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                          CHAPTER ONE 

This town is dead and besides, they only want Presbyterians to live here!" I yelled at Dad.  

That doesn't include us I want to go back to Pittsburgh!" 

I've known we're Baptists since I was a boy."  Dad smiled at me.  "What's really the 

problem, Sara without the H.?" 

"They only want Presbyterians, Dad.  It says so on the sign by the library." 

He wrinkled his fore head the way he always does when he's thinking.  He says I do it, 

too, but I know I don't. Then he smiled at me, again.  The smile I don't like.  The grown up to 

little kid smile.  "You mean the sign by the tunnel that goes under the railroad tracks." 

I glared at him.  "That's the one." 

"Sara, that sign says, 'Pedestrians only.  It doesn't say Presbyterians only." 

I scowled at him.  "Somebody doesn't know how to spell." 

He smiled at me.  "Somebody doesn't." 

"P r e s b y t e r i a n.  P e d e s t r i a n!" I yelled. 

Dad walked over and put his arm around me.  "Moving is hard, Sara, but it was harder to 

stay in Pittsburgh in that house.  Every step I took, every place I sat reminded me of your mother. 

You'll get used to it here, Sara.  You'll make new friends and you might even grow to like it 

here." 

"I liked being with Mom's things, Dad.  I felt her sitting next to me when I covered up on 

the couch with her Afghan.  It's almost as good as going up to the attic and sitting on our couch. I 

don't want to forget Mom." 
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"You won't forget her, Sara and neither will I. Even if we tried, Lucy won't let us forget her." 

I scowled at him again.  "Aunt Lucy tries to act like Mom, but she isn't Mom." 

"She cares about us, Sara and we do live with her, so be nice to her." 

"Dad, she talks like a flower child.  She's straight sixties." 

"Sara, she was a flower child.  She and your mother both were. " 

"Mom was never a flower child!  She wouldn't do any of that stuff." 

"Any of what stuff, Sara?" 

"Hanging flowers around peoples' necks at airports and taking trips to San Francisco." 

"Sara, your Mom and your Aunt Lucy both lived in a commune for a while.  I did too."  

"Aunt Lucy must have made her go!" 

Dad laughed out loud at me this time.  "It was the other way around," he told me. "Kerry 

- your Mom -always led and Lucy followed.  I think she was glad when your Mom and I got 

married so she could come back home." 

"Why would she want to come back to Bristol," I muttered.  "One swipe of the 

skateboard and it's gone." 

"It has things to offer, like peace and quiet," Dad said.  "And country living and a slower 

pace.  That's some of the stuff that your mom didn't want to do.  She liked the city life better." 

"So do I and I want to go back to it." 

"Sara, I'm going to teach history at Pendleton for a long time to come, according to my 

contract.  I’m going to be part-time curator at the historical museum according to my contract, 

and in spite of Paul Jenkins.   You're signed up for 6th grade at Bristol Middle School and Aunt 

 Lucy likes having us here.  We’re staying.” 
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"My house is in Pittsburgh." 

"I sold the house, Sara.  You know that.  Don't you even like the room Lucy fixed up for 

you a little?" 

"Dad, it's got pink curtains and a pink bedspread!  There's a doll sitting on the bed." 

He cleared his throat.  "Your Aunt Lucy does have some old fashioned ideas about what 

girls like.  But be fair, Sara.  How could she know that you would rather have pictures of covered 

wagons and horses than pink curtains and dolls?" 

"I've been writing to her for seven years, Dad, and for seven years I've been telling her I 

like covered wagons and Indians and horses.  I even sent back the doll she mailed to me for 

Christmas last year." 

"Lucy thinks you should act like a girl.” 

"I do act like a girl. I cooked and cleaned for us when Mom got sick.  I can fix waffles ten 

different ways." 

"And I like every one of them, Sara. But do me a favor.  Wear a dress occasionally for 

Aunt Lucy instead of always wearing blue jeans.   Offer to cook supper once in awhile. " 

"I did cook the other night, Dad, and Aunt Lucy said she really liked my biscuits.  Then I 

caught her sneaking them to Charlie under the table.  And I do wear a dress every Sunday to 

church!" 

Dad sighed.  "I think Lucy expects you to act like your Mom because you look so much 

like her." 

"I do act like her, Dad.  Mom helped me mail the doll back to Aunt Lucy!  Mom always  

went on your history trips with you and so do I." 
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"Aunt Lucy doesn't understand that, Sara.  Please try to please her a little." 

"Why should I try to please her, Dad?  I'm going back home when I'm eighteen." 

Dad sighed again.  "The house is sold Sara, and your mother is buried here in Cavalry 

Cemetery. I have a new job and you have a new school.  We live with your Aunt Lucy in your 

mother's old home.  We have to make a new home here for us. Aunt Lucy acts like an old maid 

librarian, which she is.   Those are the facts of life." 

