe
Margaret. And I will see that my children do not play with Ada
anymore. I hope you'll do the same."

After the ehraged woman had left, the children danced round
their mother in glee.

"You sure told her, Mamma,"

"You were grand, Mamma. You sounded so proud."

"I hope we don't have any more unpleasantness. I dislike
not to get along with my neighbors, but I can't have you .children
on the defensive all of the time, either, because of Ada's tricks,"

The family had been delighted with the hammocks that Tom
had brought them from Colorado. Florence and Richard played in
them for hours at a time. This morning there was only one hammock
up. The other one was folded on a bench close at hand. Florence
was contentedly swinging when Richard came out,

"You're in my hammock," he protested.

"Mine isn't up," she answered serenely.

"Well, you can just get out of mine." He dumped her uncere-
moniously on the ground as he tipped the hammock.

She picked herself up and her eyes fell on the folded hammock.
She grabbed it and threw it at him. l

"You can have both hammocks]"

Then she began to scream, for the iron ring in the folded

hammock had struck Richard's head. She saw the cut start to bleed




ana ran to him,

"Richard! Richard! Mamms, Msmma! Come guick." She shook
him but he didn't answer.

"Mamma--oh, I've killed him--I've killed himi"

Lizzle arrived at the frantic child's side and saw that
Richard was unconscious. She had no time for Florence, but Ida
tried to calum her.

The blow was not serious, but Florence was subdued and down-
cast for several months. She gave in to Richard in sll their
arguments,

"I can't get used to the quiet when they're out playing,"
Lizzie told Sarah. "I go to see about them oftener than I had to
before."

"Florence'll stay outa mischief for a spell anyway," Sarah
said comfortably.

But Florence didn't. Lizzie and Jim had gone to the 0ld
Settler's Reunion. Mary and Jane were left in charge of the
ehildren. Florence, supposed to be playing in the yard, carefully
slipped away. She ran eagerly towards town. She arrived just as
thq band was coming down the street.

She suddenly saw her mother across the street and started to
run to her. At the same time, a horse became frightened by the

blaring music and broke the reins by which he was tied. He ran

directly toward Florence.




People began to scream and Lizzie screamed at Jim, as she
saw Florence for the first time. Jim had already seen her and had
started out in the road in a hopeless effort, for he couldn't
possibly reach her in time.

The horse stumbled and fell almost on top of the child., Jim
had her in his arms by the time the horse recovered its footing.

A dozen men were in the street by then, gnd the animal was caught.

Lizzie sat down on the nearest bench. Her knees were too
wobbly to do anything else.

"Florence, how did you get here?"

"I jus! walked away."

"Well, I guess we'll just walk back again."

"Oh, let her stay, Lizzie."

"Isn't she sweet?"

Florence stayed for a while and then was taken home. Mary
had missed her, but Lizzie had sent‘a messenger.

The family were getting ready for Sunday School the next
morning. Florence was wearing a black taffeta skirt and white silk
blouse. Agnes stopped her as she went by. "Look at you., Pull in
that stomachl"

She jerked the skirt down and it ripped off the waist band.
Florence began to cry and Jane finally stayéd at homewith her,

The dress was ruined.
The Women's Christian Temierance Union met at Lizzie's home

that week. The ladies were enjoying lunch on the lawn when

Richard came around the corner. Lizzie's horrified eyes took in




his wagon load of whiskey bottles even as she heard several
shocked gasps,

"Richard, take those things back in the alley where you
found them," she said sharply, but she could feel her face red-
dening,

Jim chuckled when she told him, "Mrs. Lonnan probably thinks
I drank that much whiskey,"

"She!ll tell it, anyway." Lizzie looked resigned,

There was excitement in the Knot household. Jane was going
to take Agnes to the opera house to see "Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde."
Agnes was so excited she couidn't eat. She talked excitedly on
the way and sat enthralled during the performance.

The next day she thought of a briliiant scheme. She would
be Mr, Hyde. Carefully) she began to assemble her costume. She
took her mother's black shawl and hid it in the woodshed. She
casually took one of Nettie's rats and Lettie's red tie. Then
she studied her assortment. That would be enough if she could
get a sofa pillow.

That evening she began to dress. First she tied the.pillow
on her back to give her the desired hunchbacked look. She wound
the red tie around her head in turban style, and fashioned herself
a mastache from the rat Nettie generally us;d to make her pom-
padour. ©She took the powder she'had made by grinding a soft rock
and covered her face. Pulling on black gloves, she placed the

finishing touch--the wishbone of a goose went into her mouth and

the curved, pointed ends made realistic fangs or tusks for teeth.




Now to scare Jane.

She went into the house and was disappointed to find no one
at home on whom to test her costume, She hesitated for a moment
about scaring Jane when there was no one around. But she was
dressed now; so she went to the door to see if she was coming.,

When Jane was a little way from the house, Agnes went into
their bedroom and elimbed up on the bureau. There was just enough
light to outline her figure as she stood poised with outstretched
arms, hunched back, and fanged face.

Jane took one look at the grunting thing on her bureau and
ran screaming out the door, The road was muddy, but she went
across it, still screaming. Agnes went after her, laughing so
hard she couldn't run.

She didn't think it was sc amusing after Jim finished talking
to her,.

"You scared your sister into hysterics. Sometimes people go
crazy frombeing scared too much. You mustn't ever do such a thing
again," ’

But Jim was guilty of the same fault. Lizzie and Agnes had
gone out after dark to gather the clothes off the line. Jim had
been cut to a dinner and he came down the alley. He tapped en the
woodshed. l

Lizzie stared at the noise and could see nothing but the
blur of his white shirt front.

"Who's there?" she called sharply.

Jim didn't answer,




"Who's there? Make yourself known. I've got a pistol. "
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