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Taking Pictures

On Monday Fox and Millie went to the fair. 

“Let’s have our picture taken,” said Fox. 

“Oh, yes, let’s do,” said Millie.

“Click,” went the camera. And out came the pictures. 

“Sweet,” said Millie. 

“One for you and one for me,” said Fox.
On Tuesday Fox and Rose went to the fair.
“How about some pictures?” said Fox. 

“Tee-hee,” said Rose. 
“Click,” went the camera.  And out came the pictures.
“Tee-hee,” said Rose. 
“I’ll keep mine always,” said Fox.
On Wednesday Fox and Lola went to the fair. 

“I don’t have a picture of us,” said Fox.
“Follow me,” said Lola.
“Click,” went the camera. And out came the pictures.
“What fun!” said Lola. “I’ll carry mine everywhere.” 

“Me too,” said Fox.
Back
A Good-bye Party 

Mother Bear baked a cake. Little Bear made lemonade. 


Mother Bear said, “Let us eat up all the cake.  If we do, 
then it will not rain tomorrow.” 


“Let it rain,” said Little Bear.  “Emily will not be here tomorrow to play with me.” 


“Anyhow,” said Emily, “We can eat up the cake.  And 
we can drink the lemonade.” 


So they ate the cake, and drank the lemonade, and talked 
and talked.  Then it was time for Emily to go home. 


Father Bear said, “Don’t let Lucy break any more arms.” 


“Oh no,” said Emily. 


Emily hugged her doll, and said, “Lucy wants to say 
good-bye, too.  Say good-bye to Little Bear, Lucy.”  Emily 

made Little Bear hold Lucy. 


He ran into his room and came back with a pretty toy 
boat. 

Back
Apples

“Amanda,” said Adam, “do you know where apples come from?” 


“Why, yes,” she replied. “In boxes. I’ve seen them.” 


“They may end up in boxes,” Adam told her. “But they grow on trees.” 


He thought of the young tree he so loved to sit under. 


“In the spring,” he went on, “the apple tree is covered with the nicest 
pink and white flowers.  I don’t think there’s anything that can make you feel 
as happy as an apple tree in blossom.” 


“What’s the bee buzz?”  Amanda wanted to know. 


“The bees love the sweet-tasting blossoms.  Sometimes there are so 
many bees in the apple tree that it sound as if the tree is singing.  Later, the blossoms fall off and the apples begin to grow.” 


“—and end up in boxes in the fall.” Amanda laughed. 


Then she said thoughtfully, “You know a lot of important things, 
Adam.” 


Adam pondered that. “In the country,” he said, “you get to know about 
roots – about where things come from.” 

Back
The Box
Gloria and my father set the box down in front of us. It was tied with a 

strong cord.  I moved my feet away from it. 

"Now your job," my father said to us, "will be to open this box." 

"O.K.," Huey said, rubbing his ring. 

"I don't want to," I said.

Gloria looked at me sympathetically.  Even my father looked a little bit 

sorry. 

"I don't want you to go into this without a fighting chance," he said. "Wait 

a minute." 
He went into the kitchen. 
I looked at the box.  I tried to sense what was inside it.  All I could sense 
was darkness.  And breathing. 

"Gloria," I whispered quickly, "do you know what's inside there?  Would 

you say it's really dangerous?"

"I would say, "Gloria began, "that if I were you, I would say my prayers." 

"Well, here you are," my father said cheerily. 

He was carrying two kitchen knives.

I started making a plan. Huey and I could stab the box to shreds.
Back
A Strange Tomato 

I wondered if Chester hadn’t dreamed the whole thing. He did admit he’d fallen asleep and, as I’ve said, he has quite an imagination. But I was game. After all, there hadn’t been any excitement in this place for days. Chester and I took our positions under the kitchen table. We didn’t have long to wait. 


“Holy cow!” Mr. Monroe yelped as he opened the refrigerator door. He took this funny-looking white thing out of the fridge and held it at arm’s length. 


“Peter, come down here!” 


“What is that?” I whispered. 


“Beats me,” Chester answered. “It looks like a white tomato.” 


“Very funny,” I said, as Pete came into the kitchen. 


“Peter, have you been playing with your chemistry set in here?” 


“No, Dad. Why?” 


“I thought this might be one of your experiments. Do you know what it is?” 


“Gee, Dad, it looks like a white tomato.” 


Just then, Mrs. Monroe and Toby came in the door. 