"I don't like these facts of life any better than I do the ones Mom told me about.  I hate 

boys and I hate this place. Who’s Paul Jenkins?   

 "He's an old school mate of mine." 

"Everybody in town is an old school mate of yours, Dad." 

He laughed.  "That's true.  Only most of my other school mates are my friends.  Paul and 

I have had "discussions" since we were in first grade and both had crushes on your Mom." 

'I hate your old school friends.  And I hate girls that cry like a baby." 

I started crying like a baby, so hard that I ran upstairs to my bedroom.  I threw the doll off 

the bed and buried my face in the pink pillowcase.  I'd get it wet with tears so I'd have an excuse 

to use my horse pillow cases. 

Dad didn't follow me.  I knew he wouldn't.  He'd changed along with everything else in 

my upside down life.  He didn't care about my feelings anymore. Nobody did, but Charlie.  I got 

up off the bed.  The pink curtains were blowing in the breeze.  I stuck out my tongue at them.  I 

ran to the doorway.  "Here, Charlie!  Here, Charlie!" I yelled.  We could have one of our 

wrestling matches on the bed.  That ought to take care of the pink ruffled bedspread.  My 

bedspread with the picture of George Washington crossing the Delaware on it was waiting in the 
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boxes that Aunt Lucy had made me store in the attic.  I stared at the ceiling.  "Help is coming 

very soon, George. Charlie and I will make sure of that." I muttered. 

Charlie should be here by now.  This time I yelled louder.  "Here, Charlie!" 

This time I heard a faint bark from the direction of the back yard.  Aunt Lucy had tied 

Charlie to his dog house again.  She keeps insisting that dogs don't belong in the house.  I keep 

insisting to Dad and Aunt Lucy that he does. So far I haven't convinced anyone I'm right but 

Charlie."To the rescue again," I muttered. 

I ran down the stairs, glaring at Dad's closed study door. I turned around and stomped 

down the last two steps.  Why should he have peace and quiet when Charlie had to stay out in the 

back yard?  The door stayed closed.  I knew I should have put on my hiking boots.  Dad would 

hear me stomping in them. 

Sure enough, Aunt Lucy had tied Charlie to the ugly wooden shack that she called his 

dog house.  I call it an outhouse and Dad said that it probably had been an outhouse way back 

when Mom and Aunt Lucy were little.  Charlie wasn't glad to see me or grateful when I untied 

him.  He was annoyed at having to wait so long.  He snapped at my heels, then turned on his 

heels and ran to the back door.  He barked at me until I started running.  He was definitely in one 

of his moods. 

  "Now isn't a good time for Dad to hear you," I told him. I grabbed dad's raincoat from 

the hook by the backdoor and wrapped it around Charlie.  Charlie didn't approve, but he couldn't 

get at me through the plastic and it muffled his growls enough so I got him upstairs and closed 

my bedroom door without Dad hearing us. 

"Work with me, Charlie," I told him as I untangled him from the raincoat.  "We have to  
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stick together.  We're all we've got." 

By the time I had petted Charlie enough to ease the trauma of the backyard and the 

doghouse and told him I loved him sixty times, it was time for me to start supper like I had told 

Aunt Lucy I would do.  I did more than start supper, I finished it.  Mom had taught me how to 

make spaghetti and meatballs when I was seven.  I know how to make it better now that I'm 

twelve.  I even throw in some extras like salad and garlic bread for free.  After I fed Charlie a 

meatball, he crawled under the table and took his afternoon nap.  He knew I'd sneak another meat 

ball in with his supper, so he slept like a puppy and snored like Dad does when he's really tired. 

 The smell of the garlic bread must have sneaked under the study door, because I heard it 

open and Dad came and stood next to me by the stove while I stirred the spaghetti. 

"Why are you snoring, Sara without the H?  Did you get enough sleep last night?" 

"I stayed up late reading.  Dad, did you know that Johnny Appleseed made a claim on 

some land on French Creek?" 

I asked him that on purpose.  I was hoping he'd get so upset at me for asking him a stupid 

question that he'd forget about Charlie snoring under the table. 

"Sara, I’m not going to forget about Charlie under the table.  And my decision about the 

 trip down the Creek still stands.  I want you to stay here and help Aunt Lucy." 

"Help her do what, Dad?  She works at the library all day.  I want to go with you.  You let 

me go on your other trips." 

"Your Mom was with us then." 

"I can help you like she did, Dad." 

"You need to help Aunt Lucy and you need to get ready for school.  It's going to start in  



 

8 

 

another month and you need to get clothes and stuff." 

I splashed hot water on his hand and he jumped back. "Sorry, Dad, I didn't do that on 

purpose.  I shuddered at the thought of Aunt Lucy and clothes.  “ 

Dad!  She'll make me wear ruffles and lace!" 

Charlie growled in his sleep at the tone of my voice. 

