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THE Bl G MOVE

The large, white, two-story honme where we lived
| ooked | onely surrounded as it was on three sides by a half
section of land (a section being 640 acres), and now it
seened to ne it looked a little sad--as | was sad--because
we were leaving it for another hone, another farm in
anot her community sone thirty mles away. This confortable,
honmey house, its |long, narrow wi ndows sur-rounded with
bright green franes and its inviting porch running ful
| ength across the front gave a sense of practical stability.
The high, lofted barn and the chicken house in deep red
added not only contrast, but their own country atnosphere.
An anpl e yard was dotted haphazardly w th hayracks,
cultivators, wagons and many ot her useful paraphenali a.

There was al so the inevitable



liprivy." Qurs was a three-holer--with one small and |ow for the
ki nder.

Iwas fourteen, going on fifteen, the second el dest of
six girls. Two older and two younger brothers conpl eted our
boi sterous famly. | didn't realize it at the time, but |ater
while | was rearing ny own two sons, | becane acutely aware of
the infinite confidence ar.d trl.,st our parents had in the ten
of us, a circumstance | never cere cl cse to matching. The
staunch, but pliable gauntlet of their faith and nmy struggle to
rise up to it was soon to be stretched to its outer limts in
the experience of--The Bi g Mve.

Ault, our little village, was one of many sl eepy,
little comunities which dotted the | & ge expanse of |and east
of tyie Rock@ Mountains in Col orado. W were nestled close
enough to the nmountains so that we could see Longs and Pi kes
Peaks etched vividly against the bluest of blue skies and could
even catch a hint of the pungent odor of evergreens sweeping
down after a raging thunderstorm

For many years we had been hearing of nmen



becorrirg mllionaires overnight fromgold and silver
pouring fromthose nountains,, especially fromthe m nes at
Cripple Creek. The gold fever finally hit ny brothers Jack,
age twenty, and Benny, eighteen, who were hankering to grab
pi ck and shovel and go to seek their fortunes. Cripple
Creek was just a cattle pasture until 1890 when gol d was
first discovered there, and this was 1914, but sone of the
mnes were still working. Papa |let the boys dream on and
tal k about riches, but he had other plans--not only for them
bu@for all of us. | was interested personally only because
one of those mnes was called, "The Mllie Kathleen," and |
fancied that the Mollie part was naned after ne.

| remenber very vividly the evening that heralded in
my lightning leap fromgirlhood into woman-hood. No
delicate, timd tasting of this exciting but apprehensive
new experience was mne; no dawdling and reveling in th-e
beneficial aspects of this challenging grownup worl d--then
junping back into the conforting arnms of chil dhood when
obstacl es nounted. That |ast day of ny girlhood was |ike

al nost any other day. There



was always a nultitude of chores to be done and aside from
these, | had charge of the two youngest girls, Esther, five, and
Rachel , al nost seven, and our baby brother, Georgie, who was
three. Georgie was a delicate child and soneti mes needed a
great deal of care; we all helped with this task. But this day
| felt unusually carefree and happy. For one thing, the
grueling task of the sugar beet harvest was over, and my little
brood and | found tine in the afternoon to play hide-and-seek
and Andy-over, two of our favorite games. -

But that evening after the chores were done and the
di sarray of the evening neal was set straight, Papa called al
of us back around the table. Hs lean, wiry franme sat stiff and
straight at the head of the table, his black curly hair, once
thick and crisp, lay |oosely across his bal ding head. Sharp,
bl ack eyes | ooked out from a red-weathered face enhanced by a
f or m dabl e- | ooki ng noust ache. Mana sat next to Papa at the
front of the table facing Georgie, Esther, Rachel and Bill who
shared a | ong, deep bay wi ndow with nunerous pots of gerani uns.

Opposi te Papa sat Jack and



Benny who were always alert to opportunities for devil-nent.
Since Mary, the eldest of the girls had gotten marri ed,

now sat next to Mama, then Freda, who was thirteen, and
Leona, el even.

Al ong, awkward sil ence ensued which sent Mama
bustling to the kitchen in pretense of sonething inportant
to do. Her short, stocky body noved quickly, exuding nore
than her share of energy and determ nation. \Wat-ever it
was that Papa had to tell us, we knew right off it was
gi ving them both sone concern, and we were all agog to hear
what it was. Papa, with great deliberation fol ded his hands
as in prayer and placed themon the table, resting his eyes
on each one of us all round. | began fidgeting, and was
t hankful to Jack who noticed ny disconfort and said, "Cone
on, Dad. |It's getting late." Jack being the el dest son was
granted a margin of freedomw th Papa that note of the rest
of us dared try.

"I have been dickering for a. farmover in
I'Alellington," he began softly, "and |I think it's time to

tell you all about it. First, there's only a one-room



shack on the place where 'Bachel or John' lives and works the
land. We'll have to get buildings up right away before the
snow flies."

"There's a house close by on a neighboring farm?"
Papa went on, "that is enpty; we can have the use of it, but
it is nmuch too small for all our brood." He hesitated as
t hough reluctant to go on, but after a deep breath said,
"John has offered to help us with our buildings if we |et
himstay in the shack, and if we'll help himharvest the
rest of his beets.” A 1l-oud groan rose simultaneously from
around the table and then escalated into sharp protests from
Jack and Benny.

"Ni cht so schnell,"” Papa shouted above the din,

"He's got only ten acres left to dig, and he's afraid the
freeze wll catch himshort. Now don't you think it's the
only Christian thing to do? Besides, we are going to need
all the help we can get to have those buildings ready by the
time we have to nove the stock."

"Move the stock!" Jack echoed. "You nmean we're
going to put up barns for the stock before vie build our

house?"



"You haven't heard ne out, Papa replied. The horses
won't need the hayloft so you boys can use it for your
sl eeping quarters. Wth plenty of hay up there and sone
straw ticks, you'll be warm and confortable, and the horses
will have their stalls. The new chicken house w il be our
bedroonm' - -neaning his and Manma' s--"and the girls and Georgie
will sleep in the old house next door. The large kitchen
wll take care of all of us for neals." Jack was warm ng uo
to the idea of sleepina away fromthe rest of the famly and
began teasing us girls-a out making sone ruffled curtains
for their new boudoir.

Mama, who had been getting everything in readi-ness
for the next day, which would begin at 5:30 a.m, joined the
group. | sensed an uneasiness in her soft grey-blue eyes
akin to fear which was far renoved from her usual apl onb,
but she offered no resistance to Papa' s pl ans.