“What’s all the fuss about?” Mrs. Monroe asked. 


“We were just trying to figure out what this is.” 

Toby pulled it down so he could get a better look. 

“Well,” he said, “it looks to me like a white tomato.” 

Mr. Monroe took a good long look. 

Back
A Great Team 

Justin looks down at the card. “I’ll do the pasting. You do the cursive.” 


Looking at the gobs of paste, I think “messy.” If neatness counts, with me the count hardly gets to one. 


Justin, on the other hand, is very neat about pasting things. 


My handwriting is much better. 


Another example of what a great team we are. We help each other out. We also learn things at about the same time, and when one of us learns first, he or she helps the other one out. When I learned to make the “e” go forward, not backward, I taught Justin. He helps me with fractions, which I only half understand. We both whisper words to each other in reading group when we need help – a great team. 


Justin keeps pasting. 


I keep writing. 


We “send” one postcard to Justin’s father, who got a new job and has to live alone in Alabama. Justin, Danny, and his mother are staying here, in New Jersey, until their house gets sold. 


That’s taking a long time. 


Secretly, I’m glad. 


Sometimes Justin gets a little sad. 


I’m not glad about that. 


I know how Justin feels about missing his father.  When my parents got a divorce, my dad moved far away, to another country, so I never get to see him and he hardly ever calls. 

Back
Going to Africa 

Then one day when Grace got home from school, she saw a letter on the table with a crocodile stamp on it. Grace knew it must be from Papa, but it wasn’t Christmas or her birthday. 


“Guess what!” Ma said. “Your papa sent the money for two tickets to visit him in Africa for your spring vacation. Nana says she’ll go with you if you want. What do you say?” 


But Grace was speechless. She had made up so many fathers for herself, she forgot what the real one was like. 


Grace and Nana left for Africa on a very cold gray day. They arrived in the Gambia in golden sunshine like the hottest summer back home. It had been a long, long trip. Grace barely noticed the strange sights and sounds that greeted her. She was thinking of Papa. 


I wonder if Papa will still love me? thought Grace. He has other children now, and in stories the youngest is always the favorite. She held on tightly to Nana. Outside the airport was a man who looked like Papa’s photo. He swung Grace up in his arms and held her close. Grace buried her nose in his shirt and thought, I do remember. 


In the car she started to notice how different everything seemed. There were sheep wandering along the roadside and people selling watermelons under the trees. 


And when they reached her father’s compound, there was the biggest difference of all. A pretty young woman with a little girl and a baby boy came to meet them. Grace said hello, but couldn’t manage another word all evening. Everyone thought she was just tired. Except Nana. 


“What’s the matter, honey?” she asked when they went to bed.  “You’ve got a father and a brother now, and they even have a dog!” 


But Grace thought, “They make a storybook family without me.” 

Back
Flat Stanley is Sad 

Stanley waited for a long time before he spoke. “The thing is,” he said, “I’m just not happy any more. I’m tired of being flat. I want to be a regular shape again, like other people.   But I’ll have to go on being flat forever. It makes me sick.” 

“Oh, Stanley,” Arthur said. He dried his tears on a corner of Stanley’s sheet and could think of nothing more to say. 

“Don’t talk about what I just said,” Stanley told him. I don’t want the folks to worry.  That would only make it worse.” 

“You’re brave,” Arthur said. “You really are.” 

He took hold of Stanley’s hand. The two brothers sat together in the darkness, being friends. They were both still sad, but each one felt a little better than he had before. 

And then, suddenly, though he was not even trying to think, Arthur had an idea. He jumped up and turned on the light and ran to the big storage box where toys and things were kept. He began to rummage in the box.

Stanley sat up in bed to watch. 

Arthur flung aside a football and some lead soldiers and airplane models and lots of wooden blocks, and then he said, “Aha!” He had found what he wanted – an old bicycle pump.  He held it up, and Stanley and he looked at each other. 

“Okay,” Stanley said at last. “But take it easy.” He put the end of the long pump hose in his mouth and clamped his lips tightly about it so that no air could escape. 

“I’ll go slowly,” Arthur said. “If it hurts or anything, wiggle your hand at me.”  


He began to pump. At first nothing happened except that Stanley’s cheeks bulged a bit.  Arthur watched his hand, but there was no wiggle signal, so he pumped on.  