"She wants to help, Sara.  And you're getting old enough now to act your age and 

consider other people's feelings too.  I'll hunt for Johnny Appleseed's land myself this summer.  

Next summer you can help." 

"Next summer I'll be more of a girl if Aunt Lucy has anything to say about it," I groaned. 

"Next summer," Dad said firmly. 

"Not if I can help it," I said just as firmly, but to myself.  But I think Charlie heard me, 

because he growled in his sleep again. 

Supper was a disaster.  The food wasn't, the food was good. Thanks to Mom's teaching 

the spaghetti was tender, the meatballs and sauce nice and tomato spicy, and the garlic bread soft 

and garlic spicy.  I think I put too much dressing on the salad, but we were too busy arguing to 

notice it. 

Aunt Lucy came home early.  That was the first thing that went wrong, and everything 

went downhill after that. Since Aunt Lucy came home early, Charlie was still under the table and 

not tied outside to the outhouse.Aunt Lucy came in the front door and sat her purse on the table.  

Yes, she still carries a purse! In a small town like Bristol, can you imagine?  She even wears 

gloves to church on Sundays.  She sniffed and I thought she smelled garlic bread and tomato 

sauce.  "Sarah. what’s that dog doing in here?" she demanded. 
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Aunt Lucy pronounces and spells my name with an H. "He's taking his nap," I said. 

Aunt Lucy looked at Dad, who was sitting at the table reading the paper.  "Scottie, I 

thought we agreed." 

"Dad's name is Scott, not Scottie.  He's not a little boy and he's not a dog." 

"He's not bothering anything," Dad said. 

"It's the principles of the agreement," Aunt Lucy said. 

Dad hauled Charlie out from under the table and outside.  We ate supper in silence, so we 

could hear him howling.  He sounded like he was in the room with us. Finally, I couldn't stand it 

any longer.  I pushed back my chair and grabbed my plate.  "I'm going out there with him." 

"Sit down, Sara," Dad said. 

"Sit down Sarah," Aunt Lucy ordered. 

"You're not my mother.  I don't have to listen to you," I told her. 

She didn't even look like Mom's sister.  Mom's hair was black and curly.  Aunt Lucy's 

was straight and mousy brown.  Mom was tall and thin. Aunt Lucy was short, not much taller 

than me, and she had rolls of fat around her middle.  Dad laughs and calls it "middle age spread."  

I tell her it's fat whenever I can. 

"Sara, apologize to your Aunt Lucy for being disrespectful." 

"Her name is Sarah with an H, "Aunt Lucy said. 

"My name is Sarah without an H," I shouted. "And you have middle age spread." 

Dad yelled at me. "I said apologize to your Aunt, young lady." 

I couldn't believe Dad yelled at me.  I was so surprised that I apologized.  

"I'm sorry, Aunt Lucy.” 
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I ran upstairs to the attic.  I found the box that I had packed mom's old bathrobe in and 

pulled it out.  I buried my face in it and sobbed.  "Mom, Mom, I need you.  Why did you have to 

die?   You're gone and Daddy's not the same." 

I don't know how long I stayed up there in the attic.  It must have been awhile, because I 

heard the clink of Dad and Aunt Lucy doing the dishes and the light from the window got dim.  

There weren't any curtains on the windows so I could tell the sun was going down when I looked 

up from Mom's bathrobe, which I did between cryings.  I missed Mom so much and I didn't even 

know Dad anymore.  Everything was in such a mess.  I wanted to go back to Pittsburgh, away 

from Aunt Lucy and this strange place. I wanted to talk to my best friend Jenny.  But she 

probably wasn't my  

best friend anymore, now that I left Pittsburgh.  Diane from down the block had probably moved 

in on me already like she always had threatened to do. 

After a long time, I heard Charlie scurrying up the stairs.  Behind him I heard Dad's 

heavier footsteps. Charlie came over and licked my hand. That made me cry harder.  Dad came 

over and knelt down beside me.   He didn't lick my hand.   That made me cry even harder.” I’m 

sorry this is so rough on you, Sara." 

"I want to go home, Daddy. I want my old friends and my old home." 

 I was still sobbing but between my sobs I heard another pair of footsteps coming up the 

stairs.  There was only one other person left in the house. 

"Sarah, you'll make new friends, "Aunt Lucy told. me.  She didn't put her arm around me.  

She just stood there, twisting her fingers.  "You have to give the kids around here a chance.  You 
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have to give people around here a chance."  She stooped down and patted me on the head.  Patted 

me on the head!  Mom had stopped patting me on the head when I was three. 

Dad knew what I was thinking.  "Sara."  

I knew what Dad meant. 

"I miss my old house and my old friends, Aunt Lucy." 

She patted me on the head again.  "I know, Sarah. I understand better than you think I 

do." 