There is nore than one reason why we can't all nove
over there at once," Pap a went on, "other than the fact the
house won't hold us. There's all those beet tops that woul d

have to be gat hered and haul ed"- -t hey



were used as stock fodder--"and that woul d take too nuch
time. A better plan would be to turn the stock out in the
fields and |l et themdo the cleaning up. |If the herd stays,
soneone Wi ll have to look after it. 1'll need the boys over
there to help me, and Mama will need Leona and Freda to help

her, so," he |ooked at ne, "it wll be up to you, Mdllie, to
stay," My heart |eaped up into nmy nouth making it inpossible
for me to speak. Everyone was staring at nme waiting for ny
reaction, and though | wanted to shout ou(l my protest, |
was afraid | would uncap the vol cano housed in Papa's quiet
exterior. W all learned very young that it was risky
business to thwart any of Papa's plans for us unless we were
well fortified with strong, practical argunents. | felt too
drained and insecure at the present to do battle with him
so | renmained quiet. The nonent of tension over, we all
breat hed easier. Preponderant as Papa' s denands were at

ti mes,they were never inpossible to acconplish, and | found
nmysel f already beginning to warmup to his idea and feeling

t he excitenent of a new challenge. However, at the tine |

felt confident that Bill would be



staying with nme to help wwth the chores and keep ne conpany.
Not so--and it was just as well | didn't get the conplete
picture that night. As it was, sleep was a long tine

com ng, and when it did conme, so did the nightnares.

The foll owm ng week was time enough for the
i nnuner abl e details to make thensel ves known. From Papa it
was, "Mdlly, don't forget the little calves in the back
pasture,” or, "Be sure you keep the troughs filled with
wat er. Those beet tops are very salty and the cattle wll
need nore water than usual, and don't forget to | ock
everything up tight every night against the coyotes."

And fromMama, it was, "Now Molly, to set a sponge,
you soak the yeast in | ukewarm water--potato water if you
have it--add three handfuls of flour, etc., etc.......

Their coaching went on daily and hourly until
wonder ed whether | could renmenber any of it. Strange, but
my worst fears lay in the kitchen detail. The ignorance |

di splayed in the culinary arts was appalling,



but, alas, | couldn't catch up in a few days what | had
del i berately avoided |learning for all ny young years.

Mary, ny ol dest sister, had been Mama's ri ght-hand
maid in the kitchen, and if anyone could bake a better | oaf
of bread than Mama, it was Mary. They both gave ne such a
conplex that | never went near the kitchen unless forced.
Worse luck for nme, Mary had just recently had the
effrontery to get married, leaving nme to fill her shoes.
Mama had been trying, not too successfully, to corral ne
into the kitchen ever since. Had | known what was in store
for me, I mght have been a nore willing subject, but | had
made up ny mnd long ago that nmy talents didn't lie in pots
and pans, and --"three neasures of neal."

Qur prospective new honme, Wellington, was no | arger
than Ault, and we |l earned that the only advantage it had
was that it was closer to the nmountains and to Fort Co | 1
ins which was cons i dered by us to be a si zab | e town --
popul ati on about 35,000. It boasted nore than one dry
goods store and one ready-to-wear clothing store. Al our

clothes up to now canme fromthe Sears-Roebuck
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cat al ogue or from Mama's busy sewi ng machi ne and her
inventive genius at making patterns. Qur chances of
fulfilling dreans of visiting both Estes Park and Denver
were al so enhanced. Estes Park, situated between the
foothills and the high nountains, was accl ainmed by far the
nost beautiful and desirable resort and playground in the
state, and Denver, nanmed the capital on July 4, 1890, was
attracting hordes fromall over the world and fast becom ng
an exciting and inportant netropolis.

Even so, | doubted that all these concessions were
enough to offset the turnmoil | was feeling, but of course
Papa was buying this farmand it neant a great deal to him
to be a proud owner instead of a nere renter. He also
prom sed to take us to the circus when it cane to Ft.
Collins. Having never seen a circus, we didn't know exactly
how el ated we should be over that. He kept his prom se
t hough, only it was a long tinme comng. "First," he said,
"We have to buy a new car so we can all go together." W
agreed it would be worth waiting for because none of us

relished the idea of going "horse and buggy."



As day foll owed day, and the tinme grew alarmngly
close for the big day of departure, ny apprehensi ons nounted
in spite of all their instructions and expressions of
confidence in ne. The climax, to ny utter despair, canme one
eveni ng when Papa cal my announced that Rachel, Esther, and

Georgie were all to remain with ne to keep ne conpany.

"Conpany!," | blurted out sarcastically, "They' re sone
conpany! They're nothing but work," | conplained bitterly.
The full inpact of encroaching responsibilities becane

downri ght unnerving, a-nd | conpl ained nmuch nore to Mama
later in private. "He. neani ng Papa, "could at |east have
allowed Bill to stay with ne," then added, "instead of
Georgie." Though Bill was only nine, the thought of having a
boy around was conforting even though |I could count on him
getting into nore trouble than enough. | recalled one tine
when Mama and Papa were hol ding prayer neeting on a Sunday
af ter-noon at our house, and we had been warned to stay out-
doors, Bill's insatiable appetite caused them a great deal

of enbarrassnent. W had a small storage roomin our garage

where we kept |arge sacks of staples, such as
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beans, flour, and sugar. Bill reached his |limt of
endurance and decided to open one of the sacks of flour and
have hinself a feast. Wen he cane out he was powdered from
head to foot. Before long the neeting broke up and Bill was
first inline to shove his way through the guests, unm ndful
of the roaring laughter that greated him Al he cared
about was to get to sone real food! Another tine he stuck a
pi nto bean up his nose. Wen his speech becane nore and
nmore strange, Mana insisted Papa take himto the doctor to -
see if his adenoids should come out. The doctor dislodged

t he bean, greatly swollen and beginning to sprout.

It wasn't as if | didn't want Georgie to stay, but |
was afraid he'd get sick or hurt, and I wouldn't know what
to do for him Al though he was three, he didn't nmake any
attenpt to talk so it was hard to determ ne his needs. He
woul d just ook at you with his big, black eyes and shake
his tow head yes, or no, when you asked him questions. He
under st ood and was obedient; he was also infinitely patient
and undemandi ng, and his smle was nost endearing, but |

still felt he
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woul d be a nuisance, and | told Mama as nuch. She was busy
taki ng | arge handful s of homenmade sauerkraut from an earthen
jar and putting it on top of the spare ribs we were having
for supper. Turning and | ooking at me with conpassion in
her eyes, she w ped her hands on her bl ue-checked apron, and
wal ked over to enbrace and console ne. "Every pair of
hands, " she explained, "will be needed over there, and the
sooner we get the necessary things done, the sooner we can
all be together again. Besides, the house is poorly built
and is cold and drafty, so the kinder will be much
better.off here." |I saw the wi sdomof this,but it afforded
me little confort.

Irecall ed the day that Mama and Papa had sl i pped
over to Wellington to take closer stock of the place and to
cl ose the deal. Mama noved under a dark cloud of depression
for several days after that, and | stayed as far fromthe
ki tchen as possible. They had found the place unbelievably
dirty, and sone of the wi ndows broken with rags stuffed in
the holes. There was a barn and a chi cken house of sorts,
she said, and an old cistern, all of them surrounded by

weeds t hat
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had had a heyday with never a hoe or scythe to interfere
with their rank grow h.

The weed story was easy to believe--nowhere could
there be found richer soil or better farm and. Col orado
attained first rank anong states in irrigated areas, with
al nost 3, 000,000 acres under irrigation. Its many |akes and
t he Cache La Poudre R ver tunbling tons of water down to the
val |l eys made a veritable paradise for the farners. The Big
Thonpson al so contributed its share of the water supply.

