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Jeb Smith was an ordinary boy until…. 
Jeb Smith was an ordinary boy who lived on the Nebraska prairie in the 

1890s.  Jeb enjoyed his pets Pinky the Pig and Moses the Dog, and he loved 

running across the grassy prairie with the wind pushing him along. He also loved 

fishing in the creek and playing with his friend, Al the Girl. 

   Then suddenly Jeb‟s comfortable world changed when his teacher, Miss 

Carrie Snider, came to live at their homestead.  In the 1890s, most homesteading 

families took their turns boarding the teacher, so Jeb should not have been 

surprised, but he was. He didn‟t know if he could survive a year of living with 

Miss Snider. 
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Chapter One –          

Jeb’s New Teacher 
 

 

 

 "Jeb Smith, you come here this minute!" 

  Jeb stopped petting his pet pig Pinky's smooth pink ears. "Sounds like Ma 

means what she says," he told Pinky.  "I'd better get in there."    

      Jeb jumped up and put Pinky back in her cage in the barn. He brushed 

clinging wisps of straw from his faded blue bib overalls and out of his carrot red 

hair. 

      "Jeb Joseph Smith!"  This time Ma's voice sounded like she was marching 

out to the barn to drag him in by the ears. Jeb started to run, thinking about the 

sting of Ma's switch.  "Spare the rod and spoil the child," was one of Ma's favorite 
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sayings and she usually said it when she was limbering up her switch.  Jeb wasn't 

sure what it meant exactly, except trouble for his legs from the switch. 

Jeb dashed through the crisp October air, flung open the door and burst into 

the kitchen. "I was just finishing up my chores," he mumbled sliding into his seat 

at the table. Out of the corner of his eye he saw that Pa's place was empty. Pa must 

be already out in the fields plowing. Jeb speared the biggest wheat cake and a piece 

of sausage right out from under his brother Tim's nose. Tim grabbed for them, but 

he wasn't quick enough. Tim stuck out his tongue at Jeb and hissed, "I hope they 

make you sick, you sausage stealer!"  

Jeb was still chewing on the sausage when the idea hit him like a hailstone. 

If he suddenly got sick, he wouldn't have to go to school.  If he didn't have to go to 

school he wouldn't have to worry about the new teacher and Big Jack and the other 

problems at school.  Going to school in a small schoolhouse huddled on the prairie 

in this year 1892 wasn't easy, and if he found a way to get out of going to school he 

would take it. Jeb quickly glanced at Ma and moaned.  He squirmed. Ma kept 

pouring buckwheat batter on the griddle.  Maybe he needed a louder moan.  

"Ohhhhhhhh!" Jeb moaned. 

      This time Ma turned around.  "Are you boys fighting again?" 

      "No, Ma. Jeb's just moaning about something," Tim said.             
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"What's the matter, Jeb?" 

      "I don't feel too good, Ma. I think I'd better go back to bed." 

      Ma came over and put a cool hand on Jeb's forehead. "You don't seem to be 

running a fever. Where does it hurt?"   

    "In my stomach and ears and feet.  I don't think I can go to school." 

     Ma stood with her hands on her hips, staring at Jeb thoughtfully.  But before 

she could say anything, Tim said, "Jeb ain't sick. He just doesn't want to go to 

school because the kids make fun of him. And he's afraid the new teacher's gonna 

be mean." 

     "Why do the kids make fun of you, Jeb?" Ma's brown eyes were so clouded 

with love and worry that Jeb wanted to throw his arms around her and bury his 

face in her lap, but he knew better than to do that in front of Tim. Tim would laugh 

at him and so would the boys at school if they ever found out. 

"The boys don't make fun of me, Ma." 

      "They do make fun of you," Tim said.  He hitched up his trousers and 

smoothed down his suspenders.  His red hair shone like the apple peels Ma used to 

stir down into apple butter.            

"No they don't! Why don't you keep your mouth shut, Tim!"          
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"That's enough out of you boys. Now eat your breakfast," Ma said. She 

turned to fill Tim's plate and Tim stuck out his tongue at Jeb. Jeb kicked him as 

hard as he could under the table.               

"Ma!"Tim bellowed.  "Jeb..." 

      "Boys!" Ma whirled around and set Tim's plate in front of him.  Then she 

reached behind the kitchen door and pulled out the hickory switch she always kept 

there. She sat across from Tim and Jeb, holding the switch on her lap. They 

finished their breakfast in silence. Pa came in just as they were leaving for school.             

"Have a good day at school boys," Pa said.     

"Yes, Pa," Jeb agreed.  You didn't kick or stick out your tongue when Pa was 

around or the seat of your britches would smoke for sure. But when they were out 

of sight of the house, Jeb slowed up and dragged his feet in the dust.  "I ain't going 

to school," he said. 

      "It might be better this year," Tim told him.  "I hear tell from Ben Ames that 

the new teacher is prettier than a speckled puppy." 

      "No teacher could be that pretty," Jeb said. "She probably has white hair and 

wears a black dress like old Cranston always did. She's probably meaner than a 

bear!"  
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 "Maybe she won't be mean if we take her a little present," Tim said.  "Let's 

stop down by the creek and see if we can catch a frog for her." 

      "Frogs don't come out in the day time, stupid!" Jeb said.            

"We can sneak up on one! Come on!"   

      Tim and Jeb raced down the hill to a small creek flowing at the bottom. 

Softly they swished through the tall grass and cattails. They parted the grass and 

there sat a frog blinking in the bright sunshine.  Slowly...slowly...Jeb crept up on 

the frog. Then he pounced and clapped his hands over it. As he jumped forward, 

his feet slid in the slippery mud and before he knew it, he laid face first in the 

shallow part of the creek, still holding the squirming frog! 

Tim gasped. "Boy are you in for it. What are you gonna tell Ma?  What are 

you gonna tell the teacher?" 

     "I'm gonna tell her I slipped while I was catching a frog for the teacher!" 

      Jeb scrambled to his feet, still holding the frog in his right hand. With his left, 

he brushed some of the mud from his clothes.  "Should I name the frog or do you 

think I should let the teacher name it?" Jeb asked Tim as they climbed the hill to 

the school house. 

     "Why don't you name it?" Tim said. 

      "What should I name it?" Jeb wondered.   
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     "What about Freddy?   

     "Freddy the frog sounds dumb, Tim." 

"You think of something better then." 

      Jeb scrunched up his forehead, and then he snapped his fingers. "We can call 

him Mr. Bates." 

     Tim laughed. "Mr. Bates! Why do you want to call him Mr. Bates?" 

      Jeb scowled. "You know the Mr. Bates that owns the lumber yard? He gave 

me a bag full of wood shavings one day and I didn't even have to ask.  He's a nice 

man.  He deserves to have a frog named after him." 

      "CRUNK!" said Mr. Bates.   

      Tim squinted. The kids were still playing tag around the school so the new 

teacher hadn't gotten there yet.  "I wonder what she looks like," he said. 

      "I'll sneak in and hand Mr. Bates to her before everyone else sees him," Jeb 

said.   

     "I'll get everybody out back, but be careful," Tim warned.       

Jeb crept through the knee high bushes growing around the school building, 

until he was even with the front door.  Then as Tim swung the tag game to the back 

of the school, Jeb dashed to the front door, tugged it open and went inside. A lady 

sat at the teacher's desk, but he didn't think she could be the teacher. She was too 
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pretty.  Beyond the desk stood two rows of benches for the first and second graders 

and four rows of wooden desks for the other classes. The American flag stood on 

the right side of the teacher's desk and so did the dictionary on its wooden stand 

and the round, blue globe on the corner of the desk. George Washington and 

Abraham Lincoln stared down at Jeb from the wall behind the desk and a black 

board stretched across the wall to the left. Jeb didn't want to waste any more time 

looking at a boring school room.  He turned to go back outside with Mr. Bates, but 

the pretty lady spoke to him. 

     "Hello.  What's your name?"  Her smile showed even white teeth and her 

eyes shone as blue as the wild flowers on the prairie. 

     "My name is Jeb Smith, but everybody calls me Jeb, even Pinky my pig.  

You must be Sally Johnson's big sister, the one from the East that she's always 

bragging about."   

    "No, I'm not Sally Johnson's big sister." 

    "Then who else could you be?" 

    "I'm Miss Snider, the new teacher." 

      Jeb shook his head.  "You can't be the new teacher.  You're too pretty to be a 

teacher." 



15 
 

 

      Miss Snider smiled again.  "Oh, but I am a teacher. What can I do for you, 

Jeb? You must have wanted something special because you came in before 

everyone else did." 

     "I...I wanted to give this gift to the new teacher," Jeb said walking up to her 

desk.   

    Miss Snider gasped. "Jeb, whatever happened to you?  You're soaking wet!" 

      "I got wet when I was getting Mr. Bates for you." Jeb held out his hand and 

slowly opened it. "Crunk!" said Mr. Bates, hopping onto the desk. 

Miss Snider looked like Ma did when she saw a snake, only Miss Snider 

didn't scream.  She just swallowed hard and touched Mr. Bates' head with the tip of 

her finger. "What a nice frog, Jeb. Where did you get him?" 

     "I caught him for you down at the creek below the schoolhouse.  His name is 

Mr. Bates." 

       Miss Snider smiled. "Oh, you must mean the Mr. Bates who owns Bates 

Lumber Yard on Main Street.  He's on the school board and he told me he's going 

to give us wood for a new outhouse since the old one's falling down.  You picked a 

good namesake for your frog, Jeb." 

     Jeb nodded.  

     "Crunk!" said Mr. Bates, jumping onto Miss Snider's desk.      
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Miss Snider backed away.  "I tell you what Jeb.  I don't think Mr. Bates will 

be very happy living with me because I don't have as much water as there is in the 

creek and I don't have any insects for him to eat." 

      "You should see Mr. Bates eat dragonflies, Miss Snider!"         

 "That's my point, Jeb. He has to live down at the creek so he can catch 

dragonflies and other bugs that make him happy. Let's take him back to his home. 

We can visit him every day."  

     Jeb thought about it.  Mr. Bates couldn't sit in Miss Snider's kitchen and eat 

buckwheat cakes for breakfast or sleep under the quilts with her.  

     "I'll take him back at lunchtime, Miss Snider. But for now can I keep him in 

my desk?" 

"Just for now, Jeb." Miss Snider glanced out the window. "Everyone's here 

so will you ring the bell for me, Jeb?  It's time for school to begin." 

      Jeb stood in the schoolhouse doorway, swinging the bell back and forth and 

watching the kids file into the schoolroom. Everyone sat down except Big Jack 

Delaney and Elmer, his copy-cat friend. Big Jack was older than most everybody 

else, at least 16, and he was BIG. Jeb figured that he was at least six feet tall and he 

had shoulders like watermelons and a voice like a bullfrog.  Once in awhile he 

would double up his fists when Miss Snider said something he didn't like and give 
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her a challenging stare.  Miss Snider stared back at him until he bent over his 

books again, but Jeb figured something would happen soon because Big Jack got 

bigger every day. 

     Jeb swung the bell a little harder, just in case Big Jack and Elmer hadn't 

heard it. His stomach felt wobbly when he swung the bell again and Big Jack and 

Elmer still hadn't come. They just stood over in the corner of the school yard, 

talking in loud whispers and pointing at the school house and snickering.   

    "I hate Big Jack and Elmer for being so mean. Why do they have to cause 

trouble at school?" Jeb thought, clenching his fists.          

"Has everyone come in?" Miss Snider's voice interrupted the thoughts that 

bubbled in Jeb's head like hot stew did on Ma's stove.   

    Jeb pointed at Big Jack and Elmer. "They didn't." 

    "What are their names?" Miss Snider asked. 

"That's Big Jack Delaney and Elmer Carter. But don't fool with them, Miss 

Snider. They'd just as soon stomp on you like you was an ant. They're mean that 

way." 

      "I'll be careful, Jeb."                       

      Miss Snider walked over to Big Jack and Elmer. "Boys, it's time for school 

to begin." She stood with her hands on her hips, waiting for them to come inside. 
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    "Why don't you make us?" Big Jack sneered. 

     Miss Snider stared at him. "That won't be necessary," she said quietly. "I'll 

just mark you both absent and the work will be double for every day missed. When 

you decide you want to know what your make up work is, come and see me after 

school."  She turned.  "Let's go in Jeb.  It's time to begin our lessons."    

 Jeb followed her in, took his seat and looked around the room.  He winked 

at his best friend Corey Titus, and his second best friend, Al, the girl. Then Miss 

Snider called the roll.  She had just called Peter Wilson's name when the door 

opened and Big Jack and Elmer stalked into the room. 

      "Take the two seats in the back, boys," Miss Snider said.  She didn't look at 

them. 

      "I don't want to sit in the back.  "Can't see anything from the back," Big Jack 

snarled. 

      "Then you should have come in and chosen a seat before they were all 

assigned," Miss Snider told him.  Big Jack glared at her, but he sat down. 

      The morning passed slower than an ant carrying a bread crumb across the 

barnyard. Miss Snider had them add sums on the blackboard and spell words. Then 

she told them about some people called Puritans that settled back East and built up 

a place called Massachusetts. Jeb yawned the Puritans out of his mind.  It had to be 
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getting close to lunch time.  He yawned again and bent his head over his slate.  He 

tried to study his spelling words.  Miss Snider asked Big Jack to read something 

out of the primer. 

     "The ...dog..." read Big Jack slowly.  Then he stopped. "I ain't gonna read 

such baby stuff," he said scornfully. Give me some good stuff to read." 

      "Jack, you must read what is in the book," Miss Snider said.     

"I‟ll read what I aim to and let me see you stop me!" Big Jack defied her.    

   Jeb watched Big Jack clench his ham-sized fists. "I'll bet he can't read that 

stuff, that's why he's being so nasty," Jeb thought. He sat wondering what to do.  

He heard a faint croak from inside his desk. Lifting the lid, he peeked inside.     

"Croaaaaak," said Mr. Bates. 

      "Croaaaaak," said Jeb, so everyone would think that he had said it instead of 

Mr. Bates. Quickly he eased down the desk lid. Corey looked over at him grinning.  

Al looked over at him frowning. "Stop it," his look said. 

      Big Jack caused trouble.  Without raising his hand, Big Jack said, 

"Somebody's got a rock sized frog in his throat!"               

    "CROAKKKKKK!" said Mr. Bates.    

"CROAKKKKKK!" said Jeb.                          
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   Big Jack and Elmer laughed so loudly that Miss Snider jumped. "That will 

do boys!  No more noise or I'll have to punish you," she said sternly. 

     Big Jack mumbled something that sounded to Jeb like, "I dare you!" 

      Miss Snider walked to the front of his desk. "What did you say, Jack?" 

      Jeb's stomach wobbled again.  He knew Big Jack was trying to get Miss 

Snider to fight with him. 

      "What did you say, Jack?" Miss Snider repeated.  

     "I said I'd like to see you try it!" Big Jack shouted. 

     "Stand up, Jack," Miss Snider said in a quiet voice. 

    Her face was pale and Jeb knew she was scared. Big Jack stood at least a foot 

taller than her and weighed twice as much. How could she whip a big boy like 

him?   

Big Jack jumped out of his seat so hard that it rocked. He stood over Miss 

Snider like a dog over a ham bone. "What are you going to do about it?" Big Jack 

taunted her. 

     "This!" Before Big Jack could move, Miss Snider had grabbed his hand, 

took her ruler from behind her back, and wacked him so hard that the ruler broke in 

half and flew across the room.  One of the halves hit Elmer in the nose and he 

jumped out of his seat and charged up the front aisle to Big Jack's desk.  
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Jeb had to do something.  As Elmer lumbered by, Jeb stuck out his foot and 

tripped him. With luck, it would take Elmer a few minutes to recover and be 

dangerous again, especially the way he was moaning and groaning. Then Jeb 

turned back to the main problem, Big Jack.  Big Jack still stood there, staring at his 

hand and Jeb knew he was getting mad.  Big Jack's face was a red as Pa's winter 

underwear.  His hands clenched into fists like looked like one of Ma's hams. 

     "I'll show you, you old prune of a school teacher!" Big Jack shouted. 

     Jeb pushed himself between Big Jack and Miss Snider.  He had to do 

something quick, because Big Jack's fists were raised and Elmer started breathing 

easy again. Jeb heard the rattle of wagon wheels outside and glancing out of the 

window, he saw Mr. Bates, the lumber yard owner, pulling up, his wagon piled 

high with wood for the new outhouse.  Maybe Mr. Bates would help. Both Mr. 

Bates! 

Jeb reached inside his desk and grabbed Mr. Bates the frog. He dropped on 

his hands and knees and put Mr. Bates on Big Jack's pant leg, just as Big Jack was 

getting ready to grab Miss Snider. 

     "Owwww! There's something crawling up my leg!" Big Jack howled. 

"Owwww, it tickles!" He hopped up and down frantically slapping his leg. 
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      "Quick!" Jeb whispered to Al.  "Run and ask Mr. Bates to come in as fast as 

he can." 

      Al ran. When Mr. Bates appeared in the schoolhouse doorway, Big Jack was 

still hopping up and down and yelling.  Elmer slapped at Big Jack's pant leg, trying 

to help him get rid of he wasn't sure what. Miss Snider laughed so hard that tears 

ran down her cheeks.  Jeb worried. All of that slapping around was bound to have 

an effect on Mr. Bates.  Jeb felt around Big Jack's pant leg. 

    "Mr. Bates, are you all right?" 

    "For sure I'm all right. What's going on in here?" Mr.Bates the man 

demanded. "This little girl told me that two boys were picking on the new teacher. 

Is that right?" 

   Jeb raised his hand and Mr. Bates nodded at him. "Can I get Mr. Bates out of 

Big Jack's pant leg?" Jeb asked. 

     Mr. Bates the man had a puzzled crease running across his forehead. "What 

do you mean you want to get me out of Big Jack's pant leg?" 

      Miss Snider stood up, wiping her eyes. "He means Mr. Bates the frog," she 

explained. "Jeb caught the frog especially for me and he named him Mr. Bates 

especially for you!" 
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      Mr. Bates the man scratched his head. "Is it, er...I mean, is Mr. Bates still up 

this boy's pant leg?" 

     "I'll get him," Jeb said.  "Hold still, Big Jack.  I can't get him out if you're 

going to jump around like a hop toad."      

Big Jack slowed down to a half hop, and Jeb carefully reached up his pants 

leg. His hand closed over something hard and slippery. He drew it out and slowly 

opened his fist. Mr. Bates lay blinking a little from the bright light, but otherwise 

was no worse for his trip up Big Jack's pant leg.  Miss Snider gently took him from 

Jeb. 

"Mr. Bates, meet Mr. Bates," she said. 

      Mr. Bates the man scratched his head again.  "Well, I never..."  He grinned 

but looked stern again as he watched Big Jack and Elmer slink back to their seats. 

He looked at everyone in the room. The room grew so quiet that Jeb could hear his 

own breathing. 

     "It seems to me that if you boys have the extra energy to pester the teacher I 

could use some of your energy in my lumber yard after school.  There's always 

wood to be stacked, chips to be gathered and such. A big strong boy would be just 

the thing. Yes sir, Miss Snider, next time I hear tell of any of these boys giving you 
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trouble, I'll come over and collect them and put them to work every Saturday from 

now until the moon turns blue. Between you and me, that's a mighty long time." 

      Miss Snider's eyes twinkled.  "Yes, Mr. Bates." 

     "Does anyone want to come with me now?"  Mr. Bates looked around, but 

nobody moved. He turned to go. "Don't forget, I'll be waiting." 

     "Oh, Mr. Bates, will you take Mr. Bates along with you and drop him off 

home?" Miss Snider asked. 

     "Where does he live, Miss Snider?"  

    Jeb raised his hand.  "I got him down in the creek by the big white rock." 

      "Then that's where I'll leave him," Mr. Bates promised. He took the frog Mr. 

Bates carefully from Miss Snider's hand. "I'll be seeing you all, some of you sooner 

than you think if you don't watch your As and Bs."  

    "CROAAAAAK!" said Mr. Bates the frog as he went out the door. 

    "CROAAAAAK!" said Mr. Bates the man. 

    "CROAAAAAK!" Jeb answered.     

     Jeb could hardly wait to get home that night and tell Ma and Pa about Mr. 

Bates and Miss Snider.  He rushed up the path, swinging his empty lunch pail.  

"Ma, guess what?  We have a new teacher and she's kind of nice." 
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Chapter Two –  

Jeb’s New Puppy               
 

 

Jeb‟s brother Tim sat in the kitchen eating an apple.   "That new teacher you 

like so much is going to end up living with us,” he said as Jeb walked into the 

kitchen and grabbed and apple from under Tim‟s elbow. 

     "Don't be stupid," Jeb told him.  "Miss Snider boards with the Browns on 

Stillwater Creek."  

     "You wait and see who the stupid one is.  The new teacher will be living 

with us before you can blink," Tim said.  
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      "No she won't!"    

      "Yes she will!" Tim yelled. 

      The door opened and Ma came in carrying a basket full of eggs.  "You boys 

stop your arguing and get out to the barn and do your chores," she said.   

      "Ma, Tim says the new teacher is going to live with us. That's not true, is it?"  

     Tim stuck out his tongue at Jeb.  "It is true, isn't it Ma?  Jack Brown told me 

about it today.  He says..."  

    Ma sighed. "We'll talk about it later, boys.  Now out to the barn and do your 

chores. Right now. Go!"     

Jeb and Tim went.                            

The next evening when Jeb and Tim were in the barn doing their chores, Jeb 

took a handful of grain out of the sack and threw it to the chickens. It landed in 

Tim's hair. 

     "Jeb, what's wrong with you?" Tim demanded, running his fingers through 

his hair. 

      "I was thinking about getting another pet besides Pinky, not about where I 

was aiming the chicken feed.  I'll clear it out of your hair if you hold still, Tim." 

     "Get away from me!" Tim yelled.  "You're still mad at me 'cause I said the 

new teacher is moving in with us.  She is.  You'll see!" 
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     "I won't let her!" Jeb took another handful of grain and threw it as hard as he 

could. This time it landed at the chicken‟s feet and they picked it up quicker than 

Jeb could run from Big Jack.  "I'll ask Pa about getting another pig," Jeb said. "We 

could use another one around the place."  

     "No, Jeb, we don't need another pig around the place," Pa told Jeb later at 

the supper table.  "We bought Pinky to eat, remember? Then we got so attached to 

her that we couldn't eat her and I ended up feeding a pig with an appetite bigger 

than the school house. And what do I get for my trouble? Not ham or bacon or 

sausage, I just get a pig that can roll over and speak and do tricks. No more pigs, 

Jeb!"   

   "Pa, how about a calf? Couldn't we buy a baby calf? They don't eat as much 

as Pinky does." 

      Pa slammed his fist on the table, rattling the dishes and spilling the milk out 

of the cups.  "I said NO! Jeb, I can't afford to feed any more animals. I don't even 

have enough feed for our horses and cows for very long and no money to buy more. 

Unless I find some free hay, I don't know what we're going to do." 