Right then, I think she did.  It was just after Dad left on his trip that things got bad 

between us again.  Aunt Lucy introduced me to Jeff from across the street.  She said, "You two 

are the same age and I'm sure you're going to be best friends." 
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CHAPTER TWO 

 

 Aunt Lucy fluttered out to the kitchen to get us some milk and cookies. (Milk and 

cookies!)  Jeff smiled at me.  I decided to show him who was boss right away. "Race you!"  I 

said. 

I figured I'd beat him, because I am a pretty fast runner and since I moved here away 

from all of my friends, I had time to do a lot of running. 

I ran as fast as I could.  He ran alongside me.  I speeded up.  He ran alongside me.  I 

managed not to pant. 

"Everybody likes your aunt," he said. 

"Everybody but one," I scowled. 

"You don't like your aunt?" 

We stopped running.  II dragged my toe in the dirt, which was pretty hard to do because 

we were standing on the sidewalk in front of the house. Finally, I found an anthill in a crack and 

got a little dirt out of that. "She tries too hard," I said.   

"Let's go bike riding," he said.  "You have a bike, don't you?" 

I jerked my chin toward the backyard.  "In the garage." 

"Get it and let's go." 

"I'm bringing Charlie." 

"Bring him.  Who's Charlie?" 

Digging Up Johnny Appleseed 

"He's my friend." 
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"Let's go get him and your bike." 

Jeff followed me to the backyard.  Charlie was chained to the outhouse.   I didn't care if 

Aunt Lucy was watching from the kitchen window, I unchained Charlie and he ran along behind 

me and Jeff.  By now I knew Aunt Lucy was watching from the kitchen window because I saw 

the curtains move. I waved as Jeff and I turned the corner.  Charlie barked. 

"Wanna ride down by the creek?" Jeff asked me. 

"What's down there?" 

"Kelly and Tom and Zack." 

"Who are they?" 

"Kids from around here." 

"I hate boys."  I looked at him out of the corner of my eye. 

He shrugged. "I hate girls.  He pedaled faster. "Hurry up!" 

I didn't know where I was hurrying to but I pedaled faster to keep up with Jeff.  We 

zipped down three streets lined with trees and houses and then we came to some woods. All of 

the time we rode on the sidewalk, Charlie ran in front of us barking.  Then Jeff turned into a 

gravel road leading into the woods.  He didn't slow down and Charlie ran alongside him, still 

barking.  At first I followed faster, but little by little I slowed down.  There were just too many 

things to explore.  Black eyed Susan’s and daisies grew along both sides of the path and some 

kind of purple flower and queen Anne’s lace. My fingers itched to pick them, but then Dad’s 

training stopped me.  The time to pick them was on the way home. I could dip my handkerchief 

in water 

Digging Up Johnny Appleseed 
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 and wrap it around the stems of the flowers I picked.   

Then there were the stones!  I stopped and got off my bike.  I got down on my hands and 

knees in the gravel.  It was mixed with larger stones and some of the stones were fossils. Me and 

Mom have been collecting fossils for years.  I have a few valuable ones on my closet shelf.  Dad 

says they're valuable anyway.  I brushed the dirt off a pointed fossil stone that looked like it had 

a lizard skeleton imbedded in it. 

Then I heard a crash and the crunch crunching of gravel like someone had made a heavy 

landing.  Charlie barked until I ran up beside him and Jeff. 

"What happened?  Did you fall?" 

 Charlie bit my ankle, then I fell."   

"I found a fossil," I said. 

He got up and brushed off his knees.  Then he knelt again beside me.  "Yeah, what kind?  

I've been looking for a lizard for a long time now.  They were supposed to live here millions of 

years ago." 

"You collect fossils too?" I stared at him.   

He stared back at me. "What about it?" His eyes were green, not the color of green Jell-O, 

closer to the color of Granny Smith apples. 

"Nothing," I muttered.  I like red delicious apples. 

He jumped back on his bike.  "Come on.  They'll be waiting for us." 

"Who and why?" 

"I already told you who.  Kelly and Tom and Zack." 

Digging Up Johnny Appleseed 
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"Why are they waiting for us?" 

“I told them I would bring you to meet them and go swimming with us." 

I looked at my shorts and t shirt.  I didn't bring my bathing suit." 

"Neither did I,” Jeff said.  "We just go in shorts and T shirts. And when there aren't any  

girls around we-" 

"I know,” I said.  "Girls do the same thing when they're aren't any boys around." (I wasn't 

sure any girls besides me did that, but it sounded good!) 

We rode down the trail a few more miles, with Charlie chugging behind us until I felt 

sorry for him and put him in my basket in front of the bike.  He looked funny sitting there with 

his hair flapping in the wind.  His hair is black, about the same color as Moms.  I used to tease 

her about it when we went bicycle riding with Charlie.  I used to tease Dad about his short hair 

standing up straight in the wind when he rode in front of me and Mom.  We used to laugh 

together a lot.  Now Dad was going on one of our history trips alone.  He was going to spend 

next week canoeing down French Creek looking for Johnny Appleseed's claim and he wasn't 

taking me with him. 