Di sappointed m ners who had lost their all were offered
parcels of land in Loveland, a few mles south of Ft.
Collins and they did so well there that they nore than
recouped their losses in a short-lived inflationary period
by selling butter at $2.00 a pound and eggs at $1.50 a dozen
i n Denver.

Several days 1 ate r Mama an nounced , "W're a | 1
goi ng over and clean up that place.” This stirred up a | ot
of excitenment since we were all anxious to have a "l ook-see"
at this strange pl ace that Mama couldn't find her peace
with. W decided the follow ng Sunday woul d be the day. It

dawned bright and sunny, and we children
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didn't need the usual Sunday norning prodding to get the
chores done. In anticipation of an early start, we sailed

t hrough themneatly and were ready to go, but again Papa had
other plans. He called us all back around the table with

t he exception of Jack and Benny who were | oadi ng the wagon
with farminplenents that were to go along. He reached for
the large, German Bible cradled in its niche on the oak
stand, along with a "Book of Sernons." He read unduly |ong,

| thought, from both, and ended with a prayer for our
protection and finally, the benediction.

Mama and Papa with the kinder clinbed into the buggy
and started out with Nellie the horse at the helm Queenie
was hitched to the spring wagon and was chanping at the bit
to follow Nellie. | was delegated to the driver's seat, and
Freda, Leona, and Bill were huddl ed between buckets, nops,
and brushes in the long bed behind the seat. The seat of a
spring wagon is nounted on a set of springs wwth a slat ac
ross the back to lean against. This nade it a little nore
confortabl e than the wagon seat, but considerably |ess

confortabl e than
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the buggy seat, a fact | had discovered by the end of our
journey. Jack and Benny brought up the reae with their
| oaded wagon

| kept the buggy in sight for many mles, but the
di stance between us stretched farther and farther. Appre-
hensi ons nounted in the bed behind me, and Bill, the
youngest, wanted to know, "How will we know where to go if
we can't see them anynore?" That was a good question, and |
didn't have the answer. | pushed Queenie as hard as |
could and soon we saw the buggy turn in at a farm house.
We conjectured that they m ght be stopping to give Nellie a
drink or maybe just waiting for us to catch up. That
couldn't be the place where we were going to live! CQur
conjectures were tossed asi de when we saw Papa lifting the
children down fromthe buggy and Mama carrying the | arge
basket with our noon-day fare into the house.

Now | understood Mama's depression after her first
visit. She had told us only half the story! The house
couldn't even boast an original coat of paint, and its

| opsi ded porch and sway-back roof told a sad story.
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And if the outside was any criterion, its interior was going
to need nore than Mama's |ye soap, hot water, and our
conbi ned resources of energy. The early frosts had deprived
the ugly weeds of nost of their foliage, and as we sat there
| ooking at them they seened to stare back defiantly, daring
us to uproot them

By the tinme we had everything unpacked and the table
scrubbed and covered with a new oilcloth, the boys pulled in
with the wagon, and we were all ready for sone internal
fortitude which Mama produced in abundance. 1In spite of our
m serabl e surroundings, we had a jolly neal-tinme, joking
about the various aspects--such as the nound of soneone's
di scarded clothing left in one corner where it had col |l ected
a patina of dust and resenbled a snmall sand dune. And the
rag stuffed in the broken wi ndow that Mama told us about
turned out to be a pair of |ong-handl ed underwear with one
grey leg hanging down linply, its bottomextremty tucked in
an old, curly-tongued shoe. The fornmer tenants apparently
weren't too fastidious, but they displayed a sense of hunor,
and we appreciated it. And the spiders! Wat a glorious

time
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they were having, weaving their intricate netting into every
corner, never worrying that the business end of a broom
woul d i nvade their silent conpl acency.

VWhat Mama and we girls acconplished in the house
didn't help the paint much, but it got the place | ooking and
snelling fresh and clean. The nmen effected a like
transformation in the yard, and when it was tine to | eave,
Mama was nuch nore rel axed and | ess apprehensi ve about
moving in. "Now," she said, "if only the house doesn't
col l apse, we can nove in any tine and hope to endure the
w nter.1'

The day before the fol ks were to | eave, Papa had ne
make the rounds with him coaching me on how various chores
shoul d be done and the reason why. This built up ny
confidence consi derably and gave nme a whol e new perspective
into ny father's make-up. He patiently answered all ny
foolish questions and subdued ny worst fears, but he never
let me think for a mnute that | was put upon, nor that I
couldn't handle this assignnment with flying colors. "Du

kanst alles tuen vas ich dir gegeben hat suh tuefl,"” were

his final words given with a
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squeeze--the only one | ever renenber getting. Wth such
confidence expressed in nme, | was determned not'tb let him
down.

| awakened the next norning even before | heard Mama in
the kitchen shaking the cold ashes fromthe stove. | burrowed
deeper under the patchwork quilts hoping to shut out the
encroaching dawn. "Just a little nore tinme," | pleaded
silently, "If I could have just a little nore tine!" A loud rap
on the door broke ny reverie as Papa called reveille, and I
bounced out |ike a rubber ball, glad to get shed of ny thoughts.
I roused my sisters, and grudgingly we all trooped downstairs.
The boys already had their mlk buckets in hand and out the door

when Papa expl ained why the mlking had to be done before

breakfast. "W're taking Daisy with us and she has to have
plenty of time to eat her fill. It will be along, slowtrip
with her tied behind one of the wagons." | was sorry Dai sy was

| eavi ng because she was our best mlker and the pet of the herd.
She was the nost gentle and affectionate of our cows, and one of
her nost |ikeable traits was that when she saw you coming with

your bucket,
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she would hurry to neet you, a behavior which was the
opposite of nobst bovines. She gave such a generous anount
of mlk and gave it so easily that we children had many a
tussl e about who was going to get to mlk her. She also
demanded pronptness; if we didn't get to her on tinme, she
woul d bl ess the ground with her over-flow.

W all sl eep-wal ked our way through the chores and
finished just as the sun was peeping over the frosty
eastern hills. | was still in a daze all through break-
fast and the | oading of the wagons. W girls took beds
apart and fol ded bedding in readiness for the boys to nove
out. Mama was bustling in the kitchen, getting a week's
supply of food together to take along. She and Papa
pl anned to cone back every Saturday to see us and to
replenish their supply. Sunday, too, was to be spent .with
us which was ny only ranpart against utter despair.

The two wagons and the spring wagon were | oaded to
full capacity even without the jar of dills Mama sent nme to
fetch '"fromthe basenent the |ast mnute. Goodbys were

sai d--not wi thout sone tears--and nore hurried



instructions. Even after they got noving, Manma flung back,
"Be sure to watch CGeorgie and don't | et himout-doors

w thout his waps." | shook ny head vigorously and waved,

not trusting my voice to reply. Looking at the tear-stained
faces of ny charges, | suggested a gane of ring-around-the-
rosy which they entered into enthusi-astically, and their
sadness was soon forgotten.