Back
The Big Wave


On days when the sky was bright and the winds mild, the ocean lay so calm and blue that it was hard to believe that it could be cruel and angry.  Yet even Kino never quite forgot that under the warm blue surface the water was cold and green.  When the sun shone, the deep water was still.  But when the deep water moved and heaved and stirred, ah, then Kino was glad that his father was a farmer and not a fisherman.  


And yet, one day, it was the earth that brought the big wave.  Deep under the deepest part of the ocean, miles under the still green waters, fires raged in the heart of the earth.  The icy cold of the water could not chill those fires.  Rocks were melted and boiled under the crust of the ocean’s bed, under the weight of the water, but they could not break through.  At last the steam grew so strong that it forced its way through to the mouth of the volcano.  That day, as he helped his father plant turnips, Kino saw the sky overcast halfway to the zenith. 


“Look Father!”  he cried.  “The volcano is burning again!”


His father stopped and gazed anxiously at the sky.  “It looks very angry,” he said.  “I shall not sleep tonight.”


All night while the others slept, Kino’s father kept watch.  When it was dark, the sky was lit with red and the earth trembled under the farmhouses.  Down at the fishing village, lights in the little houses showed that other fathers watched too.  For generations fathers had watched earth and sea.

Back
El Diablo


The lagoon where the old man lived was about seven leagues from La Paz, and we should have reached it by midnight.  But the currents and the wind were against us, so it was near dawn before we sighted the two headlands that marked the lagoon’s hidden entrance.  

You could pass this entrance many times and think that it was only an opening in the rocks that led nowhere.  But as soon as you passed the rocks, you came to a narrow channel that wound like a snake between the two headlands for a half mile or farther.


The sun was just rising when the channel opened out, and suddenly we were in a quiet oval-shaped lagoon.  On both sides of the lagoon, steep hills came down to the water, and at the far end lay a shallow beach of black sand.  Beyond were two scraggly trees and beneath them a cluster of huts where breakfast fires were burning.


It was a peaceful scene that lay before me, much like many other lagoons that dot our coast.  But there was something about the place that made me feel uneasy.  At first I thought it must be the barren hills that closed in upon the lagoon and the coppery haze that lay over it and the beach of black sand and the quiet.  I was soon to hear that it was something else, something far different from what I thought.


Carefully raising and lowering the paddle as if he did not want to disturb the water, the old man paddled slowly across the lagoon.  And though he had talked most of the time before we reached the lagoon, he now fell silent.  A gray shark circled the canoe and disappeared.  He pointed to it but said nothing.  

Back
Lucy and the Wardrobe


Once there were four children whose names were Peter, Susan, Edmund, and Lucy.  This story is about something that happened to them when they were sent away from London because of the air raids during the war.  They were sent to live in the house of an old professor in the heart of the country, ten miles from the nearest post office.  He had no wife, and he lived in a very large house with a housekeeper called Mrs. Macready and three servants.  (Their names were Ivy, Margaret, and Betty, but they do not come into the story much.)


He himself was a very old man with shaggy white hair, which grew over most of his face as well as on his head, and the children liked him almost at once.  But on the first evening when he came out to meet them at the front door, he was so odd looking that Lucy (who was the youngest) was a little afraid of him, and Edmund (who was the next youngest) wanted to laugh and had to keep on pretending that he was blowing his nose to hide it.


As soon as they had said good night to the professor and had gone upstairs on the first night, the boys came into the girls’ room, and they all talked it over.


“We’ve fallen on our feet and no mistake,” said Peter.  “This is going to be perfectly splendid.  That old chap will let us do anything we like.”


“I think he’s an old dear,” said Susan.


“Oh, come off it!” said Edmund, who was tired and pretending not to be tired, which always made him bad-tempered.  “Don’t go on talking like that.”


“Like what?” said Susan.  “And anyway, it’s time you were in bed.”

Back
Cherry Ann’s New Home

Cherry Ann felt happy.  When she was with Mother, she was always a little homesick for China.  But with Father she seemed almost to belong to this great, bustling America, so strange to her in so many ways.  Father had lived in California for years.  But Mother and Cherry Ann had left their village in southern China to join him just before the war began.  Her heart was divided between two countries and two ways of living, so that she didn’t really belong anywhere.  Sometimes it was a horrid feeling.


But alone with Father Cherry Ann forgot her troubles.  She loved getting up before sunrise on a summer morning to drive along the bay into San Francisco.  And she loved to sit on the high seat of the flower wagon with the old horse, Preciouse White Jade, clop-clop-clopping along.  This morning the mist lay over everything, almost hiding the water and headlands and islands.