Charlie jumped out of my bike basket barking like he'd seen a hundred rabbits.   He ran 

past Jeff and up the hill right in front of us. Jeff raced after him.  I raced after Jeff. 

"Don't run over, Charlie!" I yelled as I bounced over stones and bumps on the trail. 

Jeff didn't answer me.  He was too busy steering his bike down the other side of the hill 

with the creek at the bottom. 

I   was busy too, watching the girl and the two boys swimming in the creek.  That's 

Digging Up Johnny Appleseed 
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probably why I ran into the tree.  My head felt a little wobbly and the front tire on my bike was 

a lot wobbly, but I jumped up off the ground and kept heading toward the creek.  The girl - had 

Jeff said her name was Kelly? - ran up the hill to meet me. 

"Are you okay?" She grabbed my arm. "Come over here and sit down under this tree." 

"I've already made contact with a tree," I said.  "So has my bicycle.  Did you ask it if it 

was all right?" 

Kelly had long blond hair.  If I had met her at school I would have hated her.  She ran up 

to my bike which was still sprawled out under the tree.  She said, "Are you all right?"   Kelly and 

I are doing to be good friends, maybe even better than me and Jenny. 

Kelly came running back to me.  "Your bike's all right.  The front wheel's just a little 

loose.  Your Dad can tighten up the screws for you when you get it home." 

"Dad's going on a trip.  It's either me or Aunt Lucy," I said.  

She tossed her hair out of her face.  "I'll come over and help you.  I've been doing my 

tires for at least a year now." 

"Come over tomorrow night.  We can have a sleep over." 

A little voice in my conscience told me that I should ask Aunt Lucy first.  I didn't listen.  

After all, it was my bedroom.  It used to be moms.  There was a tradition of independence in that 

room.  I could have whoever I wanted to visit it. 

One of the boys from the swimming hole yelled to us. "Girls are cowards!  Dare you to 

jump in!  Bet you won’t do it!" 

Kelly and I looked at each other. We both started running at the same time We jumped in 

Digging Up Johnny Appleseed 
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the middle of the swimming hole at the same time.  I wouldn't be surprised if we splashed the 

boys in the face at the same time.  Kelly and I are going to be best friends! 

"Eeeeuuuu! Get lost!" one of the boys yelled.  He was the same boy who had dared us to 

jump in. 

"We jumped in, Tom," Kelly said.  "Now what do you want us to do?" 

"Get lost," Tom said, rubbing the water out of his eyes.  I noticed he has red hair the same 

shade as red licorice.  I hate red licorice. 

"You're the one that dared them to jump," Jeff said.  He was wading out toward us from 

the shore.  "Ow, those stones are hard to walk on." 

"I didn't notice any stones," I said.  "I was too busy jumping." 

"What stones?" Kelly said.  We hit a high five over Tom's head. 

"Whose side are you on?" Tom said.  "Girl lover!" 

The other boy, he had to be Zack, didn't say anything.  He just splashed at me and Kelly. 

"Am not!" Jeff said.  He splashed me and Kelly. 

I don't know where Charlie was when I crashed my bike and really needed him.  But now 

that I was okay, he decided to show up.  He ran out of the woods barking threats at whoever was 

hurting me. 

I didn't try to change his mind.  Me and Kelly watched him hurtle into the water and 

attach his teeth to the seat of Jeff's bathing suit. 

"Back off, Charlie!  I didn't do anything.  You want them!"  He pointed to Zack, who still 

hadn't said anything and Tom who was doubled over laughing at Jeff. 
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Kelly and I laughed at Jeff too.  I couldn't help it.  Charlie had attached himself so firmly 

to the back of Jeff's shorts that he had pulled them down around Jeff's hips.  Jeff quickly pulled 

them up again, with Charley still clamped tightly to them.  He had to hold them up with both 

hands.  Charley doesn't weigh very much, but his teeth are good. 

Kelly stopped laughing before I did and ran over to Jeff.  She tried to pull Charley off of 

Jeff's bathing suit.  She couldn't move him.  "Sara, can you make him let go?" 

"Drop it, Charley!" I yelled. 

Charley hung on tighter. 

"I don't think he's listening," Kelly said. 

"Charley, fetch!" I shouted. 

This time Charlie obeyed.  Or he tried to obey.   He tried to fetch Jeff over to me, but Jeff 

wouldn't cooperate.  He kept standing still while Charlie tried to pull him over to me.   

"I don't believe it," Kelly whispered to me.  "He's laughing!" 

She meant Jeff, not Charlie.  Jeff was laughing so hard that he bent over and Charlie went 

for a ride a quarter of the way up his back. 

"Charlie, come here!" I shouted. 

Charlie stopped climbing Jeff's back.  He slid down it so quickly that he took the bathing 

suit with him. 