Despite the heavy pall that hung over ne, that day
went by all too soon. Monday was al ways wash day, and this
one was no different, except that | was the one doing the
wash. The famly had left all their soiled clothing behind,
and along with the nountain of bedding and towels, it
reached a sizable pile. Fortu-nately for nme, Mama thought
to put the boiler on the stove and the water was piping hot.
| poured several bucketfuls over a clod of Mama's "strictly
busi ness" soap and put the cl eanest and whitest clothes to
soak while | made the beds and cl eaned the upstairs. Wth
nost of the furniture out, it was a breeze, and | was back
down in a wnk, ready to start washing. But where was the

washboard? | searched both basenent rooms, the
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back porch and the kitchen twce. Finally |I |ooked in the
pantry, and there it stood | ooking saucily as if to say,
"I"ve been right here for years."

Keeping the boiler full of hot water was by no neans
the small est part of this mammoth job, since it had to be
haul ed bucket by bucket fromthe cistern. | corralled
Est her and Rachel and started a bucket brigade. Georgie,

t oo, caught on and went for one of the "dinner buckets" we
carried to school filled with sandwi ches and fruit. As |
replaced the soiled water in the-wash tub fromthe boiler
they had their pails filled and waiting to replenish the
boiler. Things took on a brighter hue as | discovered how
able and willing these little troopers were. Fromthen on
t hey were del egated many ot her chores, and | was to change
my m nd about their being "nothing but work"” |ong before our
three weeks were up. As soon as dinner was over--we always
ate our big neal at noon--1 put Georgie down for his nap,
finished up the wash, scrubbed the kitchen and dining room
floors, and then went to the organ.

It had taken nonths of persuasion, but Papa's
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resi stance had finally broken and he bought us an organ --no
sheet nmusic to play from just the organ. None of us could
read nusic anyway, so it was just as well. .Consuned with
the desire to play, | spent every spare mnute | had trying
to drumout tunes by ear. The girls were always fascinated
wi th the wheezing pedals and the whining tunes | was able to
produce. They had been given strict instructions when we
first got the organ not to go near it. tle found out |ater
that they thought there was sonme kind of ogre in there
maki ng t-he noise, but all that concerned us were the sticky
fingerprints.

| becane so engrossed that | forgot all about tine
and the usual evening chores--feeding chickens, bringing
home the stock fromthe fields, mlking the cows, fetching

wood and coal for the stoves, and | ocking up agai nst

predators. | was grateful to Nellie who called to ne with a
| oud whinny. | hurried out and saddl ed up with the kinder
close at heel. | gave the girls in-structions to have al

the watering troughs punped full of water and the eggs
gathered before | returned. "Keep Georgie with you every

mnute,” | warned, "and if you do
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your work well and don't get into mschief, I'll give each
one of you a ride on Nel,| when | get back." | knew by their
reactions | was going to get the best performance possi bl e,
for they all loved to ride on Nell.

The cattle were not hard to round up--their
appetites for beet tops were satiated and they were eager
for water. Besides, | had Rover, our dog, with nme and this
turned out to be one of his better days. W had al ways kept
a dog as far back as | could renenber, and his nane was
al ways Rover. This particular one was very willing but
uni quely inept at herding cattle. One tinme when several
steers had strayed, | said, "Rover, go get 'em" Wthout
even | ooking where | was pointing, he streaked straight for
the mddle of the herd scattering themin all directions.
Wth ears flopping and tail flying, his thunderous barks
brought conpl ete confusion--even to hinself. He stopped,
| ooked back at nme and practically said, "Now what do | do?"
To give himcredit, however, sonetinmes he' would conme up with
a good performance which nore than cancelled his bad ones.
One thing sure, Nell and | were never able to get away

Wi t hout
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him even though he was fast asleep in a hay stack or curled
up in a ball under the front porch; when we took off, he was
| opi ng al ong behi nd-

When | returned, the girls had finished their chores
and were waiting with joyous anticipation for their reward.
They each got a quarter-mle ride down the road and back
hanging on to ne for dear life and yelling, "Faster!

Faster!”

| rust have done sone grunbling about having nine
cows to mlk, because I no sooner got started when al ong
cane Esther and Rachel |ugging buckets half their sizes,
offering to help. | didn't think they could do it, but
decided to let themtry, and | was to be surprised again at
these two. | gave themthe gentlest and easiest ml kers,
and when their buckets were full | carried themto the
kitchen along with ny own, which neant a good many trips.

The mlk was strained into a | arge drum whi ch was
t he upper part of a creamsep arator. This piece of
machi nery al ways fascinated ne, probably because |I could

never understand how it knew which direction to send the
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mlk and which the cream This phenonenon took pl ace by
sinply turning the | arge wooden handl e fastened to a geared
wheel on one side of the separator. After a nonmentum was
gai ned, the wheel turned easily and the mlk was swirled and
agitated through discs and cylinders until the cream
separated itself fromthe mlk, or vice versa. After the
separation, the mlk flowed fromone of the two spouts in a
thick streamformng a mound of foamin the bucket, and the
cream in a nuch finer stream enptied into an earthenware
jar fromthe other spout.- A proper speed had to be
mai ntai ned to keep the "innards" of this iron horse
functioning at its best, and doing this and keeping the drum
repl eni shed posed a problem Mama was al ways in the kitchen
getting supper when this task was performed so she kept the
drumfilled, but how was | going to manage this feat al one?
After much thought, | pulled the bench we kept in
the kitchen close to the separator and lined the buckets of
mlk onit. Keeping the wheel circling with ny left arm |
heaved t he buckets up to the drumwth nmy right, but try as

| mght, | couldn't pour their contents



wi thout spilling a goodly amount fromeach pail. Finally, |
sent Rachel for one of the mlking stools. | placed it
close to ne and had her stand on it. Mking sure she was
out of the wheel's orbit, | placed her hand next to m ne on
the handl e, and we went the rounds together several tines
until she got the hang of it. "Keep it rolling,” | shouted
over the grinding din and quickly dunped nore mlk into the
maw of this gurgling nonster. It took only seconds to
regain the | ost speed and Rachel was back at her job hel ping
Est her-replace full buckets of foany mlk for enpty ones
under the mlk spigot. This operation worked beautifully,
and after that we could dispense with nopping up afterwards.
By the tine we toted all the skimed m |k back out
to the calves, the pigs, the chickens and the cats and dog,
my arnms were al nost nunb. We | ocked up the animals and went
in to supper which consisted of corn-flakes with plenty of
m |k and cream and sonme of Mama's canned fruit; | was nuch
too weary to think of cooking. After our frugal repast, the
separator had to be dis-mantled, thoroughly washed and its

inward parts placed
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in the warm ng cl oset on the stove to sweeten over-night. |
banked the fire, took the little lanp fromits bracket on
the wall, and we all trudged upstairs ,to bed.

Sonetinme during the night, | was awakened by strong
conplaints fromny arnms. They were used to hard work but
not hing |i ke what was demanded of themthat day. During the
sl eepl ess hours that followed, | nmade up ny mnd | was goi ng
to be kinder to themthe next day. | was envious of the
children's calm peaceful slunber but glad for their close
proximty. | also felt thankful that they insisted we all
sleep in the same room The eerie, nournful cries of
coyotes and the wind whistling th-rough the enpty roons were
not conducive to lulling ne back to sl eep.