     Jeb stared at Pa. Pa had never hollered at him or pounded his fist on the table 

before. Jeb hung his head, and even though he was a big boy, he felt tears prickle 

his eyelids. "I'm sorry, Pa." 
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     "Sorry doesn't put hay in the barn!" Pa growled. He threw his chair back 

from the table and stomped out of the room. Jeb couldn't hold back his tears any 

longer. There was something scary in the air, something like a thundercloud 

settling on Pa's shoulders and threatening their family. 

     Ma put her arm around Jeb's shoulders.   "Jeb, you and Tim must be patient 

with Pa. He's worried about the corn and hay crops this year." 

    "He planted a lot," Jeb said. "My arms still ache." 

  "We planted at least sixty bushels of corn," Tim said. 

    "We planted a lot," Ma agreed. "But the bugs and birds are eating a lot too.  

We're not going to harvest much this year and Pa's worried. You boys are old 

enough to understand that now."         

"I understand, Ma," Tim said.  

"I understand, Ma," Jeb echoed.  

     The rest of the evening Jeb thought of what he could do to help Pa bring in 

more money for them. Maybe he could work at Bate's Lumber Yard after school.  

Mr. Bates was beholden to him because after all, he had named the best frog in the 

state after Mr. Bates. The next day after school Jeb went to see Mr. Bates, the man.  

He had already visited Mr. Bates, the frog. 
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      "Sorry Jeb, but I'm having enough trouble making ends meet myself," Mr. 

Bates the man said.  He chuckled. "But if you want to sell Mr. Bates the frog for 

frog legs, come and see me."       

"I'll never sell Mr. Bates for frog legs," Jeb said."There's got to be a job for 

me to do somewhere in town."  

     But none of the store keepers or even the livery stable owner could pay Jeb a 

few pennies a week to work for them.   

"Listen sonny," Mr. Grant at the livery stable snorted. "Don't you know 

there's a panic on? Nobody has any money to spare?"   

    On his way back from town, Jeb stopped by the creek where Mr. Bates, the 

frog lived to visit him again. He heard Mr. Bates crunking.  He crossed the wooden 

bridge over the creek that ran at the bottom of the schoolhouse.  Mr. Bates the frog, 

sat at the creek's edge, blinking at Jeb.  "You'll never be frog legs, Mr. Bates," Jeb 

promised him.  

     "Crunk!" said Mr. Bates.    

   "Do you have enough to eat, Mr. Bates?" Jeb asked him.              

"Yip, yip, yip," Mr. Bates said. 

     Jeb stared at Mr. Bates. "Mr. Bates you sound more like a puppy than frog. 

What's wrong with your voice?" 
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      "Yip, yip, yiyi," Mr. Bates said again.  

     Jeb moved closer to him. "Can't you crunk anymore, Mr. Bates? Did your 

voice change?"  

     Jeb parted the long tall grass with his hands and next to Mr. Bates, sprawled 

across a snaky tree root, he saw a small black puppy. The puppy was muddy and 

his fur wet with creek water, but he looked at Jeb and yipped again.  Jeb looked at 

the puppy.  The puppy's eyes were brown as acorns. "What are you doing here, 

boy?" Jeb asked him.  

    "Yip, yip, yip," the puppy whimpered. 

      "Crunk," said Mr. Bates.  

     "Thank you Mr. Bates," Jeb said. "If I hadn't come down here to see why 

you were making funny noises, I never would have found this little puppy." 

     Jeb fished in his pocket and pulled out a piece of sugar cookie from the two 

cookies Ma had given him in his lunch. He held out a piece of cookie to the puppy.  

"Are you hungry, boy?"       

"Yipp," the puppy said, struggling to move toward Jeb. But he was stuck on 

the tree root.   

"What's the matter boy? Can't you get off?" Jeb asked him.  
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     The puppy yipped again and Jeb squished through the mud to his rescue. Ma 

would yell about his shoes, but right now the puppy was more important. Jeb bent 

over the puppy.  Puffing and tugging, he finally got the puppy loose from the tree 

root. "Come on boy, come to me. Can't you walk?" 

Jeb picked up the puppy and then he saw why the puppy couldn't walk. His 

right leg hung limply and someone had tied a good sized rock to it with a piece of 

twine.  "Someone's been awful mean to you, boy," Jeb said. "But everything's 

going to be all right now.  I'm going to pick you up and take you home with me. 

Me and my Ma and my brother Tim will take good care of you." 

    Gently, Jeb picked up the puppy, stone and all, and put him under his jacket. 

The puppy cuddled up against his chest.  Jeb knew that he'd protect the puppy with 

the last breath in his body.  "Thanks again Mr. Bates," he called over his shoulder 

as he hurried towards home with the puppy.  

     "Crunk," said Mr. Bates. 

      Puffing and panting, Jeb ran into the yard, and he then stopped short. He 

tiptoed to the kitchen door, opened it a crack, and peeked in. Ma was stirring 

something at the cook stove that smelled like applesauce. "Ma, will you come and 

help me?" he asked. 

      Ma jumped. "Mercy, Jeb, you startled me! I didn't hear you come in." 
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     "Ma, you got to help me!"   

     She looked alarmed. "What's wrong Jeb?"  

     "Ma, I found a little puppy and he's hurt." 

      "Jeb, you know your Pa told you we couldn't have any more pets."  

    "But Ma, I couldn't leave him down by the creek.  He's wet and muddy and I 

think his leg's broken. He'll die if somebody doesn't help him."     

     Jeb showed Ma the puppy.  Ma looked at the puppy. "Get a piece of 

kindling."  She didn't say anything else about Pa as she made splints for the 

puppy's leg.     

    Tim came down the loft ladder. "You're going to be sorry when Pa finds 

out," he warned. But even Tim said, "Poor little thing," when Jeb put the puppy in 

his arms. 

They settled the puppy on an old wool blanket behind the stove.  "Somebody 

hurt him bad," Tim said.  

     "Whoever did that to him should be thrown in the creek with a rope tied 

around their neck," Ma said.  

     Tim took out his pocket knife and hacked at the rope. The strands parted and 

the rock rolled across the floor. 

      "Poor Moses, that leg must pain you," Ma said.  
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     "Ma, why did you call him Moses?" Tim asked. 

      "I know!" Jeb shouted before Ma could answer. "Miss Snider taught us that 

at Sunday School.  There was this baby Moses and some people in Egypt wanted 

to hurt him. So his sister put him in a boat and he floated down the Nile River until 

a king's daughter found him in some grass. Just like I found the puppy."  

     Ma smiled. "Pharaoh's daughter found Moses in the bulrushes, not grass, but 

you're in the right story, Jeb."  

   "Moses is a good name for him, Ma.  I like it," Jeb said.    

         "We'd better splint his leg," Tim said. 

       Tim held Moses and slowly and gently, Ma eased Moses' leg between the 

splints, so gently that Moses whimpered only once. "Now Tim, hold those splints 

steady while I wrap these strips of rag around them," Ma said. "Here Jeb, you help 

me wrap." 

   They were all so busy with Moses that they didn't hear Pa come in, but 

suddenly he was standing there watching them.  "What have you got here?" Pa 

asked. 

     "This is Moses," Jeb said.  

Pa smiled.  "He looks more like a puppy to me than Moses.  Where did you 

get him?"  
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    "I found him down by the creek, bad hurt Pa. Somebody tied a rock around 

his leg and tried to drown him. His leg is broken and we're trying to splint it up for 

him." 

      Pa knelt down beside them. His calloused hands felt up and down the length 

of Moses' leg.  "You did a beautiful job of splinting," he told Ma. 

     "I held him, Pa," Tim said. 

      "I helped hold him," Jeb said. 

      "You all did a good job," Pa said. "Has he had anything to eat?"  

    "I thought his leg needed to be taken care of first, but now we can see to his 

stomach," Ma said.  

     "Tim, you go out and milk Bossy," Pa said. "You're supposed to be doing 

that anyway and I think some of her milk is just what Fido here needs." 

     "I'm going right away, Pa." Tim hurried off to milk Bossy.  

     "His name is Moses, Pa," Jeb said.    

     Pa chuckled. "Where did you get the idea to call him Moses?"  

     Jeb told him and Pa laughed. "It fits him," Pa said.  

     Tim brought in a bucket of milk from the barn and poured some into a 

saucer. Jeb grabbed the saucer and sat it in front of Moses. Here boy, here's 

something good to drink."  
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     Moses struggled to his feet and inched his way over to the saucer. Then he 

stopped in front of it, sniffed, and just sat and looked at it.   

    "He doesn't know that milk can come from a saucer as well as his mother," 

Pa said. "I'll show you what to do." Pa took a little strip of cloth that Ma had left 

from the splinting. He dipped it in the saucer of milk until it was wet, then 

carefully he put the cloth in Moses' mouth. Moses sneezed and blinked, but he still 

didn't know what to do.  "Hold his mouth open but be gentle," Pa said.  

    Gently, Jeb pried open Moses' mouth and Pa squeezed the cloth and let a 

few drops of milk trickle down Moses' throat. Moses swallowed it, decided it was 

good, and attacked the cloth for more. Pa let Moses suck every drop of milk he 

could out of the cloth, and then holding the cloth in front of Moses's nose, Pa led 

him to the saucer. "Here it is, hog," he said, putting the cloth in the milk. "Come 

here and get the rest of it." 

      Moses came. He lapped the milk until the saucer was empty.   "He sure is 

smart," Jeb said. "He caught on to that real fast."   

    "Anyone can be smart when they're hungry," Pa said, but he smiled at Moses.   

      "He can sleep right here behind the stove," Ma said. "That way he'll be warm 

enough." 
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        "Look at him, Pa! Look at him, Ma!" Jeb shouted. Moses gripped the cloth 

with his tiny sharp teeth and tugging and pulling, he worked it off the saucer and 

across the floor to the blanket where he lay. 

      "What's he doing, Pa?" Jeb asked. 

     "He's retrieving like a good hunter will do," Pa said.  "Watch what he does 

now." 

      They all watched Moses work the cloth in the middle of his warm blanket, 

turn around three times, and settle on top of the cloth with a sigh of contentment.    

      "He's set for awhile," Pa said. "And now that he's comfortable, you'd better 

think about how he's going to earn his keep, Jeb." 

      "I'll think of something, Pa," Jeb said. 

     Jeb thought as he ate his salt pork and potatoes and applesauce. He thought 

as he studied his spelling words. He thought as he pulled on his nightshirt and 

crawled into bed. Jeb thought so hard about Moses that he even dreamed about him. 

At least Jeb thought it was a dream until Tim's hard hand shaking him woke him 

up.  

     "Jeb, Moses is yipping. We'd better go down and get him before he wakes 

Ma and Pa."  
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     Jeb was wide awake now. "Let's go," he whispered to Tim. "If he wakes up 

Pa, we'll be in trouble." 

     When Jeb and Tim got downstairs, they saw Ma and Pa bending over the 

blanket behind the stove.   

      Jeb was worried. "Is Moses all right, Ma? Is his leg worse?" 

      "He's all right," Pa said. "He just got lonesome out here all by himself."   

    They all took turns petting Moses who closed his eyes and went back to 

sleep.   

Pa said,  "We'd better go back to sleep, too.  Tomorrow is creeping up 

quick!"  

    Pa and Ma turned to go back to their bedroom and Jeb and Tim were 

halfway up the loft ladder when the yipping started again.  "He just doesn't want to 

sleep alone," Pa said. 

     "He can sleep with me," Jeb said, glancing at Ma from the corner of his eye.   

    "He'll get into the habit of that," Ma said, but she was smiling. 

      "He's clean and he's going to have to sleep with somebody if any of us are 

going to sleep," Pa said. "Take Moses upstairs boys."  

    Jeb carried Moses up the loft stairs and settled him under the blankets next 

to his nightshirt. There wasn't another yip out of Moses. Jeb knew for sure now that 
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Moses was his dog. The only thing left to do was figure out how to get him to earn 

his keep. 

  Jeb thought about it the next morning at breakfast and all of the way to 

school.  He thought so hard that he didn't hear Miss Snider call on him to recite his 

spelling words.  

"Haw, haw," Big Jack sneered. "He's probably thinking about that stupid pig 

of his." 

    Miss Snider glared at Big Jack. "Jack, be quiet and study your lessons. Pinky is a 

smart pig."   

 Big Jack waited until Miss Snider was busy with the first graders. Then he 

whispered to Jeb. "It's a good thing for you and that pig that you don't bring her to 

school.  If you ever do, I'll fix her good. I got me a rope and a rock at home, just 

waiting for her."   

    "A rope and a rock!" Jeb hollered.  "I'll bet you fixed a little black dog 

yesterday too."  

    "You bet I did," Big Jack bragged.  "I fixed him good."  

    Jeb was so mad that he didn't care if he was in school and Miss Snider and 

everyone else could hear him.  "I'm gonna get you for that, Big Jack," he said.   

   "You ain't big enough to get me," Big Jack jeered."  
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    "I'm gonna get you for hurting my dog." Jeb told Big Jack. 

      "Jeb, you and Jack may both stay after school for talking aloud in class," 

Miss Snider said.  

   When school ended, Jeb and Big Jack watched the other children file out of 

the schoolroom. Jeb quivered under Miss Snider's stern eye.  She frowned at both 

Jeb and Big Jack. "You boys ought to be ashamed of yourselves for whispering 

and talking during recitations. Look at the poor example you set for the younger 

children. Jeb, I'm surprised at you and Jack, even you know better!"  

     Both of them had to write, "I will not interrupt the class," on their slates fifty 

times. Then Miss Snider dismissed them and Big Jack stomped out the door, 

growling under his breath. Jeb hung behind wanting to tell Miss Snider he was 

sorry. But she spoke to him first.   

     "Jeb, I want to ask you something."  

      Jeb couldn't imagine what Miss Snider wanted to ask him.  

"Jeb, you may have heard that the Browns are moving back East. Tim is an 

older boy, so it probably won't matter too much to him, but I am worried about you.  

Would you mind too much if I came to board at your house for the rest of the 

term?"     
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      Jeb stared at her, not knowing what to say. He really did like Miss Snider, 

but he wasn't sure he wanted to live in the same house with her. Could she live 

under the same roof as Pinky and Moses and love them as much as he did?  

    "I don't mind, Miss Snider," Jeb mumbled, rotating his toe and watching it.  

    "I hope not." She waited for him to say something else, but when he didn't, 

she sighed and dismissed him. Jeb ran down the school house hill to the creek. 

Suddenly, Big Jack stood in front of him. 

     "Wait 'til I get my hands on you, you little runt!" Big Jack hollered. 

   Jeb jumped over the snaky tree root and hid behind a clump of bushes. Big 

Jack was running so fast that he couldn't stop. He tripped over the snaky tree root 

and fell flat on his face. Thump! went Big Jack's body. Offfff! said Big Jack.  

    Jeb eased himself deeper into the bushes so that Big Jack wouldn't see him. 

The bushes grew on the side of the hill and Jeb inched his way up the hill 

backwards. On top of the hill was a meadow spread with tall golden grass swishing 

in the wind. Jeb stared. Golden grass? It was hay.  Hay! 

     "Hay!" he shouted. He didn't care whether or not Big Jack found him. 

"There's enough hay here for our horses and cows all winter!" 
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     Jeb knew that since the hay grew on the schoolhouse hill that the school 

board would let Pa have some of the hay. He was so excited that he jumped up and 

dashed over and hugged the hay. Then he ran back down by the creek. 

     "Big Jack, I found some hay!" he shouted. Big Jack was still lying where he 

had fallen, his face smeared with mud.  He didn't move or try to get up. 

    "Big Jack, did you hurt yourself?" Jeb said. 

      "Owww," Big Jack moaned.  "I can't move my leg. I think it's broken and 

it's all your fault, you little runt!"  

     "Know what I should do now?" Jeb said.  "I should get a rope and tie it 

around your leg with a rock on it and throw you in the creek.  But my Pa and Ma 

brought me up better than that, so I'll just go get some help." 

      "Hurry up! It hurts!" Big Jack moaned.  

     Jeb stood still.  "You gotta promise me something first," he said.  

     "I ain't gonna promise you nothin', you little runt!"     

          "All right, then I'll leave you here and I won't tell anybody," Jeb said. 

"They'll probably find your frozen body next winter. My dog Moses, you know the 

one you tried to drown, he may be the one to sniff you out.  He's already got a real 

good nose for sniffing and fetching things. But I can't promise you the coyotes 

won't nibble on you before Moses finds you."  
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     "All right, I promise.  I'll do anything.  Just get me outta here," Big Jack 

groaned. 

     "You gotta promise you'll never hurt another dog." 

    "I promise, I promise," Big Jack groaned. 

     "I'll get my Pa and be back as soon as I can," Jeb said. He ran home across 

the prairie to get Pa and Big Jack's Pa, but he didn't run alongside the wind like he 

usually did. The memory of Moses with the rope around his leg was too fresh in 

his mind.       

Pa and Tim and Big Jack's Pa rode back with Jeb in Pa's wagon to rescue 

Big Jack. They splinted his leg and hauled him back to his house. Big Jack 

grumbled and complained every inch of the way. Then Jeb took Pa and Tim to the 

school house hill and showed them the hay. Pa was so happy that he danced a 

square dance. "That's enough hay to last us all winter," he told Jeb. 

      "Does hay count toward Moses earning his keep?" Jeb asked. "If I hadn't 

rescued Moses and wanted to get even with Big Jack, I wouldn't have found the 

hay so soon."  

    " Moses has earned his keep with the hay," Pa said. "And I reckon he will in 

other ways too.  He's a hunting dog and he'll retrieve things real good, like birds 
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and rabbits when I go hunting. Don't worry about Moses earning his keep, Jeb. 

Besides, I can't get rid of him. One lick of that tongue and I was a goner." 

     Jeb didn't worry about Moses anymore.  He didn't even worry about Miss 

Snider coming to live with them. He was so happy to have Moses for keeps that he 

just petted him as much as he could. 
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Chapter Three – 

Miss Snider Arrives at Jeb’s House              

                

 
"Why can't Miss Snider live with Mr. and Mrs. Bates?  They have plenty of 

room and two daughters to keep her company," Jeb said. 

"I thought you liked Miss Snider," Ma said. 
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      "I do," Jeb told her. "But I don't want her to live with us." 

   "Why not, Jeb? She won't be any bother." 

      Jeb couldn't tell Ma why he didn't want Miss Snider to live with them, but 

inside of himself  he knew. He squirmed inside just at the thought of what the guys 

would say when they found out that the new teacher was going to live with the 

Smiths now that she couldn't live at the Browns house any longer. Maybe he could 

run away from home and go out West.  He'd be a cowboy, that's what he'd do.           

     According to some of the stories he'd heard from Uncle Wilbur a fellow 

could stay out on the range for a year or more without seeing anybody but Indians 

and buffalo. That's what he'd do. Who needed to go to school anyway? 

     "Where's she going to sleep, Ma?" Tim asked. "We don't have any extra 

room." 

      Jeb looked around their small kitchen where they all sat after supper. Pa sat 

in his chair in one corner and Ma rocked in her rocking chair in the other corner. 

The dish cupboard stood in another corner and the last corner in the kitchen was 

taken up by the wood box. Moses lay on a rug in front of the stove, on his back 

with his paws in the air. That was his favorite position. 

    "There ain't no room for her to sleep in the kitchen," Jeb  

said. "She'll have to sleep on your side of the loft, Tim."      



46 
 

 

     Tim jumped up like he wanted to fight.  "I'm not sleeping in the same loft 

with teacher!" 

     Jeb jumped up too. "She can't sleep with Ma and Pa. Pa snores too loud!" 

    Pa grinned at Tim. "I don't snore very much do I boys? Just enough so you can 

hear me." 

      "Just enough so we can hear you all night," Ma said. "And last winter you 

scared that varmint away that was bothering the chickens you snored so loud.  

Remember?" she asked Pa.   

    Pa laughed. "Me and my snoring make a good watch dog."     As soon as Pa 

said 'watch dog', Moses started churning all four paws, chasing something in his 

sleep. Suddenly he barked loudly.     

"Catch that wolf, Moses," Jeb said. "Get him!"  

    Moses rolled over and sprang up all in one movement. He barked again, so 

loudly that his barks seemed to bounce off the walls in waves.  

   "All right Jeb, that's enough," Ma said. "You quit picking on that dog and let 

him rest. He's had a busy day today.  He fetched all of the chickens back into the 

chicken house for me and helped me dig carrots.  He's pretty good at it, too.  You 

should see him dig the carrots out of the ground. He pulled on one so hard that he 
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rolled over. Then after he pulled them up, he put them in the basket for me. Moses 

is a good helper. He's better than some boys I know." 

     Jeb grinned at Ma. He hated picking carrots, and if Moses liked that kind of 

work he could do it forever as far as Jeb was concerned.  

    "Where will you put Miss Snider, Ma?" Tim asked. 

      "I was thinking that we could fix the parlor into a spare bedroom," Ma said 

thoughtfully. "Only there isn't much room in there, either, with the sofa and chairs 

and table and my organ."     

 "Why don't we build a room over the barn?" Pa suggested. "We could make 

the boys a room and Miss Snider a room." 

   Ma clapped her hands she was so excited. "That's a wonderful idea," she told 

Pa. "I've been wanting some extra room and I know the boys will enjoy a big room 

of their own in the barn. Aren't you excited boys?" 

    Jeb could tell that Tim liked the idea and deep down inside, he liked it too. 

But something stubborn in his mind wouldn't let him admit that he liked the idea to 

Ma. "It'll take a lot of work. Tim and me will only be able to help Pa after school." 

    “We'll have to work hard and fast," Tim said. "Winter's coming on and we 

don't want to freeze in the barn."  
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   "I'll have to work hard and fast too," Ma said. "Edward, I have to go into 

town and buy some yard goods for curtains and I must get the dove-in-the-window 

quilt from the chest and put it on the bed when the room is finished. Oh, Edward, 

you must make a bedstead too.  Miss Snider should sleep on a bedstead.  She can't 

sleep on pallets like Jeb and Tim did." 

     "We need a bedstead for our room over the barn," Jeb said. "If the new 

teacher gets a new bedstead, we should have one too."   

        "It sounds to me like we're going to be making rooms and bedsteads well 

into next spring if we're not careful," Pa said. "You boys are going to have to help 

me after school and weekends if we hope to get everything done on time." 

     "I'll help," Tim said.  

    "I'll help with the new bedstead," Jeb said, but that's all."   

      "Jeb, what have you got against Miss Snider all of a sudden?" Ma asked him. 

"You liked her yesterday." 

      "She probably won't want a dog in the barn," Jeb said, scratching Moses 

behind the ears. 

      "Wuff," Moses said. To Jeb this meant, "Let's go out and run around the 

pond before bedtime." 
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     Jeb talked to Moses about his feelings while they ran. "Our last teacher was 

Miss Cranston, Moses. She was so mean that she made that man in the history 

book, Attila the Hun, look friendly. Miss Snider is nice in school, but if she's living 

with us, she'll probably want you to sleep out by the outhouse. Then we'll have to 

run away from home and live down by the creek."      

"Wuff," Moses said, licking Jeb's face and wagging his tail.  

       "I know you'll always be my friend no matter what, Moses. You and me will 

stick together against that teacher living with us." 