"Ow, Ow, Ow!" Jeff yelled, diving into the water. 

"Kiyi, kiyi, kiyi!" Charlie yelled and ran over to me, the bathing suit flapping alongside 

him.   He tried to hide behind my heels, but since they were under water, the best he could do 
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was hiding behind my shorts.  The water billowed out Jeff's shorts. 

Jeff yelled. "Zack, get my shorts for me!" 

"I'll get them," Tom said. 

"Please Zack," Jeff said. He crouched lower in the water. 

The current grabbed his shorts and started to carry them downstream.  Charlie swam after 

them.  I swam after Charlie and Kelly swam after me. Tom and Zack stood in waist deep water, 

watching us. Jeff swam out a little deeper.  "Get my shorts!" he yelled. 

Kelly and I grabbed the shorts together.  I got one leg and she got the other.  I hung on to 

my leg and she hung on to hers.  We swam back to Jeff.  

"Here," I said. 

"Here," Kelly said. 

We turned around and swam to shore. 

"Hurry up!" I yelled.  "I still want to swim." 

"Go back into the woods," Jeff yelled.  "I'm watching you both.” 

 "So am I," Tom yelled. 

Zack just stood there. 

"Further back!" Jeff yelled. 

"We've gone pretty far," I hollered. 

Charley barked at Jeff, but he followed us. 

Kelly giggled. "Are we far enough?" she yelled to Jeff.  "All I can see is your hair." 

"Get behind the trees!" Tom yelled. 
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"Whose side are you on?" Kelly yelled back.  "I thought you and Jeff hate each other." 

"We're guys together," Tom told her. "Get behind the bushes." 

"I hate boys!" I shouted, but I moved behind the bushes.  So did Kelly. 

Charlie was already there, digging in the soft dirt under a tree root.  It was a crabapple 

tree.  Apples dotted the branches. They looked like marbles.  They looked wormy. 

"This is a sad looking tree," I said to Kelly. 

Kelly picked one of the apples and bit into it.  She made a face and spat out the bite.  "I 

think I got a worm," she said.  "But the rest of it tasted good." 

"Let's find some without worms and take them home with us.  Want to, Kelly?" 

"We could eat them tomorrow night when I sleep over," Kelly said. 

"They'll be hard to carry back.  We didn't bring a bag." 

"We can use Zack's shirt," Kelly said. 

"How do you know he'll let us use it?"  

"He'll let us use it, I know he will." 

"How do you know?"   I persisted. 

"He's my bother, oops, I mean my brother.  I'll bribe him with Oreos or bubble gum." 

"I can't believe he's your brother!  Why didn't you tell me right away?  Why is he so 

quiet?" 

Kelly shook her hair out of her eyes.  It was still wet and she looked like a blond Charlie 

shaking himself dry.  "You didn't ask me right away and he reads too much.  He rather read than 

talk.  But he does talk to me." 
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"What does he say, Kelly?" 

"Not too much, Sara.  "He doesn't like television except "Pinky and the Brain."  He 

brought home a pet mouse, but my mom wouldn't let him keep it.  He named it Pinky and hid it 

in the garage in an old rabbit cage.  We sneak it cheese and lettuce and bird seed every day. " 

"Why hasn't your mom found out yet?" 

"She's pretty tired when she gets home from work." 

"Why hasn't your Dad found Pinky?" 

"Our Dad doesn't live with us and when he comes to see us, he's too busy fighting with 

my Mom to look around the garage." 

I sighed.  "Like I fight with Aunt Lucy.  She wouldn't find a mouse, either.  I hid Charlie 

up in the attic for a day before she found out about him." 

Kelly laughed. "Really?  What did she do when she found out about him?" 

"Threw him out of the house.  She threatened to take him to the humane society, but Dad 

convinced her to let me keep him.  Out in the backyard chained to what she calls the garage.  But 

it's really an outhouse.   My mom told me about it.  It was there when she was a little girl and she 

used to love going out to it at night.  She would visit it, then visit the neighbors.  She would pick 

flowers out of their gardens and scare their cats and dogs." 

"Your mom sounds cool.  I'd like to meet her." 

"Her tombstone says "Kerry Diane Johnson, Born May 16, 1945, and died last year." 

   Kelly didn't say she was sorry.  She didn't pat me on the head.  She just hugged me.  

Kelly and I are friends forever. 
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When the hug was finished, I said, "My Dad’s going away tomorrow.  I'm glad you're 

sleeping over." 

"Will it be okay with your Aunt Lucy?" 

"It doesn't matter. My bedroom was my Moms and now it's mine.  I can have anybody I 

want sleep in it." 

Kelly stared at me.  Her eyes were blue.  The sun drying her blond hair made it glow like 

gold.  "Are you sure?" she asked me. 