My arns felt fairly confortable by norning, but I
dreaded the ordeal of again coaxing m |k fromseven COA5
However, after a leisurely breakfast of the usual hot
oat real and bacon fresh fromthe snokehouse, | felt better
and we all headed out for the corral. It was later than

usual , and the cows were voicing their
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i npati ence with bl atant persistence. The mlking done, the
stock fed and turned out, and the battle with the separator
behind us, we all filed outdoors into..the-warm autum
sunshine. | stretched ny full length on the platform
covering the cistern and watched the children and Rover play
in the neadow nearby. Earlier in the spring it was covered
with a vivid display of wild flowers, vying for t.@ir place
in the sun, but nowit was carpeted with a thick brown turf
whi ch afforded protection for boney, little knees when

Rover _got overly ranbuncti ous.

My thoughts were occupied with school days and |
yearned to get back to nmy classroom | wondered about al
the other states we studied in geography and felt sure none
could conpare with this one. @here else could you find
great thickets of Cottonwoods, with mles and mles of
grain, alfalfa or sugar beet fields in-between? O |arge
cherry and apple orchards with their delicate pink bl ossons
perfumng the air in spring? In late sunmer, Papa would
hitch up the wagon and call to us children to gather up al

the mlk buckets, dish pans
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and every other avail able container we could find. "W're
goi ng cherry picking" he'd announce. It was always a full-
day project, so Mama packed a lunch for us. Inevi-tably, we
had to pick enough cherries for the farnmer first to pay for
what we took hone. Papa didn't believe in |laying out noney
for anything he could get in exchange for work. Wth so
many of us picking, it wasn't too difficult and considering
what we took hone in our stomachs, | don't think the farnmer
came out too nuch ahead. Wth our teeth painfully on edge,
we didn't care whether we ever saw anot her cherry--another
plus for Mama. She was able to can themall, which kept us
in pies and cobblers all winter. This sanme routine worked
for apples and raspberries later in the season. W had to
drive to La Porte for the raspberries, a long trip for US.
La Porte was nestled at the base of the foothills, and we
all | oved going there because we got a cl oseup of the
nmount ai ns, and the air was so cool and refreshing. Most of
all, raspberries were our favorite fruit, and our capacity
for them seened insatiable. Mma concocted endl ess desserts

with them but ou-t first choice was
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al ways blintzes filled with crushed, sugared berries, rolled up
and covered with thick cream-sweet or sour; it di dn ' t
matter.

The next several days | spent a good deal of tinme at
the organ and playing ganes with the children. | knew Thursday
was butter-churning day and there would be no time for
horseplay, but little did | realize what that chore entail ed.
It took a | arge chunk of hours fromthe forenoon with all of us
spelling each other to persuade butter out of the cold cream
W were glad to hear the thick, nmuffled sound give way to |ight,
spl ashi ng noi ses which told us the first step was ended. The
children ran for their cups, and we all drank our fill of the
cold, refreshing butterm |k pouring fromthe uncorked spout. |
washed the butter several times in fresh water, then in slightly
salted water, to insure that no trace of butterm |k rennined to
turn the butter strong. Mama prided herself in the fact that no
one had ever returned her butter to the grocer with this
conpl aint, or any other for that matter. The fact was, nost of

the villagers knew that she brought her butter on Fridays,
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and they were waiting for her precious load, all tied up in
a white linen tablecloth and nestled in the clothes basket
for easier handling. After kneading forty pounds ,of cold
butter until the water ran clear, | knew Mana earned every
bit of that praise--however, ny education in butternmaking
had just begun.

After dinner Georgie was put down for his nap, and
again we fornmed an assenbly line to tackle the last of this
job. Esther dunked the white, rectangul ar sheets of treated
paper in water and placed them side by side in rows across
the large table. | unnolded a pound of butter on each sheet
and Rachel wrapped it up, nice and neat. They were pushed
al ong to Esther who put our indelible stanp--F. Schreiner--
on each one and placed it in the linen-1ined basket.

Long before the forty pounds were nol ded, ny right
wi st began troubling ne. Forcing the butter down into the
corners and kneading out all the air bubbles denmanded
considerable wist action. By the tine the |ast pound was
pl aced on its wapper, ny wist felt al nost broken. | tied

the four ends of the cloth over the
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butter, and we pushed the basket into the pantry to keep
col d.

Getting through the evening chores was the nost
difficult task yet. | had tried several tines, unsuc-
cessfully, to saddle Nellie one-arned, and was on the verge
of tears. W had only two neighbors living fairly close on
whom | could call for help. One was a young Japanese couple
who were very kind to the children. They bought mlk from
us, and every tine Rachel and Esther delivered it, the
couple would give thema treat. Once it was an orange, and
the girls thought it nust be Christmas tine as we never had
oranges except in our Christmas stockings. The other famly
was Swedi sh, and they had a son nanmed Roy who | oved to hang
around our place. | thought it was because he was an only
child and enjoyed visiting with the boys. But the boys were
gone, and he kept comng. He was tall and gangly and
several years ny senior. | began avoiding himlike the
plague. If | saw himfirst, | gathered the children in the
house, | ocked the doors and pulled down the shades. He knew

we were at hone, and | knew he knew, but that didn't seem
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to matter to either one of us in this gane; he kept com ng,
and | kept hiding. | was reluctant to ask either of our
nei ghbors for help, but predictably we soon saw Roy cone
| oping by on his horse, and when he saii us he rode up to
the barn and stopped. | gave ny black curls a flick and
put on ny nost engaging smle when | greeted him | told
himI| was unable to saddle flell and showed himmy wi st
whi ch was swol |l en and throbbing unmercifully. He offered
to saddl e her and bring in the stock, for which | felt nost
grateful. | vowed | was going to-be nicer to himin the
future, but that was a rash commtnent | failed to keep; as
soon as ny wist felt better, | went right back to ny old
tricks, for reasons | still can't
expl ain

Roy not only helped mlk the cows, but carried al
the mlk to the kitchen for us. He also offered to turn
the separator, but | got panicky with himin the house and
di sm ssed himabruptly, if not rudely. The girls and I
struggl ed through the battle with the Iron Monster by
oursel ves, as well as with the rest of the chores and

again, retired early. By norning ny wi st
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felt much better, but | was in no hurry to get to the
m | ki ng despite the noisy coomotion fromthe corral. W
i ndul ged ourselves in a leisurely breakfast, and when we
finally stepped out the back door | oaded with buckets, we
were greeted with a cheery, "Hello--1 thought you were never
going to get at your chores this norning," from Roy.

"Oh, | was't in any hurry,” | countered.

"How s your wist?" he asked.

"Some better," | said, careful not to sound too
i ndependent. | wanted help too much to di scourage himfrom
asking, and he didn't ask; he just reached for the pails and
headed for the corral. He helped us with all the chores and
again offered to turn the separator, but | was adamant on
t hat point.