They drove for a while in pleasant silence.  Out of the mist a great ship was seen slowly making its way down the harbor toward the Golden Gate.


“Another troopship,” sighed Mr. Su.


A few minutes later a smaller boat followed.  “Supply boat,” he said.  “The war in Europe is over, but still Japan has not surrendered.  And people are suffering.”


It was just then that Cherry Ann saw the envelope that lay almost out of sight on the floor of the flower wagon, with one corner showing.


She reached down and picked it up.  It was unopened and addressed to her father.

Back
Noah Webster:  The Word Watcher


The next time you use a dictionary, you may notice the name Webster on the cover.  Noah Webster was the man who wrote the first American dictionary.  He also wrote textbooks for American children.  Because of this, Noah became known as the “schoolmaster to America.”  


Noah Webster was born in 1758 and died in 1843.  As a boy, he lived on a small farm in the colony of Connecticut.  There Noah went to the village school.  When he was sixteen, he entered Yale College.  At this time the colonies were getting impatient with their treatment by England.  Noah and his friends held military drills so that they would be ready to fight if they had to.  (Once, George Washington stopped at Yale to observe the young men in training.)  Before Noah had graduated, he served as a volunteer in the American Revolution.  After the Revolution he went back to finish college.


After leaving college, Noah began teaching.  He loved to teach and was always eager to find better ways of helping children learn.  He thought quite a lot about spelling and pronunciation; it seemed to him that the old rules and the old books should not be used.  In his opinion, the new nation, which had just broken away from England, should have its own language and its own books.  A properly written spelling book, he thought, could do more to spread the American language across the country than any other kind of book.  It should help people learn the letters in the alphabet before they learned how to read.  It should show the pronunciation people used daily, and it should give the spelling of words that reflected the way they were pronounced.
Back
Many Moons


Once upon a time, in a kingdom by the sea, there lived a little princess named Lenore.  She was ten years old going on eleven.  One day Lenore fell ill from eating too many raspberry tarts and took to her bed.  

The Royal Physician came to see her and took her temperature and felt her pulse and made her stick out her tongue.  The royal Physician was worried.  He sent for the King, Lenore’s father, and the King came to see her.

“I will get you anything your heart desires,” the King said.  “Is there anything your heart desires?”

“Yes,” said the Princess.  “I want the moon.  If I can have the moon, I will be well again.”


Now, the King had a great many wise men who always got for him anything he wanted, so he told his daughter that she could have the moon.  Then he went to the throne room and pulled a bell cord, three long pulls and a short pull, and presently the Lord High Chamberlain came into the room.


The Lord High Chamberlain was a large, fat man who wore thick glasses which made his eyes seem twice as big as they really were.  This made the Lord High Chamberlain seem twice as wise as he really was.


“I want you to get the moon,” said the King.  “The Princess Lenore wants the moon.  If she can have the moon, she will get well again.”


“The moon?” exclaimed the Lord High Chamberlain, his eyes widening.  This made him look four times as wise as he really was.

Back
The Dun Horse


Many years ago there lived in the Pawnee tribe an old woman and her grandson.  These people were very poor.  They were so poor that they were looked down upon by the rest of the tribe.  They had nothing of their own.  Whenever the village moved the camp from one place to another, these two would stay behind to pick up anything that the other Indians had thrown away.  In this way they would sometimes get pieces of robes, worn out moccasins with holes in them, and bits of meat.


One day, after the tribe had moved away from its camp, this old woman and her grandson were following along the trail behind the rest.  Suddenly they saw a miserable old dun horse standing before them.  They supposed he had been left behind by some Indians.  He was thin and exhausted, and he was blind in one eye.  He had a bad sore back, and one of his forelegs was badly swollen.  In fact, he was so worthless that none of the Pawnees had wanted to drive him along with them.  But when the old woman and her grandson came along, the boy said, “Come now, we will take this old horse.  We can make him carry our pack.”  So the old woman put her pack on the horse and drove him along.


The tribe moved up the North Platte until they came to Court House Rock.  The two poor Indians followed them and camped with the others.  One day while they were here, a young Indian came hurrying into camp.  He told the chiefs that a large herd of buffalo was near and that among the buffalo was a spotted calf.