      Jeb and Moses didn't stick together in the next two weeks because they 

barely had time to look at each other, much less stick together. Jeb and Tim and Pa 

started working first thing after breakfast and didn't quit until supper time. On 

week days, they worked from after school until long after dark.  First, they 

plastered the walls of the loft above the barn they had built and put in a small iron 

heating stove.  Pa made the bedstead for Miss Snider, and Jeb and Tim helped 

smooth and sand the wooden posts.  

Ma found the dove-in-the-window quit and made two feather pillows. She 

hung another quilt across the wall and had Pa install hooks behind it for Miss 

Snider's clothes. Then Ma put pretty white ruffled curtains up the windows and sat 

the wooden chest under the south window. She had Pa repair the rocker on an old 
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rocking chair from the barn. First Ma rocked in  the rocker in the middle of the rag 

rug she had sewn for the bedroom floor. Next, she stood with her hands on her hips, 

looking at the pretty new bedroom that had been just a loft. 

    "I declare I could sleep up here myself," Ma said.  

     "Wuff, Wuff."  Moses stood at the bottom of the ladder barking.     

 Ma laughed. "All right, Moses.  I'm coming down to get supper. Is that what 

you yelling about?" 

     "He's barking because he can't climb up the ladder," Jeb said.   Ma looked 

thoughtful. "You know, Edward, maybe you and the boys should build some stairs 

instead of a ladder. Miss Snider is a lady and I'm sure she won't appreciate 

climbing a ladder all of the time."    

   "If I get time," Pa said. "I still have to make a new leaf for the kitchen table 

and I have to get the boys' room done so they have some place to sleep too."  

    "That's right," Ma said. "They boys will need a warm room before the snow 

flies. I suppose Moses will just have to sleep in the barn at the foot of the ladder 

and Miss Snider will have to move him out of the way in the mornings." 

     "When is Miss Snider coming?" Jeb asked Ma after he had brought in 

firewood for the kitchen stoves.  
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     "Tomorrow night after school, Pa is going to take the horse and buggy and 

bring her home the first night. Oh, I must go to the grocery store and buy some 

flour and tea.  We'll need hot tea on the long, cold winter nights that are coming," 

Ma said.  

    The next day after school Jeb ran home so fast that Moses almost couldn't 

keep up with him. Tim was working in the window frame of the new room. 

    "Tim, Miss Snider's here!" Jeb shouted.  

     "Wave hello to her and come up here and help me," Tim said.      

"I don't want to help you. Moses and me are going fishing." 

     That's what Jeb and Moses did, but somehow Jeb didn't have as much fun 

fishing as he thought he would. He couldn't stop thinking about all of the work that 

had to be done on the bedroom.  He kept thinking about filling the wood box so 

Ma would have wood to use for the stove to cook supper.   

Finally, Jeb whistled to Moses who was splashing around happily in the 

middle of the creek. Moses scrambled up the bank and shook a wall of water on 

Jeb. Jeb scratched Moses behind the ears and patted his head. "Come on, we best 

go home and bring in some wood for supper and tonight's my turn to do the 

milking. Hurry, Moses, we got work to do!"  
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     Moses took off running, spraying water behind him. Jeb ran after him. They 

raced into the barnyard and Jeb headed right for the woodpile. He burst into the 

kitchen with his arms full of wood. Ma was standing at the stove. 

      "I brought in some firewood, Ma.  Are we having pancakes for supper 

tonight?"       

    "No, we're having friend chicken, Jeb. Drop the wood in the wood box and 

wash up." 

     Jeb was so surprised that he nearly dropped the arm load of wood on the 

floor. Fried chicken was usually their Sunday dinner.  And the table had changed.  

It was longer because of the new leaf that Pa made for it.  Now there was hardly 

any room to move around in the kitchen. Jeb dropped the wood in the box and 

went outside to the pump to wash. Pa and Tim were already washing.      "Do you 

know what we're having for supper?" Jeb asked."Fried chicken! Why are we 

having fried chicken on Thursday, Pa?"    

     "Miss Snider's here," Pa said. "We already have a new room for her. Why 

can't we have a new thing to eat on Thursday nights?" 

      It turned out that chicken on Thursday night wasn't the only change. After 

supper, everyone sat around the kitchen stove. Jeb discovered that there wasn't 

enough room for Miss Snider to sit with them and Moses to stretch out like he 
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always did. When Ma got up to pop some popcorn, there was hardly enough room 

for her to walk.  

     "Looks to me like Moses will have to stay out in the barn in the evenings," 

Ma said. "He takes up so much room that I'm forever tripping over him." 

       Jeb knew it! He knew that as soon as Miss Snider came to live with them 

there would be trouble. "Me and Moses will sit in the barn every night,” Jeb said. 

"Come on, Moses." 

     "Jeb, I didn't mean that you have to kick Moses out," Ma said.  

    "Moses can sit in my room if he wants to," Miss Snider said. "There's plenty 

of room up there." 

     Jeb scowled at her. "He can't climb the ladder to the loft." 

     "Well then, we'll just have to teach him to climb the ladder," Miss Snider 

said.  

     Jeb stared at her. "How can we teach him to climb the ladder?" 

      Miss Snider smiled. "There always is more than one way to skin a cat or 

teach a dog to climb, Jeb. Never forget that."     

      Jeb thought about Miss Snider's words for the next couple of days while he 

helped Pa and Tim finish over the loft room. Pa nailed the wall boards tightly 
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together and put mud between the cracks. "We have to keep out those winter 

winds," he said.    

    Pa bought another iron heating stove in town and installed it in Tim and 

Jeb's room. "I think you boys and Miss Snider will be warmer than we are in the 

house," he said. "The barn has sod walls and a tight roof. With the stove and the 

heat that the animals generate, you'll all be snug as a bug in a rug."  

      "But what about Moses?" Jeb asked. "He can't climb the ladder and he can't 

sleep down here with the cows and horses. They make him nervous."  

    "It seems to me that he might make them nervous," Pa said. "He's such a big 

dog, even though he's the most gentle dog I've ever known.  If an outlaw ever came 

to our house, Moses would wag his tail and show him through the house." 

    Jeb still worried. "Where will Moses sleep, Pa?"     

  "Talk to your Ma, Jeb. She'll have some ideas."  

     Ma had ideas. "I can move out all of the chairs from around the table and put 

them in the corner at night. Then Moses can sleep under the table."  

     Jeb felt better. He knew that he could count on Ma to help him protect 

Moses. That night Jeb slept out in the barn with Tim in their new room.  He 

listened to the soft sounds of the animals below and didn't worry about Moses at all 
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until the next morning at breakfast when he couldn't find him.   "Ma, I can't find 

Moses anywhere," Jeb said. 

     Ma pointed to a big hole in the new table leaf that Pa had just made.  "Moses 

had a busy night last night." 

     "What happened?" Jeb asked. 

      "I heard Moses snoring so I thought everything was going all right.  I went 

to sleep and the next thing I heard was this awful crash. I got up and lit the lamp 

and there he was.  Moses had turned over in his sleep and put all four paws up in 

the air like he usually does. Only he forgot there was a table over him. Crash! Over 

went the table on top of him and Pa's new leaf broke in half." 

      "Where's Moses now?" Jeb asked. "Here Moses. Come here, boy."  

     Jeb searched in the parlor and even made a trip to the outhouse to see if he 

could find Moses. There was no sign of him. Jeb stood in the middle of the 

barnyard calling Moses. 

   "Here Moses. Come on boy! It's time to go fishing."    

   "Wuf, wuf," Moses answered from somewhere.  

     Ma stood in the kitchen doorway. 

    "Where is Moses, Ma?" Jeb asked her.   
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Ma smiled and pointed to the barn. She followed Jeb to the foot of the ladder 

that led to the loft. "It's time for breakfast, Carrie.  Tell your friend up there it's 

time for him to eat, too."  

     "Friend? Who does Miss Snider have up in her room?" Jeb wondered.  

    "How about a four legged friend that says WUF WUF?" Ma laughed.  

     "Moses! How did he get up there?"   

    "Lucky for him Carrie didn't throw him out. Your Pa was ready to tie him 

out by the outhouse or leave him for the wolves."          

      "How did Moses get up the ladder? Tell me, Ma," Jeb begged.  

          "Why don't I let Miss Snider tell you?" Ma answered. 

  Miss Snider climbed down the ladder. "Good morning, Jeb.  How are you 

this morning?"   

    "I'm fine thank you.  Miss Snider, tell me how Moses got up the ladder."    

   "Moses, come on down. It's time to eat breakfast," Miss Snider called.  

     "WUFF," Moses answered. Jeb saw him standing at the top of the ladder 

thumping his tail. 

      "How's he going to get down, Miss Snider?  I'll have to climb up and carry 

him down."  
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     "You can't carry him down, Jeb. He's too heavy.  He'll come down by 

himself.  Just watch."  

    Miss Snider whistled. "Come on down, Moses. I've got a pancake for you."  

    Jeb couldn't believe his eyes. Moses put his paws on the ladder rungs and 

slowly climbed down. He reminded Jeb of the dogs that he had seen in the 

traveling circus last summer.  

   Moses reached the bottom of the ladder and made a dash for his dog dish. It 

was empty. He dashed over to Miss Snider with a puzzled WUFFFFF?  

     Miss Snider laughed. "Sorry, Moses. You came down the ladder so fast that 

I didn't put the pancake in your dish."  

   She hurried into the kitchen and returned with a pancake. She handed it to 

Moses and he had gobbled up the pancake and asked for more before Jeb could 

count three. Jeb wasn't thinking about pancakes or counting to three anyway.  He 

still couldn't believe that Miss Snider had taught Moses to go up and down the loft 

ladder.   

    "How did you do it?" Jeb asked Miss Snider again at breakfast.   

   "You might say that Miss Snider had a good reason to teach Moses," Ma 

smiled. "Your Pa was pretty angry at him." 
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      Pa smiled back at her. "Who me? Why should I be angry? He just broke the 

table, that's all." But Jeb could tell by the twinkle in Pa's eyes that he wasn't angry 

at Moses any more.  

           "I'm glad you've had time to see the humor in the situation," Miss Snider 

told Pa. "As for teaching Moses to climb the ladder, it wasn't any harder than 

teaching Big Jack the multiplication tables. Moses is a smart dog. He can learn 

more tricks."  

     Jeb wanted to make sure that he hadn't been dreaming so after breakfast he 

had Moses climb the ladder again. Moses did an even faster climb this time, 

probably because Jeb had two pancakes in his hands for encouragement. Jeb 

hugged Moses.     

    "Now you can sleep up in our room with me and Tim. It'll be so much fun, 

Moses. I sure am glad you learned how to climb the loft ladder."  

     That night, Jeb could hardly wait to go to bed so he could take Moses up the 

ladder with him. Bedtime finally came and Jeb and Moses stood at the foot of the 

ladder leading to the loft. Tim stood at the top of the ladder.                              

       "Come on Moses," Jeb said. "It's time to go to bed."      

Jeb climbed the ladder. "Now it's your turn, Moses."  
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Moses wouldn't climb the ladder. After Jeb tried several more times to get 

Moses up the ladder, he knocked on Miss Snider's door.  "Could you come and 

show me how you got Moses to climb the ladder?" he asked her.     

"Come on Moses, it's bed time," Miss Snider said. 

      Moses climbed the ladder as fast as a jack rabbit and hurried into Miss 

Snider's room. Every night after that, Moses slept in Miss Snider's room until Pa 

finally made a staircase that led to the rooms in the loft. 
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Chapter Four –  

Julius Caesar the Duck 
 

 
 

 

 

   Jeb wasn't really angry with Moses for sleeping in Miss Snider's room every  

night, because he still got to spend a lot of time with Moses.  Every day when 

school was dismissed, Jeb hurried out the door ahead of Miss Snider and Tim and 

the rest of the kids. When he got down by the creek he whistled for Moses. Moses 
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always waited for him on the path by the creek and they walked the rest of the way 

home together with Corey or Al.  

Corey, Jeb's best friend, liked to throw sticks in the creek for Moses to fetch. 

Usually when Moses fetched sticks from the creek, he'd shake water all over Jeb 

and Corey and whoever else happened to be standing nearby. Jeb's Ma had bawled 

him out more than once for coming home soaking wet. But Jeb didn't care. It was 

so much fun throwing sticks in the creek and watching Moses grab them and swim 

to shore with them that he didn't mind a bath like he got when Moses decided it 

was time to shake his wet coat at Jeb like Jeb was a towel.    

   Jeb looked around at the creek bank. He saw the swimming tree with the 

branch that grew right over the water that the boys swung back and forth on before 

they dropped into the creek with a splash. Moses wasn't by the swimming tree 

where he usually waited to nip the ankles of the boys as they swung past him. Jeb 

whistled, trying to see through the opening in the trees into the woods.  Maybe 

Moses had smelled a rabbit and was in the woods chasing him. Jeb whistled again, 

but still no Moses.  

     "Moses!" Jeb called.  

    "The only answer he got was a cawing in the trees by the creek.”Those 

crows never rest or mind their own business," Jeb said.
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Jeb headed back toward the school house.  He had to find out where Moses 

was keeping himself.  He followed the path back to the schoolhouse. There was 

still no sign of Moses.  

    "Here, Moses, here boy!" Jeb called. Usually when he called, Moses came 

barreling out of where ever he was digging or playing and headed for Jeb. He 

would work Jeb over with his tongue and nearly knock him down in his eagerness 

to greet him.  

      "Here Moses!" Jeb heard Miss Snider closing the schoolhouse door and 

locking it, but he still didn't see Moses.  "I can't find him anywhere," Jeb said.   

     Miss Snider looked thoughtful.  "I haven't seen him lately.  I saw him right 

after school.  Then when you left he took off in the woods after you. Why were 

you in such a hurry, Jeb?"   

     "I had to meet somebody in the woods but I couldn't find Moses. I came 

back here to see if you had seen him." Jeb told her.   

     "Who were you going to meet, Jeb?" 

    "I can't tell you that, Miss Snider. I just have to find Moses."   

    "Why don't I walk along with you for a few minutes and maybe we can find 

Moses together. Would that be all right with you, Jeb?"  
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    "I guess so, Miss Snider, but you gotta promise not to tell Ma or Pa or Tim.  

Especially not Tim."  

     "I promise, Jeb."  

     Jeb and Miss Snider walked down the schoolhouse hill toward the creek.  

"Here Moses, come on boy!" Jeb hollered. "Come on boy. We've got something to 

do."  Jeb looked up and down the creek but there still was no Moses.   

     "Why don't we sit down here on this rock and wait for a few minutes.  

Maybe he'll come," Jeb said.   

     "What about the other person you're supposed to meet?" Miss Snider asked.   

     "I have to find Moses first."   

     "We might as well enjoy the nice fall weather while we're sitting."  Miss 

Snider sat on a log by the creek. "The foliage is so pretty this time of the year."  

     Jeb sat beside her on the log. "What's fol-iage, Miss Snider?"   

    "See how the leaves are changing from green to red to orange and gold? 

That's fall foliage. Isn't it beautiful?"   

     "The colors in your dress match the leaves, Miss Snider," Jeb told her. "See, 

there's gold and red, orange and green."              

      "You're right Jeb, they do match.  I got this new print from Isley's General 

Store and your Ma helped me make it into a dress."    
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     "Have we looked at the foliage enough, Miss Snider?"   

    "I imagine your Ma will have supper ready, soon.  In fact, I should 

be--“Frantic barking interrupted her.  

      "Miss Snider, that's Moses barking! Now I have to find out where he is."    

   Jeb jumped up from the log. "Here Moses, come here boy!" Moses barked and 

Jeb spotted him through the trees.  "Moses, come here. I want to talk to you!"   

       Moses kept running and Jeb ran faster to catch up with him. "You'd better 

wait there, Miss Snider."  He called over his shoulder. "The woods are pretty thick 

here and you might hurt yourself."   

      Without waiting for her answer, Jeb ran into the thick woods. The sunlight 

filtering through the trees made the grass and twigs on the ground look like 

scattered specks of light. Otherwise, the woods were so dark that Jeb couldn't see 

anything. Branches whipped him across the face and stung like Pa's razor strap. 

Moses' fur was so black that it blended in perfectly with the darkness of the woods.  

Jeb could only tell where Moses was by his bark.   

"Here, Moses," Jeb called.  Moses barked from over by an oak tree.  Jeb ran 

to the oak tree, but by the time he got there, Moses had gone. Then Moses barked 

from behind a fallen log. By the time Jeb ran over the log, Moses was gone. 
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  "Moses, come here! Here  boy!" Jeb saw Moses running back and forth in 

the woods but he couldn't catch him. Somewhere behind him, Jeb heard Miss 

Snider calling his name. "Stay out, Miss Snider!" he yelled over his shoulder."Stay 

out of the woods or you'll tear your dress." 

     "I'm coming in to help you catch Moses!" Miss Snider yelled back.  "I told 

you I'd help and I will.  I'll be careful of my dress."   

    "Please, Miss Snider.  I'll..."  The rest of Jeb's words trailed off because 

something very unusual had happened to him. Jeb suddenly found himself at the 

bottom of a four foot hole underneath a tree root. He lay still for a second, panting 

for breath. 

 "Mooooses!" he called.  He heard Moses barking somewhere to the left of 

him. Jeb started to call him again, and then he had an idea. He scrunched down into 

the hole as far as he could get. If Moses saw him, that would spoil everything. Jeb 

scrunched some more, then he put his fingers in his mouth and gave a piercing 

whistle. It seemed to him that Tim could hear him way back in their bedroom 

above the barn.   

     Moses could never resist a whistle. As soon as he heard Jeb whistling, he 

came bounding to the tree where Jeb was.  Jeb whistled again, and then lay still as 
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a rabbit. Moses came snuffle-snuffling down to the tree root. Jeb felt his cold, wet 

nose against his arm.  

Jeb held himself perfectly still. If he was going to capture Moses, his timing 

had to be exactly right. Moses' nose was now in his stomach and Jeb squirmed. Oh, 

that tickled! If Moses didn't stop tickling him, he'd laugh and give the whole thing 

away. As soon as Moses started snuffling his legs, Jeb knew it was time. He wound 

his arms around Moses' neck and grabbed his collar. "You can't get away from me 

now," Jeb said. He took a rope out of his pocket and tied it to Moses' collar. "Stay, 

boy. I got work to do.  I don't have time to play around in the woods."   

     Moses plopped down on a pile of moss and sat panting.   

"Come on, Moses. Come over here by the tree. When I get down, I'll give 

you a big soup bone, the biggest one Ma has in her kitchen."          

Moses sat and panted.   

    "What's he doing, Jeb?" Miss Snider had come up behind Jeb while he still 

was coaxing Moses to come out of his spot.  

          "He's sitting and I want him to move over here by the tree," Jeb told her.  

    "Let me try him," Miss Snider said. "After all, we are roommates."    
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       Miss Snider called Moses and he came to where she stood right away. Jeb 

tied the end of the rope around a tree and nudged Moses with his toe. "You stay 

here and be a good boy Moses. I'll be back a little later."    

Jeb and Miss Snider pushed their way through the bushes and brambles and made 

their way down to the creek. Cat tails waved in the breeze, crickets chirped and 

frogs croaked. He watched the sunlight make light paths for water bugs and the 

fish jumping to gulp the bugs. But he didn't see the thing he was looking for.  

  "Maybe Julius Caesar and his family decided to go somewhere else," Jeb 

said.  

     "Who is Julius Caesar and his family and why would they come to this creek 

in the middle of the woods?" Miss Snider asked him.      

      "They're ducks, Miss Snider.  I saw Mrs. Julius sitting on her nest the other 

day, back there under the tree where Moses is.  I thought she'd still be there today 

and I wanted to bring her some bread and corn." 

    Jeb fished in his pocket and brought out a brown paper sack. "Then Moses 

had to run away and knock me off course. I wouldn't be surprised if Julius and his 

family decided to move away by now. I didn't show up with dinner.” 

      "I don't think you have to worry about Julius and his family moving away 

because of that, Jeb. But whatever made you decide to call him Julius Caesar?"   
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    Jeb smiled at Miss Snider.  "I named him after Julius Caesar in that history 

book you're making us read."   

    It seemed to Jeb like Miss Snider wanted to laugh right out loud, but she 

managed to bite her lips to keep from doing it. "Julius Caesar is a good name for a 

duck, Jeb, and I'm sure Mrs. Julius likes it too."  

    "I've got to find them, Miss Snider.  Mrs. Julius isn't on her nest.  Maybe 

something happened to her."  

     "Maybe not, Jeb," Miss Snider said. 'Let's not worry about it until we 

explore the creek a little more." 

      Jeb and Miss Snider walked along the creek bank, their footsteps squishing 

in the damp ground. Cat tails whipped at Miss Snider's new dress and scattered 

fuzz across its skirt.  Miss Snider didn't say anything. Then a branch from a thorn 

bush caught at her sleeve. She pulled away.  "Oh!" she cried, trying to hold the 

small tear in her sleeve together.  

     "Miss Snider, you tore your dress."  

      "That's all right, Jeb. I can mend it as soon as we get home." 

    "Look, Miss Snider.  There are still some blackberries on that bush."  
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       Miss Snider leaned over to pick them and this time, she stepped back with a 

bigger tear in her sleeve and a bleeding finger. Jeb rushed to her side.  She put her 

finger in her mouth and sucked it. She held out the blackberries in her other hand.   

         "Miss Snider, are you sure you aren't hurt?"  

          Miss Snider took her finger out of her mouth. "Here, Jeb, have some 

blackberries.  I'll mend the dress when we get home.  I'm just fine, honestly Jeb."  

        Jeb still wasn't sure that Miss Snider was fine, but he crunched the 

blackberries in his teeth and savored their taste.   

      "Jeb, are you sure this was the place that you saw Julius Caesar?"    

    "I saw him right around here, Miss Snider.  I remember the blackberry 

bushes. Right down there by that tree is a raft that Corey and I made out of old 

boards. See?  Can you see it, Miss Snider?"  

        "I saw something down there, Jeb.  I have to get a little closer before I can 

make out what it is."  

   "We can go down there, but we have to be careful, Miss Snider.  You don't 

want to get wet."  

     "Let's take a look at the raft, Jeb."  

     They made their way down the steep bank to the narrow beach where the 

raft was tied to the foot of a willow tree that trailed its branches in the water.  
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    "Yesterday, Julius Caesar swam around in the middle of the creek, while 

Mrs. Julius sat on her nest where we left Moses.  I have to see if I can find Moses, 

Miss Snider. When I find him, he'll show me where Mrs. Julius is."  

  "Jeb, don't you think..."  

     Jeb jumped on the raft before Miss Snider could finish her sentence. He 

pushed it away from the bank and the current quickly grabbed it and pushed it 

toward the middle of the creek.  Miss Snider came down the bank more slowly. 

Mud squished up over her shoes and her skirt hem got muddy too.  

From his seat on the raft, Jeb watched her bend over the big willow roots 

that the water had washed bare of dirt and exposed to the sunlight and rain. It 

seemed to Jeb that she stayed bent over for a long time. He wanted to see what she 

was doing so badly that he tried to turn the raft back to shore.  It wouldn't go. The 

current wanted it to stay right where it was. Jeb stood up and cupped his hands to 

his mouth.  "What's wrong, Miss Snider. Is there a bug around or something?"  