After dinner, | out Ceorgie down, banked the fire
and cautioned the girls to keep the doors | ocked and not to
answer if anyone knocked. | rem nded them al so that they
were in full charge of Georgie, and they must not let him
out of their sight should he awaken before | returned. |

brought carrots and apples fromthe cellar
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for themto nibble on and then hitched Nellie to the buggy
and tied her to a post close to the back door. Besides the
heavy basket of butter, we had a full crate .of eggs that
had to be lifted into the buggy, and | had no desire to cart
ei ther one any farther than necessary. Wth the girls'
hel p, | got the basket and the crate wedged in tightly

bet ween t he dashboard and the seat, barely |eaving roomfor
nmy feet.

Ifelt very apprehensive as | left. | had never left
the children except to round up the cattle, and | didn't
like doing it now, but this was only one cause for ny
uneasiness. MW wist was still giving ne trouble and
protested strongly when pushed too far. | knew from
previous four-mle trips to the store with Mama how
terrified Nell was of cars, so | started pray-ing fromthe
first "giddap" that we wouldn't neet any. There were only
three that | knew of in the whole community, so | didn't
think it an unreasonabl e request to nmake, but before | ong,
the black dot way down the road | ooned | arger and | arger
until it couldn't be m staken for anything but our

nei ghbor's bl ack Ford chugaing its
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way toward us. | quickly turned Nell about face so she
couldn't see the oncom ng nenace, a tactic that always

wor ked with Mama, but Nell didn't feel the firmgrip on the
reins that Mama had. She reared and junped and carried on
so that | had to let go the reins and hold on to the sides
of the buggy to keep fromflying out. Feeling even nore
slack on the reins, Nell took off down the side of the road
where the clods and ruts nearly toppled us over. It seened
an eternity before Nell swerved too close to the fence al ong
si de of-the road hooki ng one of the buggy shafts tight. To
say we cane to an abrupt stop wouldn't describe the jolt we
both got. Nell tunbled to her knees with a | oud shriek, and
| sonersaulted over the dashboard and onto her runp,
startling her into another loud snort. | slid to the
ground, trenbling and shaken but unhurt. | hastened to
confort Nell who settled down quickly and began nuzzling ne
until she saw the owner of the car hurrying toward US. |

felt her stiffen and quiver so | waved to himto go back--he

got the nessage and returned to his troubl e-maker and left.
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As soon as | got Nell untangled we were on our way
once nore. | was still much shaken but felt very gratefu
for two things. First, that | hadn't succunbed to the
tenptation of bringing the children, and second, that we
had wedged the butter and eggs in good and tight. |
deci ded Provi dence was | ooking over us after all; | had
begun to doubt that when | saw the bl ack nenace rattling
toward us.

At the store | purchased the usual weekly supplies
with a few luxury itenms tucked in. -The delicious snell of
bananas overwhel ned ne, and the joy of picking out ny
favorite cookies fromthe various bins was too nuch to
resist. | didn't forget the bag of candy that was al ways
expected by the children on shop-ping day. The grocer
advised ne that | still had credit comng, but | told him
to hold it over for- next week. Together we | oaded the
buggy for ny trek hone.

The trip home was qui ck and uneventful, and | was
as glad to see the children as they were to see ne. They
hel ped cart in groceries and sanpled goodies to their

hearts' content. The rest of that day was occupi ed
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with getting chores done, and I, for one, was happy when
bedti me cane. Before taking the little lanp fromits
bracket, | put the |large chunk of beef | had purchased in a
deep kettle of water to simer slowy on the ac of the
stove. The next day was Saturday--the day Papa and Mama
were com ng honme--and | planned to surprise themwth their
favorite nmeal. Soup, stout and thick, was always a wel conme
dish to all of us, but especially to then,; | ainmed to have
t he best ever.

The next day dawned cold and blustery, and |
was doubly glad | had planned for soup. Rushing through the
nmor ni ng chores at maxi num speed gave us plenty of tine to
scrub and shine up the house. As soon as the noon neal was
over, the children began to get anxi ous and nmade countl ess
trips out to the road, looking longingly for the famliar
sSpring wagon com ng over the rise. Each tine the tots cane
back | ooking nmore sad and forlorn, especially Georgie.

"Why aren't they com ng?" asked Rachel, "They shou
d be here by now "

And from Esther, "Are we sure this is the right
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day?"

"Maybe Queenie Horse is too tired to hurry,”
suggest ed Rachel .

"How | ong are they going to stay?" and "Wen can we
go back with then?" The questions kept com ng, and | kept
stalling for answers. Finally |I got an inspiration. "Let's
make sone taffy candy." This brought hand-cl appi ng and
squeaks of delight. W all loved pulling taffy and it was
one of our neans of entertainment reserved especially for
Sunday afternoons. | quickly got the old stove cracklin' by
plying it with plenty of hard wood, then gathered all the
par aphernalia necessary to get this project rolling.

Cooki ng took a neasure of tinme that had to be dealt wth, so
| suggested we play hide the thinble. After we all had a
turn at being "it," we filed back into the kitchen to check
on the candy. A blob dropped into a di pper of cold water

| ooked and felt okay to me, so we started the cooling down
process. In a short tinme we were all trying to keep this
gooey ness held together |ong enough to pull it into ropes

that even slightly resenbled taffy. It



slithered through the children's fingers, on to their
clothes, the floor, and even found its way into their hair.

"Are you sure this is the kind of candy you pul | ?"
asked Est her.

"How long will it take to be taffy?" Rachel wanted
to know, "because | don't want nmy hands all sticky when Mana
cones hone, "

Ceorgie just sat dreamly on his chair by the table
maki ng nud pies out of his pittance of-goo. | hadn't put
hi m down for his nap, hoping, along with the children, that
our parents would be hone shortly after dinner. | did gain
my obj ective--keeping the children's thoughts diverted--but
at what a price! Wuat | was able to salvage of this
di saster went onto a platter and was placed in the pantry
wel | out of sight, but it hadn't finished with its trouble
maki ng yet!

| had barely gotten the ness cl eaned up when | heard
Nel | and Queen whi nnying excitedly to each other. "fel
al nost junped the corral fence, she was so glad to see

Queen. But they couldn't have been as glad as we
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were to see Manma and Papa and vice versa. GCeorgie was
sinply ecstatic. The little fella nust have m ssed Mama
dreadfully for he couldn't let her out of his sight a

m nute. \Wen Mama put hi m down, he clutched a corner of
her 1 ong, Mther Hubbard and foll owed her everywhere she
went. After supper, he clinbed into her |ap and, cuddling
agai nst her anple bosom was rocked to sl eep.