Back
Captain Stormalong


Captain Alfred Bulltop Stormalong was a sea-going Down East Yankee.  He was a sailor in the days when wooden ships and iron-muscled men traveled over the seven blue seas.  Where Alfred was born, nobody knows for sure.  Some say Kittery, some say Kennebunkport, some say Nantucket.  Wherever it was, at that time the land in New England wasn’t too good for farming.  That’s why many of the Down Easters in those parts went away to sea.  Among them was Alfred.


One morning in Ogunquit, the owner of the trim schooner called the Silver Maid was signing up hands for a voyage.  The Maid was going to take a cargo of furs and hides to China.  Then it was coming home with a cargo of silks and spices and tea.  The owner wanted a crew that could step lively.


The owner looked up from his desk and saw a fellow standing there, about a fathom long.


“It seems my name is Alfred Bulltop Stormalong,” said the fellow, “and I sort of think I want to be a cabin boy.”


“A tall fellow like you?” said the owner.


“Well, I think maybe I’m a bit too big for my township.  And maybe I’m a tiny bit overgrown for my age.”


“How old are you?” asked the owner.


“My folks say that I’m twelve, sort of going on thirteen.


“Well, that’s about the right age for a cabin boy, sure enough.  Are you healthy?” asked the owner.


“Sort of,” Alfred told him.  “I can crack a coconut with one hand, if I can get a coconut.  I can throw a salt mackerel a few feet farther than any young one in the township, they tell me.  When it comes to swimming, I’m as slick as an eel in a keg full of oysters.  I’m not considered sickly, by most people, that is.”

Back
The Big Onion


When Paul Bunyan arrived on the Big Onion, the first thing he set out to do was to build the largest logging camp in the world.  People from miles around came to see it when it was finished.  It was so big that when it was breakfast time in the kitchen, it was dinner time in the blacksmith shop at the other end of the camp.


Paul bought a great watch so that everybody would know when it was mealtime.  It was four feet across the face, and he tied it to his trousers pocket with a logging chain.  Of course, it cost a lot of money, but Paul said it gained enough time in the first three days to pay for itself. 


At dinner time Hot Biscuit Slim, the cook, would blow a huge dinner horn.  It was so large and made such a noise that he knocked down two hundred trees and started a windstorm on the Gulf of Mexico.  After that they decided not to use it.  Later they sold it, and the tin was used to put a new roof on the Capitol at Washington.


Day by day the camp covered more ground until the men had to take a week’s food with them when they walked form on end of it to the other.  Even the smokestack on the kitchen was so high, they had to have it hinged in the middle to let the clouds go by.  The dining room tables were two miles long.  The cookhouse boys wore roller skates so they could serve the food quickly.

Back
The Covered Wagon


“Children, children!”  Gretchen’s mother scolded.  “I want you to stop your noise now!”  Gretchen was not surprised that her mother was annoyed.  It seemed that her brothers and sisters were always fighting or teasing or giggling or laughing. 


The covered wagon, which had been their home for many weeks, was crowded.  Inside were farm tools, furniture, clothing, and food.  There was hardly any room left for Gretchen’s big family.  She was tired of the crowding and the noise.  “Won’t we ever get there?”  she thought wearily.


They were all tired of traveling.  The family had left Germany many months before, and the trip across the Atlantic Ocean was slow and hard.  Many people were sick in the dark and crowded quarters below deck.  When they finally docked in New York, the family boarded still another ship that took them to a Texas port on the Gulf of Mexico.


And now they were on the last part of their journey.  The wagon was taking them to a town in central Texas where they would make their new home.  Gretchen tried to think of something to do – some way to escape the stuffy wagon.  She looked at Daisy, the old gray mare, loaded with sacks of corn meal, following the wagon.  Gretchen had an idea.  Perhaps – perhaps she could ride on Daisy instead of inside the crowded wagon.  Yes, that was it!


Quickly she went to the front of the wagon where her father was in the driver’s seat.  “Papa,” she said, “I’m tired of sitting in the wagon.  Can I ride on Daisy’s back for a while?  Please?”

Back
The Bird of Seven Colors


There was a mother who had two daughters.  The elder, who resembled her mother, she loved very much, but she did not care for the younger daughter.  One day she sent the younger daughter to the fountain for water, and on the way the girl dropped the water pitcher and it broke.  The mother was furious.  To punish her daughter, she sent her from home to look for the Bird of Seven Colors who would mend the pitcher, and she told her daughter that she could not come home again until the pitcher was mended.