     "Quack, quack, quack," floated over the water to him. The quacks sounded 

mad about something, yet happy too.     

"Miss Snider, is that you quacking like a duck?" Jeb shouted. 

      "It's not me, Jeb.  It's Julius Caesar!" 
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     "Julius Caesar! What's he doing here? He's supposed to be off looking for 

Mrs. Julius."  

      "He couldn't look for Mrs. Julius, Jeb." 

      "Why not, Miss Snider?"  

     "Because he was stuck. His wing got tangled up in the willow tree roots here 

and he couldn't move."   

    "Poor Julius Caesar. Did you get him loose, Miss Snider?"     

"I got him loose, Jeb. It was a hard job because I had to make sure that I 

didn't hurt any of the delicate parts of his wing. And all of the time I worked on it, 

he worked at me, trying to get me with his bill.  Then we talked to each other, and I 

think we understand each other now. Here he comes, Jeb."   

Julius Caesar duck waddled across the narrow strip of beach and burst into 

the water like the shot out of Pa's gun he used to keep the crows out of the corn. 

Julius Caesar's quack, quack, quacking was as loud as Jeb's whistle that he used to 

call Moses.     

     "Come on in, the water's cool," Jeb told Julius Caesar duck.  "Come on and 

swim and show me your wing."  
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      Julius Caesar swam straight toward Jeb, still quacking at the top of his duck 

lungs. Jeb watched him get closer and closer. The setting sun shone on his green 

feathers and made them glow. 

     "Come here, pretty Julius. Let me see the wing."  Jeb crouched over the edge 

of the raft and held out a piece of bread to Julius Caesar. "Come on."  

     Julius kept coming and Jeb kept stretching. Suddenly he lost his balance and 

with a splash that sacred Julius Caesar enough to make him swim quickly away, 

Jeb fell into the creek.  He came to the surface spluttering and saw that the current 

had already taken the raft away.  He wasn't worried, though. The swim to shore 

wasn't a very long one.    

Then to Jeb's amazement, he saw Miss Snider's head bobbing up and down 

in the water. She swam toward him as fast as Julius Caesar had and he hadn't even 

offered her bread or corn. Jeb wasn't sure what was going on, but he figured Miss 

Snider would feel good if he let her rescue him. She had been so kind and helpful 

to him.  It seemed the very least he could do was let her rescue him.  

      "Hang on, Jeb.  I'm almost there!" Miss Snider called.  "Hang on a minute 

more, Jeb."  

     Quack, quack, quack, said Julius Caesar, the cause of all the commotion. He 

circled Jeb like he wanted a piece of bread. Jeb treaded water and thought. Should 
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he just swim to shore and hurt Miss Snider's feelings or should he stay put and let 

her rescue him? The bread and corn were soaked by now.  He reached in his pocket 

and pulled out the dripping brown bag. He took out some corn and threw it to 

Julius Caesar.  "Here, you might as well eat this," he whispered to Julius Caesar.  

    By now, Miss Snider was right next to him and she grabbed his shirt. "Come 

on, Jeb, I'll tow you to shore. Do you think you can kick your legs and help me a 

little?"  

    Jeb did his best to look scared.  "I'll try, Miss Snider, but you'll hang on to 

me, won't you?"  

    "I'll hang on to you, Jeb."  

     They moved at a slow, steady pace to shore. Then Moses decided to get into 

the act. Jeb heard him crashing through the woods and there he stood on the creek 

bank, woof, woofing.  Jeb could tell by his woofing that as far as Moses was 

concerned, they were playing another fun game of fetch, which meant going into 

the water and dragging out whatever happened to be there - a stick, a duck, Jeb, or 

Miss Snider.  That's how Jeb had met Julius Caesar in the first place.  Moses had 

fetched him to shore and Jeb had to sternly order him to put Julius Caesar back.   

      "No, Moses, stay! Stay! How did you get untied anyway?"     
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Moses jumped into the water and started swimming. Jeb saw the rope 

trailing after him like a long, white snake.  

      "Go back, Moses!" Miss Snider shouted. "We're all right.  I'll bring Jeb in."  

      Moses kept swimming and reached them in almost no time. He fetched Jeb 

to shore first by simply gripping Jeb's shirt collar in his teeth and pulling him in. 

Then before Jeb could grab him, he fetched Miss Snider by the collar of her dress.  

By the time Miss Snider stood dripping wet on the creek bank, the collar hung to 

one side.  

    Jeb felt bad. "He ruined your pretty dress, Miss Snider." 

    Miss Snider looked like she didn't know whether to laugh or cry. She smiled. 

"The next thing you're going to tell me is that you know how to swim."   

    "I know how to swim, Miss Snider." 

    Quack, quack," said Julius Caesar from his safe spot in the middle of the 

creek.   

    "It sounds like he's laughing at me, not that I can blame him", Miss Snider 

said.  She wrung a stream of water out of her skirt. "I suppose we ought to get 

home so we can dry off."              

"Where did you learn to swim like that, Miss Snider?"   

    "I had two older brothers who threw me in the water all of the time."  
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    Quack! said Julius Caesar again.  

    Jeb looked out to see why Julius Caesar was quacking. Moses had fetched 

again, only this time he had fetched Mrs. Julius Caesar and the six baby ducklings.  

    "Moses found her nest. He's better at finding things in the woods than I am," 

Jeb told Miss Snider. "We should start home before he decides to fetch us back out 

in the creek again."    

 "What about your raft, Jeb?" 

       "I'll have Moses fetch it.  Moses, fetch the raft!" Jeb called. "Fetch the raft."  

     Moses deposited the last duckling, and then grabbed the raft in his teeth.  He 

towed it to shore and tugged it up on the beach.     

     Jeb tied up the raft.  "Good boy, Moses. Good dog!"     

     Moses wuffed, “Thank, you.”  

     "Now let's go home and eat supper," Jeb said. "Come on, Moses. Do you 

want a nice juicy bone with meat on it? Come on. I saw Ma fixing one for you this 

morning."  

     Miss Snider put her arm around Jeb's shoulders. 'It's good to have a friend 

like you, Jeb."  

    "I ruined your dress, Miss Snider."  
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  "I'll fix it up good as new. If I can't, I'll have Moses fetch me a new one from 

town!"  

     Jeb, Miss Snider, and Moses sang all of the way home. From that day on, 

Jeb didn't worry any more about Miss Snider living with them.  
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Chapter Five –  

Jeb Makes Friends with Al the Girl             
 

 
                                              

 

 

                           

  Jeb Smith raced across the prairie on his way to school.  About half a mile 

flew by under his feet before he slowed down to build a second wind to get up the 
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hill. By squinting against the morning sun, he saw the bell tower of the school 

house pointing into the sky like a skinny white finger. Behind it, the school 

building and the hill were silhouetted against miles of gently rolling prairie spread 

out like a green and brown carpet.      

Jeb liked going to school and he liked Miss Snider. Even after she had 

started living at the Smith house, Jeb still liked her. She hadn't caused him as much 

trouble as he had thought she would. She had become his friend.  He didn't love 

Miss Snider like he did his Ma, but he liked her something like he liked his best 

friend Corey. Miss Snider was a good pal to have around when you needed 

someone to shoot aggies with or stand behind you in a fight.      

Miss Snider wore her brown hair in braids coiled around her head and her 

blue eyes reminded Jeb of the prairie sky. She wore pretty clothes, too, mostly blue 

skirts and shirt waists as white as a winter blizzard on the prairie. Miss Snider 

stood small.  Jeb knew that he would be taller than she was when he came into his 

full growth. Most of the time Miss Snider spoke with a low and gentle voice. To 

Jeb, her voice sounded like Bossy, his family's cow, when she lowed to her calf.  

In the back of his mind Jeb knew that Miss Snider was a girl, but most of the 

 time he forgot she was. The girls in his class were a lot less fun to be with than 

Miss Snider.  Miss Snider even made recitation day fun. She said that everyone 
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had to get up in front of the class and say a poem as a celebration to mark her first 

few months of teaching the Burton school.  

      Molly Adams finished saying her poem. She waved her hands and her high 

squeaky voice made it sound more syrupy than it already was. Worse yet, she had 

long blond curls and blue eyes that matched her blue polka-dotted dress and hair 

ribbons.

Jeb wrinkled his nose in disgust.  Girls!  They were deliberately clean most 

of the time. They yelled if you splashed the least bit of mud on them or threw dirt 

in their hair. And their clothes! They could be excused for wearing dresses because 

their mothers forced them to, but they also wore hair ribbons, long stockings, and 

button shoes. No wonder they had to smile with dimples and toss pretty golden 

curls. They weren't good for anything else.  

Jeb knew just one girl who really wasn't a girl. Alberta Jenkins was 

 his pal and he didn't think of her as a girl, because she wore britches to school 

under her dress and pulled the dress off at recess so she could play ball and tag and 

the other games that the girls didn't play. 

Jeb remembered the first day she came to school. "Another girl!" he had 

 grumbled and paid no more attention to her. At recess the girl ran over to him as 

he tagged Corey "it" for a game of tag.  
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"Can I play?" the girl asked. She tossed her long braids over her shoulder.  

      Jeb laughed at her. "Girls can't play tag. Even if you could run, how would 

you do it in a dress?"   

       "I'll bet I can run faster than you can," she challenged him. "If I beat you, 

will you let me play?"   

     Jeb decided to make short work of this silly girl. "I'll race you from here to 

the school house and back.  If you win, you can play with us."  Jeb drew a line in 

the dust with his toe. "Whoever crosses this line first is the winner." 

     "I'm ready," the girl announced. She stood with her foot straddling the line 

and hitched her skirt up to her knees. To Jeb's amazement, she was wearing a pair 

of britches and a shirt under her dress.  "I won't take off my dress now.  I'll wait 

until we start the games," the girl said modestly.  

This remark fired Jeb up so high that he clenched his teeth and muttered, 

"Dumb girl! I'll beat you if I have to run all day to do it."  

     Maybe running all day would have helped Jeb beat the girl, but he wasn't so 

sure. In this race she ran mighty fast. She ran too fast! Even running with the 

handicap of her skirts around her knees, the girl crossed the finish line several 

inches ahead of Jeb. But she didn't rub in her victory.  She just dropped her skirts, 

dusted them off, and said, "Wait, I'll be back in a minute."  
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    She came back wearing her shirt and britches and from then on, she played 

with the boys. Al played ball so well that soon the boys included her in all of their 

games. Some of them thanked Jeb for getting her to run in races. When they won 

the racing medal from Centerville School with the help of her thirty yard dash, the 

boys chose Al captain of the team. Secretly Jeb was proud of Al and his chest 

swelled when he thought about how he discovered her. Al promised him not to be 

a girl very often.  

     Al wasn't a girl very often, but Molly was a girl all of the time. She finished 

her poem and sat down, smiling to show off her dimple and swishing her skirts. Jeb 

stuck out his tongue at the back of her head.  "Girls!" he complained.  

    "Thank you, Molly," Miss Snider said. "That was an excellent recitation." 

She paged through her book. "Tomorrow, Alberta Jenkins will recite "The 

Barefoot Boy," by John Greenleaf Whittier." Jeb stared at Al. How had she gotten 

herself into this one?   

    "Would you like to take the book home tonight and practice, Alberta?" Miss 

Snider asked.  

    "Yes, Miss Snider," Al said.    

    Al looked pale and swayed on her feet like she was dizzy. Jeb got up to help 

her, but she managed to stumble back to her seat. Jeb was stunned. How could Al, 
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the champion runner, and Alberta Jenkins, the girl, be the same person?  This girl 

didn't walk with Al's bouncy steps. She didn't grin like a coon and her eyes didn't 

snap fire. This Alberta crept like a rabbit, and acted as timid as a rabbit.  

After school, Jeb cornered Al on the playground. "Why didn't you tell me 

your name is Alberta?" he demanded.   

       "Would you tell me if your name was Alberta? And I did tell you, the first 

day of school.  Can I help if it you were so busy fighting with Big Jack that you 

weren't listening?"   

     "Why did you have to pick a dumb poem to say like the rest of the girls?" 

Jeb demanded.  

      Al sighed.  "I had to pick one.  Miss Snider wouldn't let me hit fly balls or 

do cartwheels instead.  

     Jeb understood now. Al wasn't being a girl on purpose. They were forcing 

being a girl on her like they forced him to take a bath every Saturday night.  

      Al and Jeb walked in silence for awhile, and then she said, "Jeb?"   

    "Yeah, Al?"  

     "I'm all fluttery about saying a poem in front of everybody."      
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      Jeb knew how she felt. Next week the boys were supposed to recite and he 

wasn't looking forward to it. "I'll keep my fingers on both hands crossed for you," 

he told Al. 

   "Thanks, Jeb. My Pa says I have to wear my Sunday dress, too, and that's 

going to be awful. The fellas will make fun of me and Hattie Daniels will turn up 

her nose higher than ever."   

    Jeb sighed. Al's problem seemed more complicated than his. Reciting in 

class was bad enough but being a girl on top of that was enough to make a person 

run in circles like Moses did when he chased his tail. Jeb got an idea. "Let's go 

down to the creek and swim. Are you wearing your britches and shirt under your 

dress?"  

      "You betcha. Come on, I'll beat you."   

    They swam until the sun sinking over the edge of the prairie told them chore 

time had arrived. "See you tomorrow," Jeb called as he started for home.  

      Tomorrow had come too fast, Jeb thought as he slid into his seat the next 

morning. He hoped Al had practiced last night. He looked over at her to grin 

encouragement, but her seat was empty. Was she going to play hooky today to get 

out of reciting? Then the door opened quietly and someone tiptoed inside. Startled, 

Jeb took a second look. The latecomer was a girl. Her hair flowed in ripples down 
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to her waist and glinted in the sunshine. The girl wore a fancy dress with ruffles 

and its blue color matched her eyes. This girl had a pink hair bow fastened to her 

curls. The bow sat at an angle like the wind had blown it while she ran to school. 

This had to be a new girl. Jeb had never seen her before. 

    "I'm sorry I'm late, Miss Snider. Chores took me longer this morning," the 

girl mumbled.  

     "I'm not going to mark you tardy this time, Alberta, but don't let it happen 

again," Miss Snider said.  

     As Al crept to her seat, someone snickered. Jeb looked around and saw that 

it was Big Jack.  "I'll settle with him at recess," Jeb promised himself.  

     "That will do, Jack," Miss Snider said. Big Jack didn't make any more noise. 

Miss Snider heard the lessons of the three lower grades. Next, the fourth grade 

came to recite.  Jeb watched Al peeking in her book and moving her lips. He hoped 

that she had practiced last night and he crossed the fingers on both of his hands for 

her like he had promised.  "Good luck, Al," he whispered. 

      Al marched to the front of the room. She ducked her head in a stiff bow and 

this caused the loose hair bow to flop over one eye. All of the girls giggled, and Al 

blushed and straightened it. She said stiffly..."Blessings on thee little man..."    
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     Jeb knew that Al wasn't using her ball playing voice.  She sounded like a 

chick cheeping to its mother. Soon the snickers and whisperings of the children 

drowned her out.  Miss Snider rapped on her desk with her ruler. "Children!"  said 

Miss Snider sharply. 

      The noise died down.  Al's flush deepened, but she went on. Jeb knew that 

she'd rather fight Big Jack or swim the creek four times without stopping than to do 

this. He wanted to jump up and down and shout, "Hasn't she said enough of that 

dumb poem?"   

        Suddenly, everyone laughed. Jeb stood up to see what they were laughing 

about. Three seats ahead of them, Big Jack had taken his shoes off and was 

wiggling his toes back and forth. On his slate he had written, "I'm a bare foot boy." 

He passed it around for everyone to read. Al stopped reciting and stood there 

looking like a thunder cloud ready to rain.  Jeb thought she might punch Big Jack 

in the nose, but instead she picked up her skirts.  "I think you're all mean and 

hateful," she said. Tears streamed down her face. She turned and ran out the door.  

     Miss Snider hurried after her.   

    Jeb walked over to Big Jack's desk. "That wasn't a very funny joke."  

    "Haw, haw.  It was a real funny joke!" Big Jack sneered.  

    "You didn't have to start all of that trouble for Al," Jeb said.  
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      "Yeah? What's a little runt like you going to do about it?" Big Jack snarled.   

    Jeb looked up at him.  "You're nothing but a big bully and I'm going to make 

you leave Al alone!" Jeb's stomach and knees felt wobbly, but he was going to 

show Big Jack. 

      Big Jack jumped from his seat and rushed at Jeb like a bull charging a red 

flannel shirt.  "I'll show you a thing or two, you little runt."  

      Elmer shouted, "Cut it out you two. Here comes Miss Snider!"   

     Big Jack sank back into his seat. "I'll get you after school," he growled.   

     Jeb's heart pounded. Big Jack's fists were as big as his Ma's sadiron. He 

knew he couldn't back down from Big Jack, though.  

      "I know how we can tell Al we're sorry," Jeb whispered to Molly Adams.    

      "How?" she whispered back.  

      Jeb told her and everybody else and they all thought his idea would work. 

Only Big Jack scowled and shook his head "no."  

They all took off their shoes and socks and waited for Al and Miss Snider to 

come back into the room. Jeb heard a step at the door, but only Miss Snider stood 

there.  He couldn't see Al at all.   

       Jeb raised his hand.  "Where's Al, Miss Snider?"  
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       "I couldn't find her." Miss Snider's dress looked wrinkled like she had 

walked a long way in the hot sun. "I looked all around the school house and walked 

as far as the creek, but I didn't see her." Miss Snider sank into her chair.  

     Jeb raised his hand again.  "Miss Snider, can I go after her?  I have a notion 

where she might be." 

     "Don't be gone too long, Jeb." 

      Jeb raced along the path to the creek.  A thicket of plum bushes grew along 

the steep bank, their roots curving outward to form a tangle of roots and branches. 

Under this tangle was a tiny cave that Jeb and Al had discovered one day when 

they were exploring the creek bank. Jeb thought Al might have chosen the cave to 

hide in. He got down on his hands and knees and crawled into the cave. "Are you 

in there, Al?"  

  He thought he heard a hiccough.  "Come on Al, you can talk to me.  I didn't 

make you cry."  

    In the dim light, Jeb saw Al sit up. Her blue dress was streaked with dirt.  

     "You didn't make me cry, but they did." She sniffed. "They were horrible to 

me. I'm going to beat up every single one of them. Will you help me, Jeb?" 

    Jeb sat beside her. "If we beat them all up today, they'll tease you again 

tomorrow. Does that mean we have to beat them up every day?"  
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     "That would be a lot of work," Al admitted. She brushed some dirt off her 

dress.  "If I ruin more dresses, Pa's going to tan my hide black and blue." 

    "Then you'd better come out of the mud," Jeb said. He held out his hand to 

her. He and Al crawled out and blinked in the bright sunshine. Jeb stared at her. 

"You did get your dress muddy."  

Al glared at him. Jeb said, "I'll help you brush it off and it'll be good as 

new."  

    "I don't want to wear my dress anymore. It's too dirty." Al reached down and 

pulled the dress over her head. She had on her britches and shirt under the dress. 

She stuffed the dress in the bushes. "I'll get it tonight on the way home from 

school."    

        Jeb grinned at her. "You sure know how to figure things out, Al."   

      "I didn't want to wear this dress today, but Pa made me. He says he wants 

me to dress like a lady. He thinks then maybe I'll act like one." 

    "My Pa doesn't care what my Ma's dresses look like. He says she's the one 

that makes them pretty," Jeb told Al.  

     "My Ma's dead." Al looked away from Jeb but she had tears in her voice. "I 

don't even remember her, so how should I know what a lady acts like? If they all 
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act like Miss Snider, maybe I'll be one someday.  I don't want to be one now.  I like 

to play ball too much and I ain't never seen Miss Snider play ball."                

   "Maybe she will someday," Jeb said.    

    They arrived at the school house. Al hung back and Jeb knew that she didn't 

want to face the room full of eyes again. He opened the door and shoved Al in 

ahead of him.  "We're back Miss Snider."  

     After Al sat down, Jeb bent over and took off his shoes and socks. "Look 

Al!" Jeb pointed to all of the children with their shoes and socks off. 

     "Creeping catfish!" Al laughed. "Thanks everybody."  

     Miss Snider rapped for order. "I hope you all will remember what happened 

today whenever you're tempted to make fun of someone," she said. "Now Alberta 

will finish her recitation."            

Al finished her recitation in her britches and shirt and nobody laughed. The 

afternoon got so busy that Jeb forgot about Big Jack and the fight they were 

supposed to have after school. Then Big Jack passed Jeb his slate. On it he had 

written, "Bet you're too yellow to stick around after school."       

 Jeb's hands shook so hard the chalk squeaked but he wrote, "See you after 

school." He passed the slate back to Big Jack. Jeb asked permission to wash the 

blackboard so that he would have a reason to stay after school. 
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      "Please lock the door when you leave, Jeb," Miss Snider said when she left.  

      "Yes, Miss Snider," Jeb answered, turning to the blackboard. It didn't take 

very long to wash and when he finished, he peeked out the window. He didn't see 

Big Jack, but his note hadn't sounded like he planned to pass up this fight. Jeb took 

a deep breath. He opened the door and stepped outside. As he closed the door, he 

heard Big Jack say, "Are you stalling, yellow belly?"         

"I had to practice first," Jeb said.   

"You'll need it." Big Jack laughed and put up his fists. "Come on runt. Let's 

get this over with."  

    Jeb came in swinging, although he knew that he'd lose in the end. He led 

with his right as best he could and ducked Big Jack's hammy fists. Then Big Jack 

hit out at him and he didn't duck in  time. The punch caught him under his right eye. 

"That smarts," Jeb groaned. 

     "I sure got you a good one. It's turning black and blue already," Big Jack 

gloated.  

      "So what.  I ain't giving up yet," Jeb puffed.  

     Jeb kept fighting even when Big Jack twisted his arm behind him and 

demanded, "Holler uncle!"   

    "Not until you promise to stop making trouble for Al," Jeb gasped.  
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    Big Jack only twisted harder. Jeb gritted his teeth and hung on. Suddenly 

Big Jack bellowed, "Ow!" and dropped Jeb's arm.     Jeb glanced around to see why 

Big Jack had let go of him so suddenly.   

Big Jack rubbed his bottom. "You stabbed me, you little runt. Now you're 

really going to get it!" 

     Jeb braced himself for Big Jack's attack. Instead of lunging for Jeb, Big Jack 

yelled and grabbed the back of his leg. "Owwww, you did it again.!"  

     Jeb scratched his head. If he wasn't stabbing Big Jack, who was? He looked 

around again and there stood Al peeking from around the corner of the school 

house. She put her finger to her lips in a "shhh" sign.  

     "Are you ready to give up or do you want more?" Jeb asked Big Jack.  

   "I'll get you this time!" Big Jack advanced toward him with his huge fists 

ready. But again before Big Jack could hit Jeb, the mysterious thing stabbed him. 

"What is biting me?" Big Jack bellowed.    Jeb smiled. "It's my secret weapon." 