"I'm sure," I said, shaking my own short, straight brown hair.  It wasn't even long and 

silky like moms and the sun ignored it. 

"I'll ask my Mom, but she'll say yes," Kelly said.  "She's always so tired that she just tells 

me and Zack to stay out of trouble and what time to be home.  Otherwise, she leaves us alone." 

Charlie's barking finally got through to me.  Kelly and I had been so busy talking that I 

didn't even hear him barking at first.  But finally, I did.  It helped that he was barking and  

digging right under my feet at the root of the crab apple tree. 

Kelly bent over.  "It looks like he found something," she said. 

I bent over. "Charlie, be quiet!  Charley, fetch!" 

Charley fetched to me.  He had found something. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

Charlie fetched me a rock. I patted him.  "Good dog, Charlie.  He headed off down the 

trail toward the bikes. I looked at the rock.   It wasn't an ordinary rock.  It had writing on it.   

"Look at this, Kelly."  I traced the writing with my finger. "What do you think it says?" 

Kelly knelt beside me.  She traced the writing with her finger.  "It looks like a J.C.  She 

closed her eyes and traced again.  It feels like a J.C.  What do you think J.C. means, Sara?" 

"Jack, Julie, Josh, Jake.  ..I don't know." 

"What about the C?" 

I thought for a minute.  "Let me see...Chase, Cobb, Conner. I don't know." 

"What are we going to do with it?" Kelly asked me. 

"Take it home with us," I told her.  "We need to investigate it further." 

"You sound like one of Zacks books," Kelly said. 

"I sound like my Dad when he's on a history trip.  "Evidence, Sara, evidence," Dad 

always tells me. 

"Wait 'til   Zack hears about this," Kelly said.  "You're not going to tell Jeff and Tom are 

you?  They're always fighting.  They might even break it." 

"Let's not tell them! At least not yet!" 

Kelly smiled.  "We can keep a secret.  Cross your heart and hope to die.  Stick a finger in 

your eye." 

I had an idea.  "We can be blood sisters." 

Digging Up Johnny Appleseed 
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Kelly made a face.  "Yuck!  I'm not going to cut my finger to make it bleed and mix it 

with your blood.” 

"We don't have to do that.  We can use tomato juice instead.  We'll do it tomorrow night 

after Aunt Lucy goes to bed.  We can trust each other until then." 

Kelly nodded and slipped the stone into her pocket.  She was just in time.  I heard the 

three boys coming down the trail.  Aunt Lucy probably heard them two miles north at the house.  

Tom and Jeff were fighting and Zack was singing.   A quick glance showed me that Jeff and his 

shorts had been reunited.   

"It's mine," Jeff shouted, holding on to the shorts with one hand and his bike with the 

other.  "You can't have it." 

"I found it first!" Tom stuck his face in Jeff's.  "Give it to me!" 

"I don't have it," Jeff said. 

"What did you do with it?" Tom shouted. 

"Ain't gonna tell you," Jeff said. 

Zack kept on singing.  

  "Oh, Johnny Appleseed, Johnny Appleseed, 

Loved people and did many a good deed, 

He planted appleseeds across the land, 

He loved God and followed his Plan." 

I scratched my head.  "Where did he learn that song?" I asked Kelly. 

"He probably made it up or added it to something he learned in Sunday School," Kelly 

Digging Up Johnny Appleseed 
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told me. 

"Does he always sing?" 

"When we're by ourselves.  Usually not in front of the Tom and Jeff." 

"Why's he singing now?" 

"He just read a book about Johnny Appleseed. Maybe that got him going." 

"Maybe something Jeff and Tom found got him going.  Maybe they found something. 

Maybe that's why they're fighting." 

Kelly grinned.  "I didn't know they were fighting." 

I winked at her.  "We'll let them finish fighting.  Let's go home.   Come on Charlie." 

I grabbed my bike and started to ride away.  I looked back.  Kelly was still standing by 

the crabapple tree.  Charlie stood beside her.  'Loyal friend," I muttered.  I got off the bike and 

went back.  Charlie wagged his tail at me.  I stuck out my tongue at him.  "Let Kelly make your 

chicken tonight," I told him.  "Why aren't you coming, Kelly?" 

"I don't have my bike.  I walked here with Zack." 

"This is the first test of our friendship," I told Kelly.   I pointed to the seat on the rear 

fender.  "Get on...”   

Tom and Jeff didn't offer Zack a ride, so walked along beside us.  So did Jeff and Tom 

after they found out they couldn't chase us.  Charlie rode in the front basket where he always 

does.  He was the only one who had a fun trip home.  The rest of us argued.  Kelly and I argued 

about who weighs the most.  Our friendship passed half of the test.  I rode Kelly about halfway 

down the trail before my legs got tired.  She rode me the rest of the way.  She patted her pocket 
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every once in awhile to let me know she still had the stone.  Jeff and Tom threw theirs back and 

forth at each other. Zack walked along, humming to himself. 