The unhappy girl set out without knowing which way to go to find the Bird of Seven Colors.  As she passed a mango tree, it spoke to her and asked where she was going.  She said she was looking for the Bird of Seven Colors.


The tree said, “When you find him, ask him why I, who am so big and leafy, give no fruit.”


The girl promised that she would and continued walking until she came to the seashore.  When the sea saw her, it asked where she was going, and she told it she was going in search of the Bird of Seven Colors.


The sea said, “When you find him, ask him why my waters, so vast and deep, hold no fish.”


The girl promised she would; then she went on until she reached the King’s house.  The King’s daughters asked her where she was going, and she told them her story.  They asked her, if she found the Bird of Seven colors, to ask him why they, being so beautiful, had no children.  The girl promised she would, and went on her way in search of the bird.

Back
You Can Get a Job!


Kids have always worked.  They’ve taken care of younger brothers and sisters, helped with the laundry, run errands.  But work that you get paid for is something special.  It’s a job.


Can a kid handle a job?  You bet!  We asked students in fourteen classes across the country to tell us about jobs they’d done, summer or not.  Almost all the 173 students who sent back the forms had earned some money working.  Most were very eager to hear about ways to earn more!  Maybe what we learned from them will answer some of the questions you might have about getting a paying job.


There were seven jobs that kids listed most often: babysitting, moving lawns, shoveling snow, delivering newspapers, running errands, walking dogs, and cleaning house.  Runner-up jobs included washing cars, taking out the trash, and caring for animals.  


A few wrote about unusual jobs.  One boy fixed bikes.  A girl washed dogs.  Two kids made money stacking firewood.  


Their answers show that jobs can be found anywhere.  Look around you.  See a dirty car that could use a wash?  A peeling fence that would look better with a new coat of paint?  A garden full of weeds?  You’re looking at jobs!  After all, a job is simply something that someone else can’t do, or doesn’t want to do.  So he or she will pay you to do it.


There are some jobs you won’t be able to do simply because you are too young to be hired.  Some states have strict laws that won’t permit businesses and stores to hire children.

Back
En Route to San Francisco


My name is Henry Harris Reed, and this is my journal.  Last year I kept a journal of what I did and used it as a report when school opened.  I got an “A” on it.  Miss Prescott, my English teacher, said it was very good, even though she did complain about the pages being sort of grimy.  Probably what upset Miss Prescott was the angle worm that got pressed between pages 42 and 43.  I remember using a worm as a marker, but I wouldn’t have closed the notebook on it.  I wonder if Midge could have done that?  That’s the sort of trick she’d think was hilarious.


Midge Glass was my partner in a research business in Grover’s Corner last summer.  We got to be good friends.  


Mr. Glass is a research chemist, and he is attending a convention in San Francisco.  Midge and Mrs. Glass are with him, and they are all going to drive back to New Jersey.  The trip is their vacation.  Since I was due to arrive in San Francisco at the same time they planned to be there, I was invited to drive back with them.  That was a lucky break for me.  I haven’t seen much of the United States.  


I went to the library and got out all the travel books I could find.  None of the guidebooks had the really important information that someone my age needs.  After about three days of reading, I could see that there is a crying need for a topnotch travel book about the United States.  I am going to keep this journal, and when the trip is over I’m going to edit it and publish it.

Back
Caddie Woodlawn


After the first few weeks, school had settled into a quiet routine.  For Caddie, the chief delight of school was the Saturday morning spelling bee.  On that day there was a review of the week’s work, and, after that, they could choose sides for a spelldown.  Each week the two best spellers, who stood out from the rest, were allowed to choose their teams for the next week.  Caddie and her brother Tom both had the sportsman’s love of any test of skill.  But Caddie was the better speller.  She pored over the tattered spelling book with excited concentration, and she was usually the first to toss back her curls and fling up her hand to let Teacher know that she was ready to spell.  She and Jane Flusher or Jane’s brother Sam were usually the last ones standing at the end of the match, and then it was a fierce struggle to see which of them would go down first.  The teacher had to turn to the back of the speller to “piccalilli” or “soliloquize” before either Caddie or the Flushers would be “spelled down” and have to take a seat in laughing confusion and defeat.


Saturday afternoons were free.  Sometimes the young Woodlawns went coasting or sleigh riding.  Sometimes they all went with Tom to set traps for muskrats on the ice.  Sometimes, and that was best of all, Father took Tom and Caddie and Warren with him to the mill, and let them skate on the millpond.  The ice froze there in a smooth sheet over the quiet pond, and only a little clearing of snow was needed to make good skating.