     Big Jack backed away. "I gotta get home and do chores.I'll fight you 

tomorrow - maybe."   

    After he disappeared, Jeb yelled, "He's gone, Al."  

     Al came from behind the school house. "Did you see him run?" she laughed.   

     Jeb laughed with her. "He was running like a spooked rabbit."    
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"He won't bother you for awhile," Al said.  

    "What did you do to him?" Jeb asked as they started for home.  

"It's simple," Al said. "I just picked the best spot and stabbed him with my 

hat pin."  

     "Hat pin? You don't have a hat pin."  

     " Yes, I do. I used it to hold the ribbon in my hair."    

       "Al, you're pretty smart."     

"So are you, Jeb. That's why we make good buddies."  

She touched his eye.  "Big Jack really gave you a black eye."  

     Jeb winced. "Be careful. That hurts."  

    "Come on, I'll race you to the creek!" Al challenged. 

    "Last one there's a girl!" Jeb shouted. He started running. 
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Chapter Six –  

Jeb and the Coal Ghost          

 

 

 

"Miss Snider, there's something under the school house steps," Big Jack said. 

"It sounds like a ghost. It went WHOOOO at me."  
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He set the half empty coal bucket by the stove. Miss Snider looked up from 

her books. "Jack, I've asked you lots of times not to speak out in class unless I 

speak to you first. And that's enough of this talk about ghosts. You'll scare the 

younger children." 

      "I did see a ghost," Big Jack said. "I know I saw a ghost under the school 

steps, and tomorrow when it's Jeb's turn to fill the bucket, he'll see the same ghost. 

I hope the ghost goes WHOOOO at him too." 

      "Jack, see to your books or I'll have to keep you after school," Miss Snider 

said. "It's all right to tease, but when teasing means you'll scare or hurt someone 

else, then it's time to stop." 

     "I wasn't teasing," Big Jack mumbled to Jeb. 

      "Jeb, don't pay Big Jack any mind," Miss Snider said. "There isn't anything 

under those steps except coal, remember that Jeb. If there was anything dangerous 

under there I wouldn't let you and Jack take turns filling the coal bucket." 

      "Yes, Miss Snider," Jeb said. 

     "There's nothing under here but coal," Jeb said over and over the next 

morning as he crawled under the steps, the bucket clanging behind him. He felt 

ghostly eyes boring into his back as he crouched under the steps. The only light in 
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the small space was a golden square outlining the wooden doorway.  Miss Snider 

didn't cover the hole with the wooden door until winter to keep the coal from being 

buried and frozen in snow. The golden square grew dimmer as the morning came 

on

Coal dust floated through the air like tiny gray ghosts and brushed against 

Jeb‟s face. Jeb had the bucket half-filled when he first heard the voice of the coal 

ghost.

     "WHOOOO!" said the coal ghost. "I'm going to get youuuu!"      

Jeb was so scared that he threw a hunk of coal into the air. "Please don't get 

me coal ghost," Jeb begged. "I'll do anything you want." 

      "Coal! I want coal!" the coal ghost moaned. "You get me coal every day and 

set it by the stove.  Coalll...or I'll eat you up!" 

    "I'll get you coal every day," Jeb promised. 

     The next day it was Big Jack's turn to fill the coal bucket. Jeb said to him, 

"Can I get your coal today? 

    "What'll you give me if I let you get my coal?" Big Jack demanded. 

     "My best shooter," Jeb offered. 

      "Naw, I don't play marbles." 

     "How about my Christmas penny?"     
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"It's a deal," Big Jack said. "Give it here." 

     Jeb handed over the penny from his pocket. He watched it flashing in the sun 

as it lay in Big Jack's hand. He felt sad. That penny would have bought a stick of 

candy from Nelson's Store.

"Be working on something else to give me to take my turn tomorrow," Big 

Jack said. "If you don't give me anything, I'll get the coal and the coal ghost will 

get you." 

   "I don't have anything," Jeb said. 

      "How about that mutt?  You know, that dog I almost got rid of when he was 

a puppy?" 

     "I'll get the coat," Jeb said. "I don't want the coal ghost to get me and I don't 

want you to get Moses." 

      Jeb hurried home. He whistled for his dog Moses as soon as he turned into 

the barnyard. Moses bounded up to Jeb wagging his tail and barking short, shrill 

yips of welcome.   

Jeb bent over and patted his head and scratched his ears. "Moses, we gotta 

think about what we're going to give Big Jack so we can get coal on his day, or else 

the coal ghost will get mad at me and eat me up! But I can't give you away, Moses. 
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Big Jack is the meanest person around here.  I won't let him touch a hair on your 

head!" 

     Jeb searched through the treasures in his room, but all he could find to give 

Big Jack was a pocket knife. He knew Big Jack already had one of those. 

    "Pa, do you have a penny to spare?" Jeb asked Pa at supper that night. 

      "Jeb, I don't have even one penny to spare," Pa said. "Do you need a slate 

pencil?" 

      "He shouldn't need a slate pencil," Miss Snider said. We've been doing book 

work lately." 

        "No, Pa, I don't need a slate pencil."  

     "He probably just wants some candy," Tim said.   

"That' ain't so!" Jeb said. "I don't like candy anymore." 

      "Ohh, something's wrong with Jeb," Tim teased. "He liked candy this 

morning when he bought a piece with his Christmas penny at Nelson's Store. He 

liked it so much that he wouldn't even give me a bite." 

      "What do you need, Jebbie?" Ma asked him. 

      Jeb glanced uneasily at Miss Snider.  He hoped she wouldn't call him Jebbie 

at school. 
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     "Nothing, Ma. Please don't call me Jebbie."  Jeb couldn't tell her about the 

Coal Ghost. He didn't want to scare her.     

The next morning when he got to school, Jeb still didn't have anything to 

give Big Jack. He wondered what he would do when the Coal Ghost found out that 

it was Big Jack's coal instead of Jeb's coal. Jeb was scared, but he still wasn't going 

to give Moses to Big Jack. He'd go live with Big Jack himself first. The last time 

Big Jack had Moses he had tied a rock to his leg and thrown him in the creek to 

drown. Jeb wasn't going to take any chances that would happen again. 

   Big Jack was waiting for him on the schoolhouse steps. "Where's my 

present?" Big Jack demanded. "You were supposed to bring me the dog." 

      "You ain't getting Moses," Jeb said. "I left him home where he belongs." 

     "Then the coal ghost is going to get you!" Big Jack said. "He's going to get 

you good when he finds out it's me under there getting him coal instead of you." 

    "Let him get me," Jeb said. 

      "He'll get you good!" Big Jack warned Jeb. 

      "I'm not afraid of any coal ghost," Jeb said. 

      But all morning Jeb felt scared inside. When everyone sat in the school room 

doing lessons, Jeb kept listening for the sound of footsteps. He knew the coal ghost 

would be coming to get him soon. 
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      "Jeb, what's wrong?" Miss Snider asked him. 

  Jeb jumped almost a foot out of his seat. "Nothing's wrong, Miss Snider. I 

was just thinking." 

     "Think about spelling," Miss Snider told him. 

     In spelling class, Jeb missed five spelling words in a row, something that he 

had never done before in all of his years at school. 

      Miss Snider kept Jeb in at noon recess.  "Something's bothering you, Jeb. I'm 

not going to let you out of here until you tell me what it is," Miss Snider said. 

     "The coal ghost is after me!" Jeb confessed. 

      "The coal ghost. There isn't any such thing as a coal ghost," Miss Snider said. 

      "When I was under the schoolhouse the other day filling the bucket with 

coal, the coal ghost talked to me."  

     "What did the coal ghost say?" asked Miss Snider. 

    "The coal ghost said that it likes my coal better than Big Jack's and I'd better 

bring it coal or it would get me." 

      "Is that all the coal ghost said, Jeb?" 

      "No, the coal ghost said when I come back he wants more of my coal." 

     "Then what happened?" Miss Snider asked. 
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      "Then when I asked Big Jack if I could get coal instead of him, he said the 

coal ghost would get me if I didn't give him my candy and my dog Moses. I gave 

him my candy but I'm not going to give him my dog Moses." 

      "You don't have to give the coal ghost anything," Miss Snider said. "I have 

some questions to ask Big Jack." 

   "What kind of questions, Miss Snider?" 

      "Questions like how he knows about this coal ghost unless he has 

something to do with this whole thing." 

      "I got an idea, Miss Snider. If Al will help us and you will help us, the coal 

ghost won't bother me anymore."  

Jeb told Miss Snider his idea. Miss Snider laughed. "That's a good idea, Jeb. 

It will certainly serve Big Jack right. You can count on me to do my part." 

    Later on that afternoon when everyone was studying, Miss Snider said, 

"Jack, I need some coal for the bucket. It's empty." 

     "Aw, Miss Snider, I don't wanna," Big Jack said.  "Besides, the runt, Jeb 

Smith and me have a deal. He's supposed to be getting my coal for me." 

     "Jack, I want you to get a bucket of coal right away." 

      Big Jack grumbled, but he lumbered out of his seat, grabbed the coal bucket 

and stomped outside. The school room was so quiet that everyone could hear Big 
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Jack muttering and complaining as he crawled under the schoolhouse. Jeb winked 

at Al. "Now," the wink said.  

     Miss Snider smiled at them. "Now," she said. 

      Jeb and Al and Miss Snider followed Big Jack under the schoolhouse. "Be 

quiet for a few minutes and you will see a real ghost," Miss Snider called to the 

rest of the children over her shoulder. 

     Jeb couldn't help it. He followed Miss Snider to the opening of the coal bin 

and his teeth chattered and his knees knocked. Maybe Miss Snider wanted to have 

an argument with the coal ghost, but Jeb didn't.  

Miss Snider crouched in front of the square doorway. "Coal Ghost, are you 

in there?" she shouted. 

      Jeb expected to hear the same WHOOOO that had scared him before. The 

only noise he heard was Big Jack shouting, "Jeb Smith, you little runt, I'm going to 

get you!" 

      Jeb peered past Miss Snider and there was Big Jack bending over in a 

crouching position.  The coal bucket sat beside him. Miss Snider winked at Jeb and 

Al. 

      "WHOOOOOO," said Jeb and Al together. 
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      Big Jack froze like a snowman in a prairie blizzard. Al sneaked up behind 

him and gave him a shove.   She hurried back beside Jeb. 

     "WHOOOOO!" Jeb and Al shouted together.  

        "Yeowwww!" hollered Big Jack. "There really is a coal ghost!" 

      Big Jack backed out from under the porch on his hands and knees. Miss 

Snider and Jeb and Al barely had time to back out of the way, he came so fast. 

Miss Snider stood up and dusted off her skirts. 

      "Jack, you come with me," she said. "I want the rest of the classes to see 

what a fake coal ghost looks like." 

      "I'm sorry, Miss Snider," Big Jack blubbered. "I was just trying to scare the 

little runt into doing my work for me. I wanted his candy and whatever else I could 

get out of him, but I wasn't gonna take his dog, honest. Please Miss Snider, save 

me from the coal ghost."  

     Big Jack threw his arms around Miss Snider's skirts, leaving a ring of black. 

      "Jack, I'm not going to save you from the coal ghost unless you promise to 

behave and leave Jeb and Moses alone.  You have to promise me you'll get your 

share of the coal without hatching any more schemes to make Jeb do all of the 

work." 

      "I promise!" Big Jack said. 
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     "You'd better promise.” Big Jack's friend Elmer hollered from the 

schoolhouse doorway. "I wouldn't want a coal ghost coming after me!" 

     Elmer laughed and the other children laughed with him.  "You could be the 

coal ghost yourself, you're so full of coal dust," Elmer teased. 

      "Big Jack, the big coal ghost!" Some of the other boys took up the cry. Big 

Jack clenched his fists. 

      "You'd better quit it," he said. "I ain't no coal ghost."       

"Go home and take a bath, Jack," Miss Snider told him.  "And let this be a 

lesson to you when you think about cheating anybody else." 

      Big Jack hurried away toward the Delaney place. 

     "WHOOOO!" the children called after him. 

     "WHOOOOO!" Jeb heard an echo from under the schoolhouse.  But he had 

to be imagining things. There wasn't any such thing as coal ghost. 
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Chapter Seven –  

Lost in a Blizzard        
 

                                                  

 

 "Miss Snider, it looks like it's going to snow." Jeb spoke without raising his 

hand and he looked at his hand in surprise. What had made him say that?  He wasn't 

even supposed to be looking out the window at the sunshiny November day that 

made him think of ice fishing in the creek. He wasn't supposed to be looking at the 

clouds piled up like snowdrifts. He had been still looking at the clouds in the 

northwest when the sun grew dim like someone had turned it down, like his Ma did 

the kerosene lamp at night. 

     Big Jack snickered. "Snow? You're scrambled in the head." 

    "Look outside," Jeb told him. 
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      Everyone looked out the window and an uneasy shuffling and stirring rippled 

through the room like the wind rippled the dry prairie grass. Most of the children 

were long-time residents of the town, and they knew what snow did when it came in 

great sheets backed by fifty mile an hour winds. Most of them knew stories about 

someone caught on the open prairie in a blizzard and frozen to death. But Miss 

Snider was from the East. She was spending her first winter here and didn't know 

about blizzards. 

      "Jeb, please ask permission before you speak," Miss Snider said sternly. 

"There surely is no need to get excited over a little snow storm." 

     "But Miss Snider, we should..." Jeb began. 

      "Jeb, I just told you about speaking out in class.  Must I use my ruler?" 

 "No Ma'm," Jeb muttered. He stared out the window again. The snow clouds 

were piled directly overhead now and the wind drove bits of snow against the 

window.  Jeb raised his hand.  

     "Yes, Jeb," Miss Snider said. 

    "Miss Snider, we'd better start for home or we won't make it before the 

blizzard hits." 

    Miss Snider looked surprised. "Do you mean the snow here gets so bad that 

you can't walk home through it?" 
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     "Yes, Ma'm," Jeb said. "If you get caught in a blizzard and can't find shelter, 

you freeze to death." 

     "My land," Miss Snider said. "We had snow back East, but not that kind of 

snow." 

     "We best get going right now. The snow's getting thicker," Jeb said. 

   Sally Jones looked out the window and started to cry.  "I'm scared," she 

sobbed. "I don't want to freeze in a blizzard." 

      "Cry baby!" Jeb's brother Tim said. "Instead of crying, get your coat on and 

get ready to go home." 

     "Don't cry Sally.  I'll get you home," Jeb told her. 

    "You big girls help the little ones get dressed," Miss Snider said.  Jeb and 

Elmer and Corey, you help the small boys." 

While everyone pulled on their coats and hats, the storm hit the school house 

with a thump, like a huge fist pounding it. The snow was so thick that Jeb couldn't 

see out the window any more. Miss Snider peered out at the show. "Maybe we ought 

to stay here," she said. 

 "Do we have enough coal?" Elmer wondered. 

      Jeb ran to the coal bucket.  It was half full. "Is there any more coal under the 

school house?" 
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      Miss Snider lowered her voice. "There isn't any more. The school board said 

that they would have more sent sometime this week, but since I've already used my 

weekly amount,  Mr. Ruggles probably decided to wait until Friday." 

    Now Jeb was frightened. They had only half a bucket of coal and a blizzard 

usually lasted for two or three days! He looked around the room. They could burn the 

desks, but even then, there would only be enough wood for a few hours. 

   "How many miles is your house from here?" Miss Snider asked Jeb.    "I never 

thought to count." 

      "About a mile and a half," Jeb told her. 

     Miss Snider turned from the window. Raising her voice she called, "Is 

everyone ready?  Listen carefully to me. We're going to make a chain by holding 

hands. Everyone line up and grab the hand of the person next to you. That's it! Elmer, 

you and Big Jack be the last two in line. We need someone strong and trustworthy at 

our rear."             

      Big Jack growled. "I ain't gonna hold Elmer's hand. I ain't no sissy." 

      "You two hold hands. We don't have time to argue," Miss Snider said sternly. 

      Scowling at her, Big Jack took Elmer's hand. "Wanna dance?" he growled. 

Sally Jones giggled through her tears. 'You're funny, Big Jack!" 

      "Is everyone ready?" Miss Snider asked again. "Good."  

She opened the door. "Hold on to each other as tightly as you can." 

     Jeb tugged open the schoolhouse door and stepped outside. The wind driven 

snow stung him like a cloud of bees.  He helped lead the rest of the class outside, 

holding on to Susie Cramer's hand on one side. On the other side of him, he tried not 

to hold Elmer's hand too tight. He didn't want Elmer to think he was afraid. 
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      Miss Snider suddenly appeared beside Jeb. She stood close to him, cupped her 

hand over his ear, and shouted, "Jeb, come up front with me." 

     Jeb went to the front of the line of children and stood next to Miss Snider. She 

started out bravely, stumbling through the drifts, the dark shapes of the children 

strung out behind her like railroad cars following an engine. It seemed to Jeb that 

someone stood in the sky, dumping buckets of snow down on them. The wind chased 

and rolled the snow, piling it up all over the countryside. Jeb spotted a shape dimly 

through the whiteness. It was the grain elevator that stood about halfway between the 

school and his house. 

       "We have half a mile to go!" Jeb shouted to Miss Snider.  He didn't know if 

they could make it any further. The wind grew stronger, the snow thicker, and Jeb 

shivered all over.  He felt Miss Snider's arm trembling and her hand shaking. 

     "We've got find shelter!" she shouted. "We'll freeze if we don't." 

     "There's a haystack about a quarter of a mile up the road. We can crawl into it 

and keep warm!" Jeb shouted. 

      The wind snatched Miss Snider's words and blew them away, but Jeb could 

tell by the expression on her face that she agreed with him. They struggled on. It 

seemed to Jeb as if they had always been in this whirling white world full of stinging 

snow. His feet felt like there were twenty pound rocks fastened to them. It grew 

harder and harder to lift his feet and put them down again. He was cold and sleepy. 

Oh, how he wanted to lie down and sleep under a soft blanket of snow. 

      Jeb stumbled and Miss Snider's hand steadied him.   He couldn't go to sleep, 

not while Miss Snider and the other kids were depending on him. He had to go on. 

After a long trudging time lost in the white world, Jeb stumbled against something 

solid. He hoped it was the haystack! The haystack stood almost in the center of the 
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path he took to school every day, and he had often kicked straw out of his way as he 

walked past. 

     Jeb dropped to his knees and pawed into the snowy mass. His fingers struck 

something that prickled right through his mittens. Straw! Hay! It was the haystack!  

Furiously Jeb began to burrow a tunnel into the center of the stack. Soon his hands 

were raw and bleeding, despite his mittens, because the rough edges of the hay were 

like his Ma's darning needles. Jeb kept dipping until he reached the center of the 

stack. Then he hollowed it out enough so there was room for everyone to huddle 

together. He backed outside. 

    Miss Snider had everyone packed in a tight circle. 

    "We should take the little kids first," Jeb shouted to Miss Snider. 

      Miss Snider pushed the first and second graders forward. They dropped to 

their hands and knees and crawled into the haystack. The rest of the children 

followed, with Jeb and Miss Snider bringing up the rear. After Jeb crawled in, he 

took two handfuls of straw and plugged up the entrance to the tunnel so the fierce 

wind couldn't roar down it. Already, they were getting warmer and the howl of the 

wind had been tempered to a low growl by the insulation of snow and hay. 

      "You all sit down and rub your hands and legs and feet as hard as you can," 

Miss Snider ordered them. 

    The work of rubbing and breathing helped raise the temperate inside the hay 

stack a few more degrees, so the cold felt more like a whining dog than a howling 

wolf. Jeb knew that as more snow packed over the stack they would be warmer 

because snow is like a quilt when it covers something.  They would be warm here 

until the storm blew itself out. They could use snow to melt for drinking water, but 

they'd have to forget about eating until somebody rescued them. 
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       Miss Snider clapped her hands. "Let's play twenty questions. I'll start. I'm cold 

and white and fall from the sky. Sometimes I melt right in your eye! What am I? 

Does anyone know? Billy?" 

    "You're a snowflake!" Billy shouted. "I guessed that one on the first try, Miss 

Snider." 

      "So you did," Miss Snider smiled. "Now you can make up one, Billy." 

      Everyone but Big Jack was soon caught up in the excitement of the game, so 

much so that they forgot about being cold and hungry. Out of the corner of his eye, 

Jeb saw Big Jack staring at the tunnel leading to the outside.  

     Suddenly Big Jack jumped up. "I'm not staying in here!" he shouted. "We'd 

better fight our way to the Smiths instead of sitting in here starving to death." 

       "Jack, sit down and stop your shouting," Miss Snider told him. 

     "I'm not going to listen to an old biddy school teacher.  I'm going to the Smiths 

to get warm and have something to eat. Does anybody want to come with me? Don't 

be a scardy cat like she is!" He pointed to Miss Snider. 

    Jeb was so mad that he saw little red sparks in front of him. He jumped up. He 

wasn't sure what he was going to do since Big Jack was so much bigger than him, but 

he was going to do something. 

     "Sit down, Jeb," Miss Snider said.  "I'll take care of this." 

      Jeb sat close to Miss Snider so he'd be ready for whatever happened. Two red 

spots burned in Miss Snider's cheeks. "Jack, will you please sit down and let us go on 

with our game." 

      "I ain't gonna sit down. I'm asking you kids for the last  

time, are you coming with me or are you gonna stay here and freeze to death?" 

    Susie started to cry. "Are we going to freeze to death, Miss Snider?" 
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   Jeb put his arm around her. "Don't worry, Susie. We won't freeze to death, I 

promise you." 

      "We're staying here, Jack,” Miss Snider said firmly.  "If you want to go, I'll not 

try to stop you, but the rest of us are staying here to wait out the storm." 

      "Cowards!" Big Jack snarled as he crawled down the tunnel to the entrance. 

Jeb watched him disappear. 

     The day wore into evening. Miss Snider kept everyone busy with games and 

when they got tired of games she told them stories. More time passed. 

      "Let's sit closer together and hold hands and sing," Miss Snider said. 

    They sang everything from "Turkey in the Straw" to "Sweet and Low." It 

wasn't until they were singing "Shortening Bread," that Jeb realized how hungry he 

was. His stomach was so hollow that it echoed when he swallowed.  He didn't say 

anything about it, though. What was there to say when there wasn't anything to eat? 

 He thought for a minute, and then whispered in Miss Snider's ear. She nodded. 

       "Children, if any of you have a cap that makes a little cup when you turn it 

upside down, give it to Jeb and Elmer." 

      Jeb and Elmer collected two caps and crawled down the tunnel with them. Jeb 

pulled hay out of the entrance and scooped up a capful of snow. So did Elmer and 

they hurried back to the others. They handed the caps full of snow back to the owners. 

     "Sit and hold them," Jeb said. "The snow will get softer in a few minutes and 

you'll have a drink of water." 

     Jeb lost count of the times he and Elmer went back and forth with the caps 

until everyone had a drink of water. Jeb was so tired, he went to sleep before he 

finished drinking his own water. He dreamed about Ma's biscuits and chocolate cake. 
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     Their second day in the haystack proved to be a dark, endless one, with the 

little children crying from hunger and Jeb and Elmer making countless trips back and 

forth with the caps. Even Miss Snider's songs and stories didn't make the time go any 

faster. Jeb didn't have enough energy to sing and he didn't hear most of the stories 

because he was busy wondering what they were eating at home and if they missed 

him and Tim at the table. 