Bef ore bedti ne, Papa was snooping around in the
pantry for a snack and cane upon the platter of taffy. He
came out with a smirk on his face, exclaimng, "Ach du
i eber, schneer kase." | admt it |ooked nore |ike cheese
than candy. | knew Papa didn't |ike sweets, but | couldn't
bring nyself to set himstrai ght before he shoveled a big
spoonful into his nmouth. | didn't know whether to | augh or
run when | saw the | ook on his face--1 did both. | hadn't
gotten out of earshot when | heard Papa expl ode, "Dunder

vetter, vas ist des seich?" "What is this stuff?" he wanted

to know. He hurried to the swill bucket and got rid of-it.
Mama and the girls were |aughing so hard at himthat he too
finally saw the hunmor of it. Not until then did I return

and join in.
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Qur tinme together passed all too quickly. Papa did
nost of the outside chores with Rachel and Esther tagging
al ong showing off all the things they had | earned to do. |
liked that; it gave ne tine to be alone with Mama who was a
constant source of reassurance to ne as well as guidance in
tasks where | felt least confident. It was the first tinme |
was willing to stay in the kitchen all day. Manma had set a
sponge the night before--a sponge consists of a cake of
yeast soaked at |east one hour in warmwater, five or six
| arge handfuls of flour, plus all the other ingredients that
go into bread making. This is set in a warm pl ace
overnight. Next norning nore flour is added until the right
consistency is reached for a snooth, pliable mass. |
wat ched Mama |i ke a hawk adding white flour to about two-
thirds of the sponge and rye flour to the rest--we all |oved
rye bread hot fromthe oven with plenty of butter and a
spritz of salt. These were set on the warm ng cl oset of the
stove for about two hours which gave us tinme to catch two
fat roosters, lop off their heads, pluck, clean, dress and

stuff themw th savory dressing. By noontine our table
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was groaning with | oaves of white and rye bread, crullers
and doughnuts. Mama was still juggling the roasting pan
with the roosters and two pans of coffee cakes in the oven
until they all reached their point of brown per-fection. By
the time we had eaten the nain course with gusto, the coffee
cakes had reached that warm tender deliciousness that no

ot her dessert coul d top.

It wasn't until Mama and Papa were all packed and
ready to leave that | renenbered the puny behavior of one of
the little calves which the children and | had coddl ed and
nursed--all to no avail. "Wy won't he eat?" the children
had wanted to know, an d "Wy can't he stand up by hinsel f?"
They had kept petting and talking to himwhile | had tried
to coax sonme warmm |k down his throat with little success.
| can't imagine why | forgot to nmention this problemto Papa
sooner; probably it was because | was too engrossed in
kitchen duties with Mana. "Papa, go and see what you can do
for this little calf in the back' barn,” | begged, "I forgot
to tel 3 you about him" Papa didn't want to take the tine

for it, but | pleaded with him and Manma, seeing
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my distress, insisted. Reluctantly he went, and when he
cane back his face | ooked grim but with no nore concern
than if he were asking nme to get an arm oad of wood, he
said, "If he doesn't get better in a day or two, take the
big but'cher'knife;an'd cut his throat."

"I can't kill him-1I won't," | protested. | | ooked
desperately to Mama, but she knew when it was tinme to | ook
the other way. She had |earned |ong ago what | was still in
the process of l|earning--that Papa's ways usually turned out
to be best even though they seened harsh and cruel at tines.
| turned and went into the house, tears stinging ny eyes,
relieved that the children foll owed the spring wagon out to
the road and stayed to watch it di sappear over the rise. |
had w t nessed nunerous butcherings of pigs and cattle in
vari ous stages of devel opnent--not w thout sone revul sion--
but | considered them necessary to our liveli-hood; | had
been trying to save this little fella's |ife and having the
burden of doing himin was just too nuch.

Al ny earnest petitions for the calf's recovery

were of no avail, and ny hopes dropped to nil when 1
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checked hi mon Wednesday norning. | wal ked slowy back to

t he house trying desperately to convince nyself that | had
no alternative. Remnding the girls that it was ,too cold
for Georgie to be out, and that they had to watch over him
until | returned, | took the knife fromits rack and started
back. By now | was thoroughly convinced of what had to be
done, but ny arnms and |l egs had turned to rubber. | cried

al oud, "Ch, God, give ne strength."

Suddenly | heard nyself saying, "Ch,-you silly
goose. \What's the matter with you--get on with it." | felt
so detached fromthe gruesoneness of it that it seened
conparatively sinple since there wasn't nmuch life left in
hi m anyway. | stepped out into the fresh air while deciding
what the next step would be. | knew | couldn't |eave him
there, and | knew that Papa would have dug a grave and
buried him but | didn't have the strength for that. |
finally took himby the tail and dragged himaway into the
stubbl es of a harvested grain field. There | said goodby to
himand left. Later that night, | was awakened by the

yel pi ng and snarling of the
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coyotes and knew that they had found him

The rest of the week passed nore quickly and
effortlessly for ne. | felt Iike a veteran, and ny
confidence soared to new heights. | just dared Nell to run
away wWith ne cone Friday, should we encounter the entire car
popul ation. | had told Mama about nmy wist and she pronptly
found the little wooden paddl e that was used for tanping
down the butter into the nold. She had di spensed with it
for her own use because she could work faster without it and
have no ill effect-S. It proved to be a blessing for ne,
however, on Thursday when it was butter-nmaking tinme again.
Though it didn't elimnate all the disconfort, |I was able to
let Nell know |l was in the driver's seat all the way to the
store and back. | nust confess, however, that we didn't
meet any bl ack nenaces.

It was chore tine again, and we no sooner got
started when Roy cane loping in on his horse. The three-
week harvest vacation that was allowed from school was over
and he was on his way hone. | felt enbarrassed because he

was back in school, and I wasn't. He sat
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there grinning and enjoying ny disconfort which infuri-ated
me, but | remained coldly polite. He asked about ny wi st
whi ch rem nded ne how grateful | should be, but ,all | could
do was wi sh he'd go away and | eave ne alone. He finally
obliged, and | never saw hi m agai n.

Butt er-maki ng day canme and went, and on Friday |
made ny last trip to the grocery store. Papa had told ne to
trade out all our remning credit and to get plenty of
staples, especially rice because we used lots of it, and it
woul d keep indefinitely. The grocer nust have been gl ad
that it was to be ny |ast day of exchange with him | kept
hi m busy subtracting a fewitens at a tine for fear |'d buy
nmore than our credit allowed. Papa had cautioned nme agai nst
over - buyi ng because he didn't want a bill to settle before
we left. After nunmerous sub-stractions, he inforned ne |
still had a couple dollars or thereabouts to go. Suddenly I
remenbered the rice. "OCh, yes," | said, beamng, "Gve ne a
hundred pounds of rice."

He gave ne a startled look. "Are you sure you want

a hundred pounds of rice?" he asked dubi ously.
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"Oh yes," | assured him "we always buy by the
hundred pounds. ™

"That will do it," he said, relieved, and enphati -
cally closed our account. | didn't think it canme out al
t hat even, but suspected if anyone was ahead it was |, and |
was happy to be shed of this responsibility. Wile the
grocer was | oading the buggy his conscience nust have
pronpted himto ask again, "Are you sure your parents want a
hundred pounds of rice?" | reassured him and he said, "Al
right, I can load it for you, but how are you going to get
it unl oaded?"

"Oh, don't worry about that. | can do it." But |
hadn't figured on a hundred pounds being so heavy, and
westling that sack of rice into the house took a | ot of
doing, even with the help of the girls.

The rest of the tinme passed quickly as we were
| ooking forward to the final nove. Qur parents cane in one
of the wagons and Jack and Benny in the other. Papa and the
boys sacked grain and gathered up all the farminpl enents
while r-lama and | packed everything that wasn't needed up

to our |ast breakfast we were to share together
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inthis house. 1In clearing out the pantry, Mama asked,
VWhat in the world is in this hundred-pound sack?"
"Rice," | announced proudly.