Back
Frontier Schools


When the first pioneer families settled in a new area, there were no schools of any kind.  Young children were sometimes taught at home in spare moments by an older brother or sister.  Or they would meet in a neighbor’s home for lessons in reading, writing, and arithmetic.  Their teacher was usually a pioneer woman with her own home and family to care for.  Often her blackboard was the dirt floor, and her chalk was a long stick.


A school was put up when enough children lived in an area.  Families worked together to gather the materials and build the school.  Most schools were built of wood, but on the plains where wood was scarce, schools were built of sod.  Both kinds of schoolhouses had dirt floors, unplastered walls, and few windows.


The schoolroom had no desks.  Children sat in rows on hard, flat wooden benches without backs.  Roxanna Rice, a pioneer girl in Kansas, described her early schooldays:  “I remember the first school I attended, a room crowded full of big boys and girls….I and my brother, with another boy, occupied a bench with no back, near the stove.  When the stove became too warm, we whirled around and faced the other side.  The boy with us wore a paddle fastened around his neck.  On the paddle were posted several letters of the alphabet and these were changed (by his parents) every day.  How I envied that boy because his parents were making such pains with him.”


Frontier schools, like frontier homes, had no electricity, no plumbing, and no running water.  The schoolrooms were poorly lighted.  The “restroom” was an outhouse, one for the boys and one for the girls.  The “drinking fountain” was a bucket and dipper kept in a corner of the room.

Back
Clara Brown: Finding Her Family


Like the “forty-niners” who came to California seeking gold at the end of the 1840s, the “fifty-niners” who came to Colorado ten years later had many plans for the wealth they hoped to find.  Some wanted to buy mansions and never work again.  Some simply hoped for enough money to buy their own farm.  

Clara Brown had a different dream.  Clara was the first black woman, and one of the first women of any race, to come to the Pikes Peak region of Colorado.  Like the other people who went there, Clara hoped to become rich.  She didn’t want money for herself, though.  She wanted it for just one thing:  to locate her family and bring them to her.  


Clara had been born a slave in Virginia around 1800.  She grew up in Kentucky, married there at age eighteen, and had several daughters and a son.  When Clara was thirty-five, her master died, and Clara and her family were sold.  Clara, her husband, and her children all went to different owners.


After twenty more years as a slave, Clara was freed.  She still, however, had to leave Kentucky or risk being made a slave again.  She went to St. Louis, Missouri, where she began working as a cook.


The fabulous gold fields of Colorado were the main subject of table talk at many a meal where Clara Brown set down the plates.  “Pikes Peak or Bust!” was the slogan on everyone’s lips.  The speakers seldom noticed the tall, sturdy black woman who listened so eagerly to their conversation.  Still less did they know the plan that was forming in her mind.

Back
Staying With Grandmother


I arrived at Grandmother’s house in a taxi.  I had my usual three suitcases, one for my pillow and my coin collection.  The doorman helped me take the suitcases up, and I helped him; I held the elevator button so that the door wouldn’t close on him while he loaded them on and off.  Grandmother’s new maid let me in.  She was younger and fatter than the new maid was the last time.  She told me that I should unpack and that Grandmother would be home shortly.


Grandmother doesn’t take me everywhere she goes and I don’t take her everywhere I go; but we get along pretty well, Grandmother and I.  


She doesn’t have any pets, and I don’t have any other grandmothers, so I stay with her whenever my mother and my father go abroad; they send me postcards.  My friend Clarence has the opposite:  three Eiffels and two Coliseums.  My mother and my father are very touched that I save their postcards.  I also think that it is very nice of me.


I had finished unpacking, and I was wondering why Grandmother didn’t wait for me.  After all, I am her only grandchild, and I am named Lewis.  Lewis was the name of one of her husbands, the one who was my grandfather.  Grandmother came home as I was on my way to the kitchen to see if the new maid believed in eating between meals better than the last new maid did.

Back
The House of Dies Drear

Lying flat on his stomach, Thomas looked into the hole; his head and shoulders disappeared inside.  It was then he lost his grip and fell head first into thin, black air.  He landed some five feet down, on damp sod that smelled like a mixture of yellow grass and mildew.  All the breath was knocked out of him.  He lay there unable to move or think for at least ten seconds, until air seeped back into his lungs.  Otherwise he seemed not to have hurt himself.