      Miss Snider glanced over at Jeb and sighed. "Is it still snowing, Jeb?" 

      "Yes, Ma'm," Jeb answered with a quiver in his voice. 

      "Never mind, Jeb, we'll lick it yet," Miss Snider said. "And when we get back 

to civilization, I'm giving you a reward for thinking of this haystack." 

    "Miss Snider, I'm going to go home and bring back some help." 

     "No, Jeb. Big Jack is already lost in the storm. I'm not going to lose you too." 

     "I can make it if I can find our pasture fence. It should be about a quarter of a 

mile to the north of us.  Remember how you showed us to find directions by the 

compass, Miss Snider? I always carry mine in my pocket and I'm going to try to find 

the north fence with it." 

     "Jeb, it's too dangerous. If you get lost, you'll freeze to death!" 

     "I won't get lost, Miss Snider. I know the path better than anyone else here. 

I've got to go Miss Snider, or we'll all starve to death." 

     Miss Snider had tears in her eyes. "Be careful, Jeb." 

    "I will," Jeb promised her. 

      As Jeb stood at the entrance of the haystack, the wind tugged at his jacket like 

it was trying to snatch it off. The snow beating against his face told him that he'd 

better find the right direction on his compass and start walking or he'd freeze in his 
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tracks. The cold felt like a wolf, sticking its fangs into his body wherever it could. He 

fumbled the compass out of his pocket. 

     Brrr, it was cold!  It was so cold that the compass face frosted over 

immediately. Jeb put it back in his pocket and started walking. At first he walked 

head down, straight into the wind, but the wind was so strong that it snatched his 

breath away. He fished the compass out of his pocket again, and holding it cupped in 

his hand, he turned his back to the wind. It still cut through his thin jacket like a knife. 

He shivered so hard that he shook all over, but he stubbornly pushed ahead. 

Maybe it would help to think about warm things. Jeb thought about the corner 

in the back of the kitchen stove where he did his studying or the steaming cup of hot 

tea his Ma made for him on cold mornings before school. Warm thoughts helped. He 

wasn't so cold now. In fact, he was so warm that he felt drowsy. It would be nice, so 

nice to lie down and take a nap. He was tired. Jeb shook himself. If he went to sleep, 

the snow would drift over him and he'd freeze to death.    

     Jeb kept walking, his back to the wind. It seemed like he was in one of Ma's 

wall pictures that showed the same scene no matter what angle you looked at it from. 

His footsteps were the same, the snow and the wind the same. Only his compass 

needle was different. It swung north. Jeb scrunched his shoulders together and kept 

walking. 

      Wait...had he heard something? Was there something different from the 

howling of the wind? He cupped his hand over his ear. Had he heard a shout? 

     "Hello!" Jeb yelled as loud as he could. "Hello!" 

     There was a faint, answering hello. 

     Jeb peered through the snow, but he couldn't see anything. There was nothing 

but a white world around him. He struggled on. Maybe he had imagined the shout. 
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He looked down at his compass that was now covered with ice. He tried to wipe off 

the ice, but it was frozen so solid that he couldn't even see the needle anymore. What 

was he going to do now? 

     "Helloooo." There was the shouting again! Jeb grabbed his hat and waved it 

above his head. "Here, over here!" he shouted.      

Through the snow he could make out the dim hulk of...something, but what 

was it? 

    "Here!" Jeb shouted again. The shape came closer and Jeb saw that it was a 

wagon, pulled by two snoring, snow-covered horses. The driver huddled in the 

wagon seat so completely covered with shawls and blankets that Jeb couldn't tell who 

he was. 

      "I'm here!" Jeb shouted. 

      The driver leaped down from the wagon seat. He swung Jeb up into his arms 

and hugged him tightly. "Jeb, you're all right!" 

"Pa!" Jeb felt the tears run down his face and freeze before they hit his chin. 

"Oh, Pa!" 

Pa sat him in the wagon and piled blankets over him.  "Where are the others?" 

Pa shouted over the howling wind. 

    "In the haystack in our south pasture. They're cold and hungry but they're alive. 

We have to get them out." 

      "We'll get them," Pa promised. 

      The horses plowed through the snow to the haystack. Miss Snider closed her 

eyes and said, "Thank you, God," when Jeb crawled through the tunnel and told her 

that Pa was waiting outside with the wagon. Then she opened her eyes and smiled at 

Jeb. "Thank you too, Jeb," she said. 
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      "Have we got everyone now?" Pa shouted. He put the last of the children in 

the wagon and tucked the blankets around them. 

      Miss Snider's chin quivered. "Everyone is here but Big Jack. I'm afraid that 

he..." 

 "Look!" Corey shouted. "Look at that big bear coming out of the haystack!"  

      "Look at the bear!" Jeb shouted. "Big Jack the bear!" 

     They laughed all of the way to Jeb's house and warmth and food. 
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Chapter Eight – 

“Teacher, It’s a Skunk!” 

                  
 

      Next to Al, Jeb liked his friend Corey Titus more than anyone else in the 

world. He liked Corey so much that he tried to do almost everything Corey did. 

Corey felt the same way about Jeb. After Corey saw Jeb's pet pig, Pinky, a few 

times, Corey started talking to Jeb about the kind of pet he could get for himself. 

    "It can't be a pig," Corey said. "None of our pigs are smart like Pinky." 

     "Are you sure?" Jeb asked. 

      "I'm sure," Corey said. "When I try to get them to roll over, they just lie 

there and squeal. None of them will count to three and none of them snore. They're 

not smart like Pinky at all." 

      "How about your cows?" Jeb asked. 

      "One of our cows had a baby calf with a white star on its forehead. Maybe I 

can make a pet out of him." 



117 
 

 

When Jeb and Corey tried to make friends with the calf, the mother of the 

calf shook her horns and them and chased them away.  They tried the horses 

next, but a horse was too big to carry under Corey's jacket like Jeb carried 

Pinky.  Corey's dog wouldn't fetch sticks and his cats just sat around licking 

their whiskers. Corey got discouraged. 

     "There ain't any kind of pet for me," he told Jeb one day in the school yard. 

     "There has to be. We just need to look harder," Jeb said.           

Look harder for what? You couldn't find anything if it dangled on the end of 

your nose!" Big Jack walked up to them grinning in his mean way. Jack's friend 

Elmer stomped right behind him. Elmer winked at Jeb and Corey.  

"We'll find a pet for Corey. If there's one here in Burton, we'll find it," Jeb 

said. 

      "You should have been coyote hunting us last night.  You would have a pet 

for Corey," Elmer said. 

      "I don't want a coyote," Corey protested. 

      "I didn't say we got a coyote.‟Stead of a coyote guess what we spooked?" 

     "What?" Jeb asked. 

      "A mama skunk with four babies. Phew, the dogs still smell!" 

     "What happened to them?" Corey wondered. 
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      "They went back to their holler stump and laid low. We called the dogs off 

before they could dig the skunks out. I figured we'd go back after them another 

time," Big Jack drawled. 

     "Do you think you could get me one of them babies?  I'll pay you fifty 

cents," Corey offered. 

     Big Jack laughed and nudged Elmer. "For fifty cents you want me to dig you 

out a skunk baby? How do I know they won't spray me?" 

      "I never heard tell of babies spraying," Corey said. "That's mighty big 

chance to take for fifty cents," Big Jack said.  "How about a dollar?" 

"Since we're not sure whether babies spray or not, you only get fifty cents. 

Take it or leave it." Jeb couldn't believe that he was talking to Big Jack like 

 this, but a pet was important to Corey. 

     "All right," Big Jack agreed. "You bring me fifty cents and I'll bring you the 

baby skunk." 

      Corey jumped up and down with excitement. "Oh boy, I can hardly wait for 

tomorrow.  Can you wait, Jeb?" 

      Jeb felt like he did before he jumped off the big limb over the swimming 

hole in the creek. "Are you sure this is on the level, Big Jack?"
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Big Jack nudged Elmer. "Level as Miss Snider's ruler.  Come on Elmer, 

we've got work to do." 

     When Big Jack and Elmer left, Jeb said, "Corey, I think you should get a pet 

from someone else.  I don't trust Big   Jack."     

"He sounds like he's really on the level this time, Jeb."      

     "Don't say I didn't warn you if something goes wrong, Corey." 

      When Jeb got to school the next morning, Corey already was standing by his 

desk, tapping his foot impatiently. He grinned when he saw Jeb. "I was afraid you 

wouldn't get here in time."      

"Is Big Jack here with the baby skunk?" 

     Corey looked worried. "Not yet. Do you think he'll show up?" 

      "If he doesn't come in the next few minutes, Miss Snider will be here and 

there goes your skunk until recess," Jeb warned him. 

     The door opened and Big Jack and Elmer swaggered into the room.  "Well, 

look who's here," Big Jack said. "What are you doing here so early?" 

     "We're waiting for the baby skunk. Do you have it?" Corey asked eagerly. 

      "What makes you think we wouldn't have it?" Big Jack growled. 

     "Let me see it first!" Corey demanded. 

      "Not until you give me the fifty cents," Big Jack said.     
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Corey held out the fifty cents. "Where's my skunk?"  

     "Here."  Big Jack took a gunny sack from under his shirt and shoved it at 

Corey. He snatched the fifty cent piece from Corey‟s hand and bit it to make sure it 

was real. He pointed to the sack. "Be careful.  It might bite." 

      Big Jack poked Elmer in the ribs. "Wouldn't you say it might bite in one way 

or the other, Elmer?" 

Elmer grinned, but he didn't say anything.               

           Jeb didn't like this at all. Big Jack was up to something and the something 

wasn't good. He was as sure of that as he knew Pinky liked eating.  

"You better hide that sack," Jeb warned Corey just as Miss Snider walked 

into the classroom. 

      "How are you boys this morning?"  Miss Snider greeted them. 

     Big Jack said, "Can I go home right away, Miss Snider? I forgot my slate 

and if I hurry I can get back with it before you ring the bell." 

      "Try to get back quickly, Jack. You need practice with your sums."     

 Miss Snider sat down at her desk and got the books and lessons for the day 

in order.Corey quietly picked up the sack and put it under his desk. Jeb peered at 

Miss Snider.  Had she seen Corey? No, she was busy with her books. Jeb was glad 

that she hadn't seen the sack, because Corey wanted his pet to be a surprise. 
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    The school day began as usual with the Morning Prayer and then the hymn. 

Everyone sang top notch and Jeb looked around to see if Big Jack was back. He 

wasn't yet. He must have gone out West for that slate, Jeb thought. It was time for 

the first graders to say their lessons and still no Big Jack. Jeb wondered if Big Jack 

was going to play hooky for the day. Then the door opened and there he stood. 

      "I'm sorry I'm late, Miss Snider but I couldn't find that slate. Then I looked 

under my bed and there she was!"Big Jack panted. 

     Everyone laughed. Even Miss Snider smiled as she said, "I'm glad to see you 

back. Now you may sit down and study today's spelling lesson." 

       Big Jack dropped heavily into his seat. He bent his head over his slate. Jeb 

squirmed. Was Corey going to show off his pet to everyone now? Jeb made a face 

at Corey and Corey raised his hand, but Miss Snider didn't see it.  

   Jeb heard a dog howling. "Miss Snider," he started to say, but the howling 

drowned him out. The howling was so close that it sounded like it was right under 

the school house. Suddenly, a chorus of howls broke loose. "That sounds like Mr. 

Delaney's pack of hound dogs," Jeb said. 

     Big Jack raised his hand. "Miss Snider, can I go out and tend to them dogs?" 
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     By this time, the dogs were scratching at the schoolhouse door and howling 

like they had a coyote at bay.  They made so much noise that Jeb could hardly hear 

Miss Snider. 

     "See who they belong to," she told Big Jack. "If they are your Pa's, will you 

please take them home?" 

      "Yes, M'am," Big Jack said. He jumped out of his seat and opened the door. 

"Get down, Bull! Get down!" he shouted.  

     Big Jack squeezed out of the door and tried to shut out the excited dogs, but 

they were too fast for him. They squirmed around the edge of the door and raced 

into the schoolroom.  

"They're acting like they're on the trail of something, but what do we have in 

here that they can smell?" Jeb wondered to himself. The pack of dogs headed 

straight for Corey's seat and then Jeb knew. The dogs were after Corey's baby 

skunk!  

Corey grabbed the sack and put it on top of his desk. "Get away from here 

you ornery critters!" he hollered. 

      Miss Snider ran out and opened the door. "Jack, you get those dogs out of 

here immediately." 
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     "Come on Bull!" Big Jack yelled again, but Bull decided to stay. He and the 

other dogs crowded around Corey's desk, yipping and leaping at the burlap sack. 

Corey was just about to jab Bull in the rear to convince him to leave when it 

happened. 

The most awful, smothering, stinky smell rose from the bag and filled the 

entire room. The dogs turned tail and ran frantically out of the door and in the 

direction of the creek. Everyone in the school room coughed and held their noses. 

      "Get outside in the fresh air!" Miss Snider gasped. Jeb rushed outside with 

the others, but he stood over by the poplar tree all by himself and sniffed. The 

smell was familiar. It was the way Grandpa had smelled last year when he and his 

dog, Old Hickory, had been coon hunting and stumbled into a den of skunks. 

      "Now we know," Jeb said to himself. "Baby skunks can smell things up just 

as good as grown-up skunks." 

          Jeb remembered Grandpa had told him it took thirty years of Grandma's 

training to keep him from telling those skunks what he thought of their tricks.  Big 

Jack put his finger in his nose. "Phew! It smells like someone tangled with a 

skunk!"   

       "I know you had something to do with this, Big Jack," Miss Snider 

spluttered. "Just wait until I get everyone de-skunked. After that, you and I are 
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going to have a long talk. But right now, Jeb, you live the closest. Do you think 

that your Ma would let everyone take a bath at your house?" 

     "Ma always says that cleanliness is next to Godliness," Jeb said. 

      "You run ahead and tell her that we're coming, Jeb."            

       "Yes, Ma'm." Jeb ran home as fast as a chased rabbit. He burst into the 

house. "Ma, everybody at school got sprayed up by a skunk and we all have to take 

baths. Miss Snider wants to know if we can take them here." 

    Ma hurried down from the loft where she had been turning the beds. She still 

held Jeb's feather pillow in her hands. “What happened, Jeb?”

"Ma, Miss Snider..." 

      "Phew! Jeb Smith, I declare you smell like a skunk. Get into the kitchen and 

get those clothes off while I heat water for your bath. 

      "Ma, I'm not the only one the skunk got. It got everyone in the school." 

     "Jeb Smith, do you mean to tell me that everyone in the entire school got hit 

by that skunk?" 

      "Yes, Ma." 

      "Even Miss Snider?" 

      "Yes, Ma. She told me to ask you if we could take baths here since it's the 

closest place to the school." 
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      "Certainly everyone can take a bath here. Jeb, you get those clothes off and 

washed so everyone else can have a turn. Are the others on the way here with Miss 

Snider?" 

    "They ought to be here any time, Ma. They were right behind me. I'll let 

them take a bath first. It's always polite to let guests go first." 

     "Jeb Smith, you march right here in this tub."  

     Jeb took off his smelly clothes and jumped into the tin wash tub. Ma picked 

up his clothes like they were ready to bite her. "Ugh, these are going right outside," 

she said. 

    While Ma was gone, Jeb pretended he was a whale swimming around in the 

ocean. When he looked up and saw Ma standing over him, most of the water in the 

tub was on the floor. 

   "I declare, Jeb, you went swimming instead of taking a bath. What about 

your hair? Is the smell out?"   

She sniffed his hair. "It smells clean. There's nothing like good lye soap to 

get the skunk smell off a person. Now hop out and get dressed. The rest of the 

school is coming up the path." 

Jeb yanked on his clothes, grabbed the water bucket and ran to the creek to 

fill it.  He hurried up the path, water splashing on his bare feet. He was just in time 
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to hear Miss Snider tell Ma, "I can't come inside until I get rid of this terrible smell, 

Elizabeth." Suddenly Miss Snider burst into tears.  "I'm so embarrassed."  

     Ma put her arm around Miss Snider.  'Never you mind a bit, Carrie," she said. 

"You and the girls come out to the woodshed. Your water's all ready. Jeb, after the 

other tub of water's hot, you take it down to the creek for the boys. Meantime, you 

boys can splash around and wash some. Here's the soap and some towels. Send 

someone up with your clothes so I can boil them. Girls, I won't be able to give you 

anything but blankets to wear, but they'll do until your clothes dry." 

      Everyone scattered in different directions doing what Ma had told them to 

do.   

"Did you see Miss Snider crying?" Corey asked Jeb as they walked to the 

creek. 

      "I saw her," Jeb said.  "I'm going to punch that Big Jack.  I hate him worse 

than ever, now." 

     "I hate him too.  I don't have any pet now and I have to tell Miss Snider I'm 

sorry for causing all of this trouble," Corey said glumly. 

     "We don't have to tell her it's your skunk. Trust me, Corey," Jeb said to his 

friend. 
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      It took Ma and Miss Snider most of the day, but finally everyone was clean 

and smelled like soap instead of skunk. 

      "Phew!" Elmer said. "I don't want to smell like that again!" 

     "Then don't get too close to a skunk," Corey told him.  

     "I'd like to fix that Big Jack," Elmer said. "That was a dirty trick." 

     "We'll fix him and it won't be a dirty trick," Jeb said.    Jeb told Elmer and 

Corey his plan as they ate salt pork, potatoes and biscuits that his Ma and Miss 

Snider had fixed for everyone. 

"Children, we have to carry some hot water to school and scrub everything 

 down," Miss Snider said. 

      Jeb grabbed a water bucket and so did Corey and Elmer. "Race you to the 

creek!" Corey shouted.  

They ran to the creek and up the path to the school house. The water in the 

buckets sloshed from side to side and occasionally landed on their bare feet. Jeb 

jumped back as a splatter hit him. "Ooooh, that's still warm!"          

     Jeb kept hurrying and was the first one to arrive at the schoolhouse. 

Carefully he opened the door. The smell of skunk slapped him full in the face. 

 "Whew! It still smells in here!" he yelled to Corey and Elmer behind him. 

      "Hey, that sack's moving. He's still in there!" Elmer yelled.  
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Elmer ran to the bell tower, grabbed the rope and rang the bell. "That oughta 

bring Jack here pretty quick," Elmer said. 

     They sat on the wooden steps in front of the school to wait for Big Jack. Jeb 

watched the path carefully. Would he come? Finally, Jeb saw Big Jack coming up 

the path. Jeb ran into the school room. Carefully he inched his way over to the 

burlap sack that was still under Corey's desk and untied it.  Then he raced back out 

the door as he saw the black and white streak that was the skunk emerge from the 

sack. Jeb sat back on the steps with Corey and Elmer, whistling. Big Jack came 

puffing up the steps. 

     "What's going on?" Big Jack panted. "Why is the school bell ringing?" 

     "Someone's waiting for you inside," Corey said. 

     "Who is it?" Big Jack demanded. 

      "I don't know. Why don't you go in and find out?" Jeb asked. 

     "It's probably Miss Snider ready to bawl me out," Big Jack growled. "All I 

did was set my Pa's  dogs on  a critter.” 

"On a skunk you mean," Jeb said. 

      "So it was skunk. It didn't bother me none. Now get out of my way!"   

Big Jack pushed open the school house door. Right in front of him stood the 

skunk, blinking in the bright sunlight. Big Jack let out a howl. The skunk looked at 
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him.  Then Big Jack made a mistake. He kicked at the skunk with his heavy boot. 

The skunk didn't ask any questions. It just turned around and fired. Big Jack 

jumped high into the air, then turned tail and ran for the creek. There were loud 

yells and a mighty splash. The skunk walked down the school house steps, studied 

Jeb, Corey, and Elmer for a second, then slowly and with great dignity followed 

Big Jack's path to the creek.   

Corey, Jeb and Elmer doubled up with laughter. "It worked!" Corey gasped. 

     "It sure worked!" Jeb gasped. 

     Elmer grinned wide as a watermelon slice. "Here comes Miss Snider." 

      "That's all right," Jeb said. "Big Jack won't tattle. We caught him fair and 

square." 

      "It was fair and square," Corey agreed. "Besides, he won't admit to anyone 

that he took more than one bath this week." 

      Laughing, Jeb, Corey, and Elmer grabbed their pails and started scrubbing 

the schoolhouse floor. Deep inside, Jeb couldn't help feeling a twinge of pity for 

Big Jack. "Maybe we can be pals," Jeb thought. "After his tangle with the skunk,  

he needs a friend.                                                                  
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Chapter Nine – 

Pinky and the School Program 
 

 

 
 

“Pinky, be a good pig and roll over!” Jeb scattered hay over the barn floor in 

front of Pinky.  She wouldn‟t roll over on anything but hay. She poked around with 

her nose until she had arranged the hay to her satisfaction. Then she flopped on her 

side and started to roll over.  

“Oh, no,” Jeb sighed. This was one of the times when Pinky just couldn‟t 

make it all of the way over. Her stomach was so round that she teetered back and 

forth like a rock on the edge of a cliff.  Jeb put his hands against her side and 

pushed. “Try Pinky, try!” he urged. Pinky grunted and squealed, but this time she 

rolled all of the way over. 

 “Good Pinky.  Now, let‟s practice sitting up. Sit Pinky, sit.”  Pinky sat. Then 

Jeb fed her a half eaten blueberry muffin that he had saved from breakfast. “Now 

heel, Pinky, heel,” Jeb said. He showed Pinky the wrinkled apple that Ma had 
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given him.  Pinky heeled so well that her snout nicked Jeb‟s shoe. Jeb hugged her. 

You‟re the best pig in the world, Pinky!” 

 Pinky grunted. Jeb scratched her ears.  “You‟ll beat „em all in the school 

program tomorrow, Pinky.  I know you will.” 

 “What are you doing with that pig now?” Tim came into the barn so quietly 

that Jeb didn‟t hear him.   

“We‟re practicing.” 

 “Practicing for what?” 

 “For the school program tomorrow.  Pinky has a part in it.” 

 Tim laughed. “You‟re crazy, Jeb.  I don‟t remember Miss Snider giving 

Pinky a part.” 

 “She gave the part to me, but I‟m sharing it with Pinky.” 

 “Forget about Pinky and help me with the chores before Pa gets itchy fingers 

for his razor strap.” 

 Jeb jumped up, brushing wisps of hay from his pants. “Come on Pinky, let‟s 

go back to your cage.” 

 Tim snorted. “I don‟t see why Pinky can‟t stay in the pigpen with the rest of 

the pigs.” 
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 I want her to get used to the cage so I can get her to school and back without 

any trouble,” Jeb said.  He grunted as he lifted Pinky into the square wooden cage 

hanging from a hook in the big south window of the barn. “Whew, you‟re heavy 

Pinky!” 

 “Does Miss Snider know you‟re bringing that pig?” 