"That's all rice in there? she excl ai ned.

"Yes, rice. You told ne to get plenty of

staples,” | replied.

"But a hundred pounds of rice--that will |ast us
forever!" For the first tinme it dawned on nme how nuch
cooked rice a hundred pounds woul d make. W both saw t he
hurmor of it and had a good | augh, and | ater when the boys
| oaded it they teased nme unnercifully.

"Are you sure we won't run out of rice before
wi nter is over?" asked Jack jokingly.

"We' Il have enough of this stuff left to throw at

your weddi ng,"” chined in Benny.

But Papa was kinder, and said "Des lust nar gute

sein, mr kann des all veck schaffen.” (Just never m nd, we

can get rid of all of it). Next to soup, rice was Papa's
favorite neal.
After supper and di shes were done, Papa called us

all back around the table to lay out the plans in
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detail for the next day. "D e Mutter und die kinder wll

head out first in the buggy," he said, "Then Jack and Benny
with the wagon | oaded with the heavy equi pnent, then ny
wagon with the remai nder of the househol d goods, sone hay
and grain, and several of the small cal ves.

"Mollie," he said, |ooking at nme, "You and Nell w I

have to drive the cattle over."

"Me?" | piped, incredul ous.
"Ya, mne kind," Papa, nodded. "You're yet young,
but with Mary ferhiraut, who else could do it?" | knew

ei ther one of the boys would have gladly switched with ne,
but it took two strong nmen to unload the heavy articles they
wer e haul i ng.

Chores were done by lantern |ight the next norning
in order to get an early start. Mama and the children | ed
t he exodus in the buggy; the boys wheel ed out behind her,

next cane Papa, his wagon piled high wth hay and sacks of

grain and several of the smallest calves. Bringing up the
rear were Nell and | driving the herd with Rover at our
heels. The cows whose cal ves were in the wagon | ed the herd

al ong- - anot her one of
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Papa' s ingenious ideas. He knew the cows would try to get
to their calves, so he kept just far enough ahead to keep
the herd noving at a good, steady pace.

Mama and t he boys stretched the distance farther
and farther between us until | lost sight of themcom
pletely. This saddened nme enough, but | made the m stake
of giving one |last look fromthe rise at the hone where |
had | earned and experienced so nuch and was sure no ot her
pl ace woul d ever seem so dear. | was renenbering nostly
t he sunny hours shared with ny sisters and brothers,
wi t hout the burden of responsibilities. The |unp that
arose in nmy throat lingered for many a mle.

The stock was behaving fine and noving along well --
all except Jennie, our nule, and a frisky colt that seened
to have the wanderlust. At every crossroad, they would go
tearing off, and by the tinme Nell and | got them headed
back, we had done considerable extra traveling. Before our
trek was over, | had them both condemmed to everlasting
perdition.

By noon, we reached the farner's place where
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Papa had nade arrangenents to water and rest the stock for
an hour. | slid fromthe saddle glad to stretch ny | egs and
to attend to personal matters. The farnmer hel ped Papa feed
and water the stock while | washed sonme of the dust off ny
face and hands at the cistern. | took the basket with the
baked chi cken, bread and butter sandw ches and crisp, juicy
appl es that Mama had prepared for us to a grassy plot where

Papa and | shared our fare with Rover. An hour's rest did

wonders for us all, and we were ready to head out again.
Al went well until |late afternoon when the cows'
bags began filling up in spite of the fact that Papa had

m | ked sonme from each one during our respite to feed the
calves. It was past their usual mlking tinme and they and
their calves were bawl ing back and forth, frustrating the
whol e herd. Papa decided to forge ahead as fast as he
coul d, but he assured ne one of the boys woul d be back soon
torelieve ne. | felt conpletely deserted when the distance
grew between us, but again, it was the only way.

W were traveling west and | was watching the

sun inching its way toward the twi n peaks where it dipped
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out of sight this time of year. A naggi ng uneasi ness kept
me fromfully enjoying the splash of crinson and gold
covering the western sky. No sooner had the sun di sappeared
when nmy worst fears were realized. Two coyotes appeared as
if by magic on one of the hills in the distance. Their
silent silhouettes against the fading glow of the sky filled
me with terror for I knew they were watching us very
carefully. The encroachi ng darkness quickly swal | onwed up
the twilight, and for a while we were in alnost tota
dar kness.

The frosty, night air was beginning to get to ne,
even through the heavy sweater Mama insisted | bring al ong.
| was becom ng so stiff and saddle sore that | |onged to get
down and wal k, but fear prevented ne. Stories were told
t hat coyotes al ways travel ed i n packs because al one, they
were cowards. Their strategy was to isolate one animal, run
himto a safe distance while calling signals back and forth
then close in. No matter which route the unfortunate'takes,
he's trapped.

At the next crossroad, | had to turn the cattle

north, and nmule-like, this time Jennie chose to go
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straight ahead with the colt alongside. | spurred Nell hard
to get themback in a hurry, and just as | was turning them
| saw the flashing eyes of two coyotes unconfortably close.

| screaned at the top of ny lungs and saw themturn and
slink away as silently as they had cone, with Rover hot on
their trail. 1In a panic, | called himback sharply, putting
all the force of command in ny voice that | could nuster.
kept it up until | saw hi mbounding back and literally fold
up at Nell's feet. | slipped off Nell to pet himand | ong-
ed tolet himrest a bit, but | was too afraid to stop even
a m nute.

By this time, the steers were adding their pro-tests
to the bawls of the cows, causing a general slow down--I
think they were telling ne all they wanted was to bed down
and call it a day. That's what | wanted too, but first |
want ed sonething in nmy stomach, then a bath and a warm bed
to stretch out in. Thanks to the stars which were now
shining brightly through the cold night air, we could see
our way, and | lost my fear of the coyotes. It seenmed an

eternity since Papa left, but
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having no watch I had no idea how long it had actually
been. | only knew |l was nunb with cold and so weary that |
dozed off, or at |east hovered in that state, when | heard
approachi ng hoof-beats in the distance and thought it was
Roy again comng to nmy rescue. Even he would have been

wel comed with open arnms. It was Benny who was trying to s
aeneto full consciousness so he could get |la coat on ne.
"You're to go hone as fast as you can," he said, then gave
a loud whistle and a ityi ppee" to get the cattle noving
faster. He tried to get Rover to stay with him but Rover

turned a deaf ear.

By the tine | reined in at our new hone, Bill was
there ready to put up Nell, and Mama greeted nme with .open
arns and a bowl of hot soup. | insisted that Rover, who

was whi ning softly at the door be fed and housed first.
Freda and Leona had al ready fixed hima cozy place to sleep
and were only too glad to feed and get re-acquainted with
him The last thing | renenbered after a hot bath and
climbing into a bed warned wth bl anket-wap ped bricks was
hearing the bawling herd comng hone. | felt grateful for

that and for many other things too.



Two of the nost immediate were a full stomach and a warm
bed, but nost of all | was grateful that The Big Myve was'
behind us. | fell asleep with the warm gl ow of Mama's
sincere blessing, "Well.done, thou good and faithful

servant," ringing in ny ears.
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