There was gray light filtering down from the opening of the steps to where Thomas lay, and he could see that he was at the edge of a steep stairway cut out of rock.  The stairs were wet; he could hear water dripping down on them from somewhere.


“Move slowly.  Think fast,” Thomas whispered.  “Keep in mind what’s behind and look closely at what’s in front.”


Thomas always carried a pencil-thin flashlight, which he sometimes used for reading in the car.  He sat up suddenly and pulled out the flashlight.  It wasn’t broken from the fall, and he flicked it on.  He sat in a kind of circle enclosed by brick walls.


Thomas got to his feet and made his way down the rock stairway into darkness.  At the foot of the stairs was a path with walls of dirt and rock on either side of it.  The walls were so close, Thomas could touch them by extending his arms a few inches.  Above his head was a low ceiling carved out of rock.  Such cramped space made him uneasy.  The foundation of the house had to be somewhere above the natural rock.  The idea of the whole three-story house of Dies Drear pressing down on him caused him to stop a moment on the path.  Since he had fallen, he hadn’t had time to be afraid.

Back
Canyon Winter


Peter was awakened by the old man lighting the fire and getting breakfast.  For a few minutes he lay with his eyes shut, reviewing his plan.


They ate breakfast in silence.  Afterward, Pickett puttered about the cabin.  He took out the ashes and changed his bedding.  Finally, he put on his old hat and coat, and went out.  Peter watched him head up through the timber.


Peter knew he should wait at least half an hour to make sure the old man had really gone, but he was too keyed up.  He got the spare sleeping bag out and stuffed some food into it.  Hastily, he made carrying straps with a length of rope and threw the sleeping bag over his shoulder.  He slipped out into the nearby brush and ran for the river.


The sleeping bag and canned goods were heavier than he’d expected.  They forced him to lean forward for balance.  But he was on his way home at last.  He began to jog along the shore until he reached the sheer canyon walls where the river plunged into the gorge.  For a moment his courage deserted him.  Then he stepped into the shallow water and waded to the first narrow, sandy beach.


Peter progressed from beach to beach.  He was trying to hurry, and he slipped and fell several times, once going in to his shoulders.  He felt the fierce drag of the current reach for him.  He grabbed for the jagged edge of a rock and climbed on top.  He stood shaking with fright and cold.  Slow down, he warned himself, this old river’s just waiting.

Back
Dangers Underground


It was still early in the morning when the lanky sixteen-year-old adjusted the burlap bag on his shoulder, glanced quickly around the Virginia countryside, and dropped into the hole at his feet that was almost concealed by a mass of low bushes.  He and his brother had found the hole the day before, and he knew it opened into a large passageway that looked as if it wound its way for miles underground.


He had wanted to explore the cave yesterday, but they hadn’t had the right equipment with them for spelunking.  Now he had returned alone with the things he needed to really see what was in the dark confines of the cave:  two large candles and plenty of matches, several of the blueberry muffins his mother had made for breakfast, some beef jerky to chew on if he should stay longer than planned, and a piece of charcoal.  His wool jacket and thick boots would keep him warm and dry underground.  He felt ready for adventure.


The only thing he hadn’t done, in fact, was tell anyone where he was headed.  His brother had said they would explore the cave together sometime next week, but the boy couldn’t see waiting that long.  He knew he was breaking the most important rules for spelunkers – first, never go underground alone, and second, let someone on the surface know of your plans for entering a cave – but it was too nice a day to worry, and he’d be back before anyone missed him.
Back
Telling Stories 

When Papa came home from work, he found Grace in the backyard.  He 
sat beside her under the big old jackfruit tree.  “This is where my grandma used 
to tell me stories when I was a little boy,” he said. 


“Nana tells me stories too,” said Grace. 


“Did she ever tell you the one about how your ma and I came to split up?” asked Papa. 


“I know that one,” said Grace, “but I don’t want to hear it right now,” and she covered up her ears. 


Papa hugged her.  “Would you like the one about the papa who loved his little girl so much, he saved up all his money to bring her to visit him?” 


“Yes, I’d like that one,” said Grace. 


“Okay.  But if I tell you that story, will you promise to try to be nice to Jatou?  You’re both very important to me,” said Papa. 


Grace thought about it.  “I’ll try,” she said. 


The next day they went to the market.  It was much more exciting than shopping at home.
Back