 “I‟m going to surprise her,” Jeb said. “It‟s a good thing she always helps Ma 

in the house after school until bedtime or I wouldn‟t be able to surprise her.” 

 “She‟ll be surprised all right,” Tim agreed. “I‟d better warn her about this.” 

 “You ain‟t going to tell her, Tim!” 

 “Who says I‟m not?” 

 “I‟ll keep you from telling.” 

 “What‟ll you give me not to tell?” Tim demanded. 

 “How about my agate and my best shooter?” 

 “Naw, I got enough of those.” 

 Jeb swallowed hard. “How about my slingshot?” 

 “Naw, I don‟t want your slingshot.” 

 “What do you want, Tim?” 

 “If you do the chores for five nights in a row, I won‟t tell,” Tim bargained. 

 Jeb thought about it. Tim drove a hard bargain. “All right,” he agreed.  
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 Tim wasn‟t taking any chances.  “Spit on it.” 

 “Spit on it,” Jeb agreed. 

 He and Tim spit into each other‟s hands. Then Tim shoved the milk pail at 

him. “I already fed the chickens and the rabbits. All you have left is the milking.” 

 Jeb was late for supper because it took him longer than Tim to milk. 

 “Where have you been, Jeb?” Ma asked as she slipped a piece of crisp fried 

ham on his plate to keep the mashed potatoes and peas company. 

 “I was milking,” Jeb mumbled. He ducked his head and said grace. “The 

milk‟s in the pantry, Ma.” 

 “You were milking?” Pa asked. “Tim, that‟s supposed to be your job.” 

 “I‟ll be doing it this week,” Jeb hurried to explain. “Bossy‟s milked, Pa. It 

just takes me a little longer than it does Tim.” 

 “See that the wood box is always full,” Pa said sternly. “Just because you 

and Timothy make a deal doesn‟t mean that we don‟t need to have wood for the 

stove.” 

 “Yes, Pa,” Jeb sighed. Pa hadn‟t said the deal was off. Things might work 

out yet. 

 The next morning, Jeb got up before dawn and crept down the ladder, 

careful not to wake Miss Snider. He had to do the chores and feed and wash Pinky 
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before breakfast. Pinky liked taking a bath, so that shouldn‟t be any problem. He 

heated water in the wash tub and shook in some of Ma‟s scented salts. 

 Jeb carried the tub out to the barnyard and plunked Pinky in the middle of it. 

Pinky wriggled with pleasure as the warm sudsy water dribbled down her back. Jeb 

took her out of the rub and toweled her dry with a clean flour sack. He tied a blue 

bow around her neck. Pinky smelled like Ma‟s flower garden. 

 Jeb put Pinky back in her cage and went back to the house. Ma stood at the 

cook stove frying griddle cakes and salt pork. Jeb wrinkled his nose.  “That smells 

good, Ma.” 

 “Sit down and eat, Jeb. Did you practice your part for the program today?” 

 “I practiced, Ma.” 

 “Good.  I‟m anxious to hear you recite this afternoon.” 

 “Has Miss Snider left yet?”Jeb asked Ma. 

 “She left about five minutes ago.  Why?  Do you want to catch up with her?” 

 “No, I can talk to her at school,” Jeb said. 

 “Chores are a lot easier in the morning,” Tim said as he slid into his seat at 

the table. 

 Ma smiled. “What did you give Jeb to persuade him to do your chores?  

Your Christmas nickel?” 
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 “No, I just gave him something he needed,” Tim said. 

 “What could it be?” Ma wondered. 

 Before Jeb could say anything else, Pa came in to eat. In the bustle of filling 

his plate, Ma didn‟t have time to ask Jeb any more questions. After breakfast Jeb 

grabbed his slate and books and ran to the barn. He eased Pinky‟s cage from the 

hook, grabbed a pail of food for her, and headed for school.  

“Take it easy, girl. We‟re almost there,” Jeb assured Pinky as she squealed 

her displeasure at the bumpy ride. “It‟s a good thing it‟s only a mile and a half to 

school or you‟d squeal yourself hoarse,” he told Pinky. 

 Whew! There was the school house up ahead and no one was in sight. Jeb 

hurried to the front steps and set down the cage. Peeking over his shoulder to be 

sure that no one saw him, he slid the cage under the schoolhouse and pushed it 

back out of sight. He scattered half of the food over the bottom of the cage and 

dumped the rest into a little pile alongside it.  

Then  took the bucket and hurried down to the creek to get Pinky some water.  

Hurrying back, Jeb opened the cage door and set the bucket inside. “There you are 

old girl.  That ought to hold you until noon.” 

 Jeb patted Pinky‟s head. He put the cover back over the cage and backed out 

from under the schoolhouse. He heard a “mew” like the new of a cat bird. Al was 
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coming and he didn‟t want her to know about Pinky, at least not yet. You could 

never tell about girls and secrets, even if the girl acted like a boy most of the time 

like Al did. Jeb edged as far away from Pinky as he could get. 

 “Do you know your part?” Al shouted as she skipped up to him.  “I sure do. 

Pork is an important staple of the homesteader‟s diet. And my Ma showed me how 

to salt down pork too.” 

 “Wpff!” Al whistled. “I‟ll bet your part is going to be the best in the whole 

play.” 

 “It is,” Jeb said modestly. “I…” He was interrupted by a long, loud squeal. 

 “What was that?” Al asked. 

 Jeb squealed. He hoped it sounded enough like Pinky to be convincing. “I 

was just practicing for the program.” 

 Al laughed. “You have a good squeal.” 

 The rest of the children arrived and thanks to Al, Jeb had to do his pig squeal 

for them too.  Luckily for Jeb, Pinky didn‟t answer the squeal. She must be busy 

eating, Jeb figured. But he had relaxed too soon. After the morning spelling bee 

was finished and Miss Snider was hearing second grade recitations, Pinky let out a 

SQUEALLLLLLL! 

 “SQUEALLLLLLL!” Jeb echoed. 
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 “Jeb Smith, why did you do that?”Miss Snider had a smile in her voice. 

 Jeb hung his head. “I‟m sorry, Miss Snider. I was saying my part to myself 

and I forgot I was in school.” 

 “See that you don‟t do it again, Jeb.” 

 “Please Pinky, don‟t do it again,” Jeb begged her silently.  

Pinky did it again. This time she waited until Jeb‟s class was reciting. He 

was in the middle of naming the seaports of England when Pinky said, 

SQUEALLLLLL! 

 “SQUEALLLLLLL!” Jeb said. 

 This time Miss Snider didn‟t have a smile in her voice. “Jeb, you may stay in 

for noon recess. Go on studying your lesson and be QUIET.” 

 “Yes, Ma‟m.” Jeb was worried. Pinky might stay quiet until noon, but as 

soon as the sun shone straight overhead, she‟d be squealing up a storm for her 

dinner. Now that he couldn‟t go out for noon recess, who would put more food in 

her cage? He‟d have to let his friend Corey in on the secret or Pinky would squeal 

the school down. 

As Corey passed Jeb‟s desk on the way to noon recess, Jeb nudged him with 

 his slate. “I gotta talk to you NOW,” was printed on it in big letters.  

Corey nodded. He walked over to the dictionary in the corner of the room. “I 
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 have to look up a word before I go out,” he told Miss Snider. 

 “All right Corey, but don‟t be long.” Corey stood by the dictionary until 

everyone was outside. He even looked up a word. Then he came over to Jeb‟s desk. 

 “What‟s going on?” 

 “Cross your heart you won‟t tell?” Jeb said. 

 “Cross my heart.” 

 “You gotta do me a favor, Corey.” 

 “What favor, Jeb?” 

 “Feed Pinky for me.” 

 “You mean you want me to walk all of the way to your farm and feed your 

pig? That‟s a long walk, Jeb.” 

 “Listen, Corey. She isn‟t on our farm. She‟s here under the school house.” 

 “Under the school house? What‟s she doing under there?” 

 “She‟s gonna be in the program with me this afternoon. It‟s gonna be a 

surprise for Miss Snider.” 

 “It‟ll be a surprise all right,” Corey said. “Where‟s the food?” 

 “It‟s in a pile by her cage. If she doesn‟t get it pretty soon she‟ll start 

squealing so loud I‟ll never be able to make Miss Snider think it‟s me.” 
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 Corey laughed so hard that his face turned red as a beet. “That was Pinky 

squealing instead of you? You sounded just like her; You‟d make a good pig.” 

 Jeb pushed Corey towards the door. “Will you feed her before she starts 

squealing?” 

 Corey left to feed Pinky and Jeb settled in his eat. Now Pinky would sleep 

for three hours like she did every afternoon after lunch. By the time she woke up, it 

would be time for the program. He was safe!” 

 But Jeb had forgotten about Pinky‟s snoring. Usually no one but Jeb heard 

Pinky snore because she slept in the barn. But now she was sleeping under the 

school house and making a noise that sounded like Pa‟s saw going in and out of a 

board. The snoring grew louder; Quickly Jeb dropped his head in his arms and 

snored. He sounded like a fly buzzing on a windowpane. The snoring grew even 

louder. Jeb kept pace with Pinky until he sounded like the fly was sitting on the 

end of his nose.  

By now everyone in the school was laughing. Miss Snider frowned at Jeb. 

“Jeb Smith, you may remain after school tonight for an hour.” 

 Jeb hung his head and mumbled, “Yes, Miss Snider.” 

 Jeb felt sad and happy too. The big boys were moving the benches around 

and the first graders were practicing for the program. He didn‟t have to worry 
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about Pinky making too much noise any longer. The parents began arriving. They 

sat in solemn rows on the benches. Miss Snider dismissed regular classes and lined 

everybody up for the program.  

“Walters County, its History and Development,” was the subject of the 

program. Jeb‟s part in it was telling how the hog industry got started and 

progressed. Jeb figured that Pinky would be a good example of a Walters County 

hog, but he still had to get her inside the schoolhouse and keep her quiet until it 

was their turn to recite. 

Jeb inched his way carefully along the wall, hiding behind backs and sinking 

into seats whenever Miss Snider looked in his direction. Finally, he made it out the 

door and crawled under the schoolhouse. Pinky was sleeping. If only she would 

sleep until it was their turn on the program. 

 Carefully Jeb eased Pinky under his jacket. She opened an eye, but he patted 

her. She put her nose under his arm and went back to sleep. He crept back into the 

schoolhouse and sat down. No one had missed him yet. 

 The program began. Melanie Erickson told about Ole Johnson and his wife 

and four children. They had been the first settlers to arrive in Walters County. 

Pinky stirred and Jeb was so busy telling her “Shhhh,” that he almost missed Miss 

Snider calling his name. His ears caught the word, “Smith.” It was their turn!  
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“This is it Pinky,” Jeb whispered. He felt Pinky squirming inside his jacket. 

“I have a good example of a Walters County hog right here,” Jeb said. He 

unbuttoned his coat and pulled Pinky out. She blinked in the sudden brightness. 

Even though Jeb had interrupted her nap, she was in a good humor. She did her 

tricks expertly and squealed at Miss Snider. Miss Snider looked dazed. Maybe 

she‟s never had a pig squeal especially for her before,” Jeb thought. 

 Everything went as Jeb planned until Big Jack decided to get into the act. 

Even though Jeb had helped him learn how to read, Big Jacks was always looking 

for something mean to do to Jeb. Now he saw his chance. Quietly Big Jack got the 

water bucket from its place in the corner. He made the slurp, slurp, slurping sounds 

that mean it‟s time to eat to all hungry pigs. Pinky‟s ears twitched. She walked 

away from Jeb to investigate the slurp, slurp. 

 “Pinky, come back here!” Jeb ordered. The laughter from the audience got 

louder. Jeb hollered louder.  “Pinky! Come back!” 

 Pinky got to Big Jack and nosed the water bucket impatiently. Why didn‟t 

this human pour the food from the bucket into her pen like the other humans in her 

barn did? Big Jack hadn‟t thought beyond ruining Pinky‟s performance. Now he 

didn‟t know what to do with a bucket that was being slapped back and forth by a 

hungry pig. Each time Pinky nuzzled the pail, Big Jack backed away. Every time 
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he backed away, Pinky followed him. They crossed the room. Big Jack stepped 

backwards and stumbled over his feet. 

       Pinky eagerly pursued the bucket. Now they were at the front door.  “ 

      Pinky!” Jeb yelled. 

     Pinky ignored him and worked harder for the bucket. Big Jack backed over the 

doorstep and fell flat on his back.  The bucket landed on his stomach. Pinky 

followed the bucket and clambered up on Big Jack‟s stomach to reach it. With a 

grunt of anticipation she poked her nose into it. It was empty Pinky climbed back 

down and rooted in the dust on the path. 

Jeb ran over to Big Jack. “You aren‟t hurt, are you?” 

“I ain‟t hurt, but that pig‟s gonna be when I get my hands on her,” Big Jack 

snarled. 

Big Jack dusted off the seat of his trousers and ran after Pinky. Pinky was 

delighted. She and Jeb often raced like this and she usually won. She wasn‟t at all 

afraid that this clumsy human would catch her. Everyone crowded in the school 

house doorway watching Pinky and Big jack race. “Go Pinky, go!” they cheered 

until Pinky and Big Jack were out of sight. 

Jeb was worried about what his folks would think.  He watched them out of 

the corner of his eye. Pa was wiping tears from his eyes. He was smiling. 
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Everything seemed to be all right with them, but what about Miss Snider? He 

walked over to Miss Snider.  “I‟m sorry, Miss Snider. Pinky was behaving real 

well until Big Jack started making noises like a slop bucket.” 

“I know, Jeb.  You‟ve done a good job teaching Pinky manners. We have to 

keep working on Big Jack.” 
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Chapter Ten –  

Moses, Sourdough and Silver 

 
 

 

“Elizabeth, how old is your sourdough?” Miss Snider asked Jeb‟s Ma. Ma 

and Miss Snider were watching Ma dip some starter from the big stone crock, mix 

it with flour and water, and set it to rise in the big glass bowl Ma had brought from 

back East. When the sourdough got light and bubbly enough, Ma would knead and 

shape it into the sourdough bread and biscuits that Pa, Jeb, Tim, Moses and now, 

Miss Snider, liked so well. 

 “It‟s been in my family now for a long time,” Ma answered. “Fifty years or 

more.” 

 “Wow!” Jeb said. “How did you keep it going for so long?” 

 “I just keep stirring it once in awhile and add more flour and water to it so 

it‟ll keep working,” Ma said. “I promised my Ma I would give it to my children 

when they marry. Someday I‟ll give some to your wife, Jeb. And Tim‟s wife too.” 
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 Jeb scratched Moses‟ ears. “I‟m never gonna have a wife,” he said. “Me and 

Moses are gonna get us a homestead out in California.” 

 “I‟d like some of your sourdough, Elizabeth. I‟ll take it with me when I 

marry as a keepsake from you.”  Miss Snider smiled at Ma. 

Jeb was worried.“You ain‟t getting married, are you Miss Snider?” 

“Not very soon.” Miss Snider smiled at him. 

 Jeb smiled back and didn‟t worry anymore. He liked Miss Snider a lot. He 

didn‟t want her to get married and leave their house. 

 “You can come to California with me, Miss Snider,” Jeb said. “And we‟ll 

take some of Ma‟s sourdough with us.” 

 “Good,” Ma smiled. “Now let‟s set the table for supper. Will you help me 

and Miss Snider?” 

 Jeb stalled for time because he hated to set the table. “Pa isn‟t here yet.” 

 “Your Pa should be here any minute now,” Ma said. 

 “Where is he, Ma?” Jeb asked. 

 “He went to town for a meeting,” Ma said. Sheriff Dodd called a meeting of 

all the farmers around here. There‟s supposed to be some thieving Indians loose in 

the area and he wants to deputize a posse to hunt for them.” 
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 “Indians!” Miss Snider said. “I thought the Indians had all moved further 

west.” 

 “Oh, once in awhile a band of them will come through,” Ma told her. “But 

they usually don‟t cause us any trouble. They usually just get something to eat and 

then go on their way.” 

 “Me and Moses will protect you and Miss Snider,” Jeb said to Ma. Won‟t 

we boy?” 

 “WOOF!” said Moses. His bark blew the table cloth around with hurricane 

force. 

 “Jeb, try not to make him bark in here. It‟s like having a cyclone in the 

kitchen.” 

 “Aw, Ma,” Jeb said. “He‟s just getting taller.  See, he‟s about even with my 

shoulders now, but he won‟t hurt anybody and he won‟t let any old Indians hurt 

you!” 

 “I know, Jeb.  I was teasing you, but it would be a disaster if he decided to 

wag his tail across the table. Let him wait outside while we eat, please.” 

 Jeb let Moses out. As he opened the door, Tim came in. “Brr, it‟s cold out 

there.” Tim shivered and warmed his hands over the stove. 

 “Did you see your Pa coming up the lane?” Ma asked. 
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 “Not yet, Ma, but he should be here pretty soon. He told me before he left 

the barn that it wasn‟t gonna be a long meeting.” 

 “He told me the same thing and he‟s been gone over an hour and a half,” Ma 

said. 

 “Do you think he got in any kind of trouble?” Miss Snider asked. 

 Ma laughed. “No, it‟s probably just Pete Dodd.  Once he gets a captive 

audience, he doesn‟t want to quit talking.” 

 Pa will be along any minute, Ma.”  Tim grabbed one of the sourdough 

biscuits that Ma had just taken out of the oven. He grabbed quicker than Moses 

grabbed the pieces of meat that Jeb dropped for him under the table.  Just as 

quickly, Ma grabbed the wooden spoon she used to stir the sourdough and rapped 

Tim‟s fingers. 

 “Timothy Edward Smith, you‟ll wait for supper like the rest of us. When 

your Pa gets here, we‟ll eat!” 

 “WUFF! WUFF!”  Moses‟ deep bark resounded from the backyard.  

 There was a knock at the door. Ma hurried to answer it. “There‟s your Pa 

now, although why he‟s bothering to knock, I don‟t know.” 

 Ma threw open the door, but Pa wasn‟t standing there. Mr. Wilson from 

town stood turning his hat over and over in his hands. “Thought I‟d better come 



148 
 

 

and warn you Miz Smith. Word comes from town that a band of thieving Injuns is 

on the way out here. Posse‟s chasing‟em, but it‟s best if you hide all your valuables 

and get out your gun.” 

 “How far away are they?” Ma asked him. 

 “Last seen, they were over at the Johnson place.” 

 “That‟s three miles down the road, so there‟s some time left,” Ma said. 

“Thanks for the warning, Mr. Wilson.” 

 Ma darted back into the kitchen and snatched up the crock of sourdough 

starter that had been in her family for so long. Ma hugged the crock of sourdough. 

“Where am I going to hide this?” she wondered. 

 “Hide it under the bed,” Miss Snider suggested. 

 “What about the silver, Ma?”  Jeb picked up a fork from the table. “You told 

me your Ma gave you this silver, too.” 

 Ma shoved the sourdough under the table. She rummaged in the cupboard 

drawer where she kept all of the family silver.  “How are we going to carry all of 

that to hide it?” Miss Snider asked. 

 “Let‟s take off the dishes and pile it all in the middle of the tablecloth,” Jeb 

said. 
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 “Let‟s do it!” Tim agreed. They put the dishes on the cupboard and piled the 

silver in the middle of the tablecloth. She knotted all four ends in a big knot. She 

and Jeb and Tim and Miss Snider dragged it down from the table and stood holding 

it. 

 “What are we going to do with it?”Tim wondered.  

 “The sourdough!” Ma cried. “We have to save the sourdough too!” 

 “I know where we can hide them both!” Jeb cried. “Let‟s hide the sourdough 

in the well bucket and the silver in the haystack. The Indians will never find them 

there! 

 “That‟s a good idea,” Ma and Miss Snider said together. 

 With Moses WUFF WUFFING behind them, Jeb and Tim and Ma and Miss 

Snider dragged the tablecloth full of silver across the yard into the barn. Bumping 

and thumping they dragged it to the corner of the barn where Pa kept a pile of hay 

for the horses and cows. Again, with Moses‟ help, they burrowed deeply into the 

hay. They settled the tablecloth full of silver in the hole they had dug and covered 

it up with hay. 

 “There, not even the sharpest-eyed injun should be able to find the silver 

here,” Ma said. 
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 “Let‟s hurry and hide the sourdough,” Jeb said. “The Johnson place isn‟t that 

far away.” 

 Jeb and Tim and Ma and Miss Snider cranked up the windless above the 

well and grabbed the bucket. They set the crock of sourdough in the bucket. Moses 

dashed back and forth WUFF WUFFING.  Jeb patted him. 

 “Easy boy. The Injun‟s are coming, that‟s why we have to hide the 

sourdough and the silver.” 

 “WUFFF,” Moses agreed. 

 Jeb was winding the bucket back down in the well when Moses barked his 

greeting bark. He ran to meet the four Injuns on horses who galloped into the yard. 

Jeb saw that the horses were streaked with sweat and dirt. Three of the Injuns had 

chickens and sacks of cornmeal and flour slung across their horse‟s backs. The one 

in the lead rode with a gunny sack across his horse‟s back. Joe wondered what was 

in the sack. The Injun in the lead wore a feathered headdress and red and yellow 

paint streaked his face. He must be the chief, Jeb decided. 

 Moses must have thought so too, because h barreled out to meet the chief in 

his friendliest manner. Jeb lunged after him, afraid that the Chief wouldn‟t 

understand how friendly Moses was. But before Jeb could grab Moses, Moses had 

grabbed the Chief‟s headdress and yanked it playfully. 
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 “Call that dog off or he‟ll be sorry,” the Chief growled. He didn‟t sound like 

an Indian to Jeb. 

 “Moses!  Here boy! Come here, Moses!” Jeb shouted. 

 Moses wouldn‟t come. He was having too much fun tugging at the Chief‟s 

headdress. The Chief tried to get his arms up to hold the headdress on his head, but 

he couldn‟t move. Moses was as tall as the Chief's horse. He stood on two legs 

with a paw on each of the Chief‟s shoulders, tugging the headdress with his teeth. 

The headdress had no choice. It came off. 

 “Hey, you‟re not an Indian,” Tim said. 

 The Chief‟s bright red hair glinted in the sunshine. The Chief had an angry 

glint in his eye, too.  He finally worked his arm free, pulled his tomahawk out of 

his belt, and raised it at Moses. Jeb flew between the tomahawk and Moses so fast 

that it felt like his feet had wings. The Chief put down his tomahawk. 

 “Keep that dog out of my way,” he growled. 

 “Who are you and what do you think you‟re doing on our farm?” Ma 

demanded. 

 “None of your business,” the Chief said. He pointed with his tomahawk at 

the chickens scratching around in the barnyard. “I‟ll take those chickens, Ma‟m.” 
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 “You‟re welcome to them, but you‟ll have to catch them first,” Ma told the 

Chief. “I can‟t even slow them down to feed them.” 

 “Catch them chickens,” the Chief growled at his men. “We‟ll need them for 

our ride.” 

 The three men got down from their horses and started chasing the chickens. 

The chickens had no intentions of being caught. Jeb hung on to Moses as tightly as 

he could through all of the chicken squawking and men hollering, but his arm 

muscles trembled with weariness. 

 Moses‟ body trembled with eagerness to get into the chase. “Moses, please 

stay here,” Jeb whispered. “That Chief will hurt you.” 

“WUFF,” roared Moses right in Jeb‟s ear. Moses gave a mighty heave and 

burst right out of Jeb‟s arms. Moses flew after the men chasing the chickens. Jeb 

knew he didn‟t have any other choice.  “Fetch, Moses, Fetch!” he hollered. Jeb 

knew that Moses loved to play fetch even better than he did chase. Moses scurried 

into the barn and fetched the nearest thing he could find. He fetched the table cloth 

full of silver. Clink, clatter.  Moses fetched the table cloth smack at Ma‟s feet. He 

sat on her right foot, waiting for her approving pat. 

“What have you got there?” the Chief asked Ma. 

“Nothing but a table cloth,” Ma said. 
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Jeb almost gasped out loud. He always got in trouble for lying and here Ma 

was lying to the Chief. Ma must have heard Jeb because she gulped. “It‟s a table 

cloth full of silver,” Ma said. 

Miss Snider patted Ma on the shoulder. Ma patted Miss Snider‟s hand. 

“Open it,” the Chief growled. 

Ma opened the tablecloth and the family silver spilled out. “Would you look 

at this silver!” the Chief hollered to his men. “We got enough here to keep us in 

money for awhile. Take a gander boys!” He dropped to his knees and pawed the 

silver. The men stopped chasing chickens and dropped to their knees. They pawed 

through the silver. 

“My beautiful silver,” Ma cried. 

“MY beautiful silver,” the Chief corrected her. 

It might have been the tone of Ma‟s voice or the expression on her face, Jeb 

wasn‟t sure which . Whatever the reason, Moses decided that Ma wanted him to 

fetch the silver back. He went after the nearest piece of silver. The nearest piece of 

silver happened to be a fork that the Chief was holding. The Chief was squatting 

down, so Moses just jumped over him and headed for the fork. Moses misjudged 

his landing. He landed with a THUNK on the Chief‟s back instead of hitting the 

fork. The Chief hit the ground with an oomph! 
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The three Indians ran over to him. “Boss, are you all right?” they yelled. 

The Chief lay still. He closed his eyes. “What hit me?” the Chief 

moaned. 

Moses stood over him, licking the side of his face. He kept one paw 

on the fork that the Chief didn‟t want to give up.  

“Let me at that dog,” the Chief growled. 

“Here, Moses,” Jeb called. “Fetch, Moses, fetch!” 

Moses stopped licking the Chief‟s face. He grabbed the fork and 

charged over to Jeb. He thumped the fork on Jeb‟s toes and wagged his tail. 

“Good boy, Moses,” Jeb said. 

“Good boy, Moses,” Pa‟s voice said. 

Jeb had been so busy rescuing Moses from the Injuns that he hadn‟t 

even noticed Pa and the posse creeping around the side of the house. One of 

the Chief‟s men worked his tomahawk out of his belt. He jumped at Pa and 

the posse. Moses decided that he was supposed to fetch the tomahawk too.  

Moses fetched the tomahawk with the Indian still holding on to it. 

“Owwww,” wailed the Indian as he scraped the rocky ground on the 

way to where Pa stood. Sheriff Dodd ran over and pointed his rifle at the 

Chief and his two men. 
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“It‟s all over for you boys,” the Sheriff said. “We know you‟re really 

the Jones gang and not Injuns at all.  Put up your hands and come 

peacefully.” 

Everybody but the Chief put up their hands. The Chief was still on the 

ground with Moses‟ paws on his chest. “I ain‟t giving up!” the Chief 

hollered. “You‟ll have to come and get me off from under this dog.” 

The Sheriff grinned. “I‟ll do just that,” he said nodding at Jeb. 

“Moses, fetch!” Jeb hollered. Moses fetched the Chief across the yard, 

just the way he had fetched the Chief‟s helper. 

“I give up! I give up!” moaned the Chief. “Take me to jail. It‟s safer 

in jail.” 

“I‟ll be glad to take you to jail,” the Sheriff said. He and the posse 

helped the Chief and his gang into handcuffs and put them on their horses. 

They all galloped away toward town. 

“That‟s that,” Pa said, dusting off his hands. “You boys can have a 

silver hunt and collect the rest of our silver. Did they try to take anything 

besides the silver?”  

“They tried to steal something else, but I hid it,” Ma said. 

“What was so valuable?” Pa wondered. 
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Pa and Miss Snider ran to the windless and cranked up the bucket. 

“Help us lift it,” Ma told Pa. 

“What are we rescuing?” Pa asked. 

“Help me lift it before it‟s ruined,” Ma urged him. 

Together they lifted out the crock of sourdough. 

Pa laughed. “I might have known,” he said. “You set such a store by 

that sourdough. I have one question to ask you.” 

“What‟s that?” Ma said. 

“Would you have let those Jones brothers take me instead of the sour 

dough?” Pa asked Ma. 

“That‟s a good question,” Ma told Pa. She didn‟t answer it. 

Jeb knew how she felt. He hugged Moses. He wouldn‟t trade Moses 

for anybody either. 
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Chapter Eleven –  

Miss Snider Gets Married and Leaves 

Home 

 

 

 

      "Schools over!" Tim shouted as he burst into the kitchen. Ma had opened the 

windows and the soft spring air was already blowing the red and white checkered 

curtains back and forth. Ma stood at the stove frying eggs for breakfast.   

   Jeb stuck out his tongue at Tim. "Why are you so happy? We still have to do 

chores all summer and Miss Snider's moving to Caldwell's farm."    

   "That's right, Jeb.  She's going tomorrow," Ma said. 

    "Tomorrow!" Jeb said. "School was just out last week."      

Jeb looked over at Ma. "Is Miss Snider really moving out so soon, Ma?"  
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    Ma patted his shoulder. "Why don't you ask her yourself? She's coming in 

for breakfast right now."     

      Miss Snider opened the kitchen door and set the bucket of water beside the 

stove.  

   " Is it true. Miss Snider?" Jeb asked.  

     "Is what true, Jeb?" 

    "Is it true that you're moving to Caldwell's tomorrow?" 

      "Yes, Jeb.  Then I'm going to visit my folks for a month."   

       "Why do you have to leave here, Miss Snider? You've got a room across 

from ours up above the barn and everything."  

        "It's time for me to move on, Jeb. I really wasn't supposed to board here this 

year, remember?? I was supposed to stay at the Browns, then at the Caldwells.  

Then the Browns moved back East and the Caldwells didn't have room for me. So I 

stayed here while they built a few more buildings on their place.

"Don't go, Miss Snider," Jeb pleaded. 

     "Jeb loves Miss Snider!" Tim teased. "Jeb wants to marry Miss Snider.    

     "Me and Moses and going to California.  I'm never getting married," he told 

Tim.   
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    "Jeb, you and Tim quit arguing and sit down and eat your breakfast," Ma 

said. "Right now, before I get my switch."      

Tim and Jeb sat down.  

     "Carrie, you're coming to visit us when you return from the East, aren't 

you?" Ma asked Miss Snider.   

 "I certainly am," Miss Snider said. "But I have to stop in Springwood for a 

few weeks first."  

     "Springwood's a city! It has board sidewalks and a livery stable," Jeb said.     

     Ma smiled at Miss Snider. "Carrie, I don't think you're telling me the whole 

story. What else are you going to do back East?" 

     Miss Snider laughed. I knew I couldn't fool you, Elizabeth. George and I are 

getting married at mother and father's house. Then he's coming here to work in the 

bank while I teach school."        

Ma laughed. "So much for living at Caldwells. Where are you going to 

live?" 

    "George bought the Brown place." Miss Snider smiled at Jeb. "Did you hear 

that, Jeb? We're going to be neighbors!"  

       Jeb's heart felt like it was sinking down to his toes. He couldn't believe that 

Miss Snider was getting married. He thought of something terrible.  "You mean 
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you'll have to make pancakes every morning for your husband like Ma does for 

Pa?"  

     Miss Snider laughed. "Yes, I will, Jeb. But it won't be such a chore. I'll like 

cooking for George."    

    Jeb didn't like the idea of Miss Snider cooking for this George, but he 

couldn't do anything about it now. He went out to the barn. He made up his bed in 

the loft room and fed Pinky.  He looked at Miss Snider's bedroom across the loft 

from his and Tim's room. He wondered how Miss Snider could think of leaving her 

room. How could she leave him and Tim and Pinky to go back East marry 

somebody named George that she had to cook pancakes for every morning? How 

could he stop her? She said she was going to leave tomorrow to marry HIM!  

    For the rest of the day, Jeb thought about Miss Snider.   He even talked to 

Pinky about Miss Snider that night while he did his chores. "Pinky, I don't want 

Miss Snider to get married. What can we do to stop her?"     

    Pinky grunted. 

  "I know!" Jeb said. "I can marry her myself!" 

    Pinky squealed. She sounded surprised. 

     "Yes, I know I told you I'd never get married, but Miss Snider's different. I'd 

marry her." 
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     Pinky squealed again.  

   "How will we do it? The first thing we're going to do is stow away on the 

train so we can go back East with her. Then we'll get rid of this George and I'll 

marry Miss Snider. We'll come back here to live and I won't make her cook 

pancakes at all," Jeb told Pinky. 

      Pinky squealed.   "No, we won't bring that George here. We'll leave him 

back East where he belongs." 

    Jeb was busy the rest of the evening packing a change of clothes in his big 

blue bandanna and hiding it under his pillow so Tim wouldn't find it. The next 

thing he had to figure out was how to hide Pinky. He finally came up with a plan. 

He got a burlap sack from the barn and cut air holes all over it. 

He cut four larger holes in the bottom for Pinky's legs. Then he tried it on 

Pinky for size. It fit, except that there was a bulge where Pinky's tail tried to escape 

from the sack. Jeb cut a hole for her curly tail, which poked out of the hole like a 

corkscrew. Jeb and Pinky practiced walking until Pinky could walk straight with 

the sack over her head. 

    The next morning, Jeb finished his chores quickly and slid into his seat the 

breakfast table. Ma made pancakes as usual and Jeb gobbled his down so quickly 

that Ma looked at him with question in her eyes.  
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"I'm going fishing," he mumbled, pushing his chair back. 

    "Why Jeb, aren't you coming to the depot to see Miss Snider off?" Ma asked 

in surprise.  

"No!" Jeb shouted. He hurried out of the kitchen before Ma or Tim could ask him 

any more questions. He hurried to the loft and got his bandanna and Pinky's burlap 

sack.  

Then he climbed down  into the barn and took Pinky from her pen.  "Come 

on Pinky. We have to hurry so they won't catch up with us on the way to town." 

      Jeb and Pinky hurried. They took a short cut through the woods, and got into 

town before Pa and Ma and Miss Snider.  Jeb stood waiting by the tracks with 

Pinky beside him. They stared at the horizon and finally saw a thin plume of black 

smoke smudge the blue sky. They stood watching and listening as the train grew 

larger and larger. Finally, chugging and puffing, it pulled in front of the depot. 

      Jeb searched the crowd until he saw Pa's wagon come around the corner.  

"Come on Pinky. It's time for us to hide," he said.  

    He hurried Pinky to the other side of the train where Jeremiah and his son, 

Luke, were loading sacks in the baggage car.     

 "Let me help you," Jeb begged. "I want to step on the train to feel what it's 

like to be on one." 
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"You can help, but keep that pig out of the way," Jeremiah growled.  

      Jeb climbed into the baggage car and tied Pinky to a nail in the corner. 

"She's out of the way now."  

    He helped Jeremiah and Luke load all of the sacks and satchels and trunks 

onto the train. All of the time Jeb worked, he looked for a chance to hide in the car 

with Pinky.  Finally, everything was loaded and Jeremiah said, "Here's a nickel. 

Don't spend it all on candy."  

     "Come on," Luke said. "We can watch the engineer getting ready to move."  

      "I'm coming. I'll get Pinky and say hello to my folks,"Jeb said.  

       As soon as Jeremiah and Luke were out of sight, Jeb climbed into the 

baggage car. He got Pinky and burrowed a seat for them between two large trunks 

and several burlap feed sacks. His heart pounding, he scrunched as small as he 

could and whispered, "Be quiet, Pinky. Our plan won't work if they find us."  

      After what seemed like hours, Jeb heard the door of the baggage car being 

slid into place and a heavy bar being fastened across it. He felt a jerk, and then the 

train slowly started to move. They were on their way.   

From talking to Luke, Jeb knew that Springwood was the next stop and that 

some people usually got on there. He was counting on someone boarding the train 
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there, because the baggage car was getting pretty warm. Besides, he had to sneak 

out and find Miss Snider. 

     The train finally jolted to a stop, and Jeb heard the bar being taken off the 

door and the door sliding open. He listened to two men talk. "Go away" he begged 

them silently, and finally they did.  

      "Come on, Pinky. We need to hurry!" Jeb said. He grabbed Pinky's sack and 

his bandanna. He jumped out of the car and landed in the dust beside the track. 

Quickly, he looked around. No one had seen them. He got up, dusted off the seat of 

his pants, and limped into the small wooden depot.

No one was inside. Jeb peeked out the small window and saw that the station 

master was standing by one of the passenger cars, talking to a group of people. As 

Jeb watched, he broke away from them and moved back toward the baggage car.  

 Now was his chance. He crept out of the depot. He clutched the burlap bag 

and held Pinky tightly against his side. He joined the knot of people boarding the 

trains. 

      His next job was to find Miss Snider.  Jeb had never been on a train before, 

so he couldn't help staring at the plush red seats. He was so busy admiring the 

fancy seats that he didn't hear Pinky squeal until she had squealed twice. 
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   "Shhhh, be quiet, Pinky or they'll find us out," Jeb said.    But it was too late. 

Someone had heard Pinky.   

      "Pinky? Is that really Pinky? And Jeb, what are you doing here?" Miss 

Snider was sitting in the last row of seats by the window.  She had on a blue hat 

with red roses on it and a blue dress that matched the hat and her eyes.  

     "You look pretty, Miss Snider."  

      "Jeb Smith, you never mind telling me how pretty I look. You sit down and 

tell me what you're doing here. She pointed to the empty seat beside her. George is 

meeting me at Loganville and will ride with me from there. But that's not for fifty 

miles yet. Sit down and tell me what this is all about." 

      Jeb sat and put the burlap bag hiding Pinky on his lap. Pinky squealed again. 

     "You'd best let her out of the bag," Miss Snider told him.   

        Jeb pulled the bag off Pinky and she settled on his lap and fell asleep. Jeb 

arranged the sack over her like a coverlet so that only her nose poked out.

Miss Snider smiled. "All right, Jeb. Pinky's settled. Now you can tell me 

what this is all about."              

 "You don't have to marry that George, Miss Snider. I'll marry you."  
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    Miss Snider's lips twitched and for a minute Jeb thought she was going to 

laugh. But she looked at him with a serious expression. "Jeb, you don't want to 

marry me." 

      "Why not?" Jeb asked.  

     "Because..." Miss Snider began. Then a long whistle interrupted her. The 

train was on its way again.  

      After a few minutes, Miss Snider said. "I don't think I'm the right woman for 

you. For one thing, I'm much older than you are," Miss Snider told him.   

     "That doesn't matter. I'll fetch and carry for you," Jeb promised.     

      "Pinky won't like another woman in your life. Watch and see what she does 

now when I put my hand on your arm." 

    Miss Snider put her hand on Jeb's arm. Pinky didn't wake up. She just snored 

a little louder. 

    "All right, maybe Pinky wouldn't get too upset, but George would!" Miss 

Snider said. "Wait until you meet him, Jeb. You'll like him too."  

     "I hate him," Jeb said. He folded his hands on top of Pinky and stared 

straight ahead. He wouldn't look at Miss Snider. He wouldn't look out the window 

when she pointed out some buffalo. He couldn't understand why she would rather 
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marry this George instead of him. Didn't he have a pet pig and a room of his own 

to offer her?"     

Jeb didn't look at Miss Snider or thank her when she bought a ticket for him 

when the conductor came around collecting tickets. "He didn't charge me a fare for 

Pinky," Miss Snider said.  

"I don't see why he didn't.  Pinky is a person too." Then Jeb felt ashamed of 

himself. "I'll pay you back for my ticket, Miss Snider. I promise I will. I'll do 

chores for you or run errands. I'll do whatever you want me to do." 

     "Will you promise me you'll do one thing, Jeb?"   

     "I promise," Jeb said. 

    "I want you to talk to George about marrying me when you meet him in 

Loganville."  

     Jeb and Pinky enjoyed the rest of the train ride to Loganville with Miss 

Snider. They looked out the window and spotted more buffalo and some wolves. 

They ate in the dining car and Jeb enjoyed watching the dishes slide around on the 

table when the train hit a bump or went around a bend.  

Pinky had to ride in the baggage car part of the time, but the conductor did 

let her sit with Jeb and Miss Snider part of the time, too.          
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      Jeb talked to Miss Snider the rest of the way to Loganville. He even thought 

about what he would say to George when he saw him. He tried to be cheerful but 

underneath he felt sad that Miss Snider wasn't going to be Miss Snider any longer. 

     "Will you still teach school?" he asked her as they watched the hills and 

fields slide by the window. 

     "Yes, I'll still teach school, Jeb. Just because I'm getting married doesn't 

mean I'm quitting life. I'll just have a new life with George, but you'll be an 

important part of it too, Jeb."                                  

 "You won't be living with us any more, Miss Snider.  You'll be living with 

him."    

    "But we'll be living on the old Brown homestead. That's not far from you at 

all. And you can come over and help us with the chores. George and I are both city 

people so it will take us some time to get used to country chores. We could really 

use your help." 

"I'll help you and so will Pinky," Jeb promised. "But what if this George 

doesn't like us?" 

      "I know he'll like you both," Miss Snider said. Jeb's stomach felt more and 

more knotted as they got closer to Loganville. He also started to wonder how he 
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and Pinky were going to get back home. Loganville was fifty miles from home and 

he didn't think Miss Snider had bought a round trip ticket from the conductor.  

He didn't tell Miss Snider that he was worrying. He just sat beside her with 

Pinky in his lap and stared out the window. 

    After awhile a little girl sitting in the seat a few rows in front of them came 

back to visit Pinky. 

    "She's such a pretty pig. Can she come up and sit with me for a little while?" 

     "Do you want to sit with her?" Jeb asked Pinky. Pinky squealed. 

     "All right, go ahead.” 

    Pinky followed the little girl down the aisle to her seat. Jeb turned back to 

the window and wondered more about George. He was thinking so hard that he 

didn't hear Pinky squeal at first.  

     Finally looked over to where the little girl had been sitting. The seat was 

empty. Where had she and Pinky gone? Then Jeb jumped out of his seat. He saw 

Pinky running down the aisle with the little girl right behind her. 

      "Stop Pinky, please stop!" the little girl shouted. 

    Pinky didn't answer. She didn't even squeal, which Jeb thought was strange. 

Pinky usually had a lot to say when someone chased her. Jeb ran to catch Pinky.  

"Stop chasing her!" he shouted at the girl. You'll scare her!" 
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     "I'm sorry," the little girl said. "I didn't mean to do anything wrong." 

    "What did you do to her?" Jeb demanded. 

    The little girl stared at him with round, scared blue eyes.  "I didn't do 

anything. I just gave her a piece of fudge.”

"Why can't she talk if it was just fudge?" Jeb demanded. 

    "She got it stuck in her teeth," the little girl told him.  "I made it and it's very 

soft." 

     "Oh no!" Jeb said. "It's stuck her teeth together. She can't make a sound."  

    The little girl started to cry. "What are you going to do?"  

      "I'll have to catch her and pull the candy out of her teeth," Jeb said. 

     "Won't she just come to you if you call her?" the little girl asked. 

     Jeb called her. "Come here, Pinky. Come here, girl."  

      Pinky walked toward Jeb. She had come almost close enough for him to 

grab when a boy from the other side of the aisle lunged at her. Pinky ran down the 

aisle toward the dining car. Jeb and the little girl ran after her as hard as they could, 

but Pinky beat them. She ran through three cars to the dining car. There she 

scooted under a table. 

      Jeb crept up to her, holding out his hand.  "Come here, Pinky. Please come, 

Pinky." 
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     Pinky scooted further under the table.  "I'll have to go in after her," Jeb said. 

"You stay here," he told the little girl.           

     The little girl watched while Jeb crawled under the table toward Pinky. Jeb 

was glad when the tablecloth fell behind him. If Pinky thought she was just going 

back home in the barn she wouldn't run away. He held out his hand to her again. 

"Come on, Pinky, let's eat."  

     Pinky just backed away from him. Jeb knew that she felt miserable. He 

couldn't remember a time when she had refused to eat.  "Come on Pinky," he 

coaxed. "Come and see me."  

    Suddenly Jeb saw a square of light as the tablecloth was pushed aside. A 

man with bushy brown hair knelt beside Jeb.   

"What's wrong with your pig?" the man asked Jeb in a low voice.   

     "Her teeth are stuck together with fudge," Jeb told him.  

       "What do you think we should do about it?" the man asked Jeb. 

      "I think we need to catch her and scrape the fudge off of her teeth," Jeb 

answered. 

     "How are we going to catch her?" the man asked. 

     "We could throw the tablecloth over her, tie it up, and we'll have her," Jeb 

said. 
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      "Now that's good idea," the man said. "I'll take the dishes off the table so 

they'll be safe. Is that all right with you?"   

       Jeb stared at him. "Why would you want to help me?" he asked.  

       "Because I like pigs," the man said. "Let's get busy."  

     The man backed up, cleared the table, and then stood up. Jeb heard the clink 

of dishes as he set them on other tables. It got lighter under the table then, because 

the man took the table cloth off the table and held it in his hands. 

     "Now you chase Pinky into the tablecloth. I'll stand here and hold it in front 

of the table and you chase her into it," he said. 

     The man held the tablecloth and Jeb clapped his hands behind Pinky and 

made her run smack into the cloth. The man folded it around her. 

     "We've got her!" he said. "Now, let's take her off the train and find a quiet 

spot where we can scrape the fudge off her teeth." 

    "How are we going to do that?" Jeb asked the man as he skipped along 

beside him. 

     "We're going to find a shade tree and sit down with her. Then you're going 

to feed her grains of corn while I scrape.  We can take turns while the train's 

stopped." 

Miss Snider was suddenly beside them. "I'll help too." 
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    Miss Snider, you don't know this man, do you?" Jeb asked.         

     Miss Snider smiled.  "I know him. This is George Wilson, the man I'm going 

to marry." 

     Jeb felt like sitting down in the middle of the aisle he was so surprised. But 

he didn't. He followed George and Miss Snider off the train. Together they scraped 

all of the fudge off Pinky's teeth. As soon as she could, Pinky squealed and 

squealed.  

     "I see we'd better ride back home with you," George said. "We'll have to 

take turns keeping Pinky quiet until she gets home." 

    "She's being awfully noisy," Jeb told George. 

    "We can do it, Jeb!" George shouted above Pinky's squeals.    

     And they did. Jeb knew that Miss Snider and George would always be 

around to help him with Pinky. 
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