I stopped the bike at the beginning of the trail. I was pedaling again.    I threw Charlie out  

of the basket and Kelly off the back.  I stood in front of Jeff and Tom and stretched my arms as 

wide as they would go.  They stopped so quick that dust clouds floated up around their tires like 

a thunderstorm. 

'I wanna see what you guys found," I demanded. 

Tom kicked Jeff.  Zack kept humming. 

"I can wait.  I've got all day and all night and tomorrow and rest of the week," I said. 

Jeff moved before Tom could kick him again.  "We found a box, Sara. 

“A box? What kind of a box?" 

"A tin box.  It looks old." 

"Let me see it." 

Kelly came up alongside me. She dug me in the ribs.  I hope she's heard of the saying that 

Dad quotes to me all of the time,   it's better late than never.   "Let my friend and me see it, Jeff." 

Jeff looked at Zack. "Take the box out from under your shirt and show it to Kelly and 

Sara." 

Zack looked fearfully at Tom.   

Tom glared at Jeff. "I thought we were going to keep it a secret in case it's valuable." 

Jeff nodded at Zack.  "Take it off from under your shirt, Zack." 

Zack reached under his shirt and took out a moldy box.  He gave it to Jeff.  "Here."  He 
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looked at Tom. "He told me too." 

"How do we know they can keep a secret?" Tom asked Jeff. 

"We don't," Jeff said.  "But we should give them a chance." 

"We don't have any choice now," Tom grumbled.  "They saw the box." 

"Where'd you get it?" I asked Jeff. 

"We dug it up under that apple tree where you were standing," Jeff said. 

 "When did you dig it up?" Kelly asked him.   She kept her voice flat, but her eyes were 

dancing.  It’s a good thing her hair covered her face and the boys weren't close enough to see 

underneath it. 

"Charlie dug it up yesterday while you girls were swimming." 

Kelly whirled around to face her brother, her hair flying.  Now everyone could see her 

eyes.  They were accusing   "Charlie dug it up yesterday, Zack?  Why didn't you tell me?" 

"Tom said it was a guy secret," Zack said. "I couldn't tell." 

"It's okay, Kelly.  We didn’t find out too late," I assured her. 

"Charlie said you dug it up yesterday?"  Kelly asked Tom.  "You dared us to go 

swimming so we couldn't tell Charlie was digging under the tree." 

"Charlie dug again. . .  He dug in the same spot and he found something else," I said. 

"What'd he find?" Tom's hair stood out like fire on a rock, but not our rock! It was still 

safe in Kelly's pocket. 

"We found a rock with somebody's initials on it." 

"Show it to us," Jeff said. 
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"Open your box," I said. 

"You first," Jeff said. 

"No, you first," I said. 

Kelly swung her hair off her face again, the second time in half an hour.  "We need to sit 

down and make a pact to work together," she said.  "We'll accomplish a lot more by working  

together than fighting." 

"You sound like my Dad," I told her. 

"Sit down," she said. 

I sat.  So did Tom and Jeff and Zack.   

"Open the box," Kelly told Zack. 

He opened it.  There was a piece of wrinkled paper in it that looked like it was 100 years 

old.   

"Let me hold it."  I took it out and tried to read it.  The writing   looks like Old English. It 

looks like some kind of deed." 

"Why don't you show it to your Dad?" Jeff asked me. 

"Why should she show it to her Dad?" Tom said. 

"Her Dad's a history professor at Pendleton." 

Kelly stared at Jeff.  "How do you know?" 

I scowled at him.  "I know how he knows. My Aunt Lucy told him." 

Jeff shrugged.  "It's no big secret.  They know about him at the library, too." 

"Why were you talking to my Aunt Lucy when I wasn't there?" I asked Jeff. 
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"Because she's friends with my Mom and my Mom made me come over and see if you 

wanted to play," he said.  "My Mom treats me like I'm six sometimes." 

I wanted to be mad at him, but I couldn't. "My Dad treats me the same way," I told him.  

Aunt Lucy was the one I was mad at.  She had a lot of nerve meddling in my social life. 

"We need to show them the rock," Kelly said.  She had it out of her pocket before I could 

say anything, but she was right.  If we were going to work together, we had to put all of our finds  

on the table.  Kelly passed the rock around.  I could see that Tom wasn't too impressed.  Jeff ran 

his fingers over the initials the same way I had.  "J.C.," he said thoughtfully. "I wonder what that 

means." 

"We could ask Sara's Dad," Zack said.  I think he was serious. 

"Why don't we wait a few days before we tell any grown ups about what we found," I 

suggested. "We have to map out a strategy first. 

"Let's make a deal,” Jeff said.  "We'll work on what we have for a week.  If we don't find 

out anything, then we ask Sara's Dad to help us." 

"Spit on it," Zack said.   

"What does he mean, spit on it?" I asked Kelly. 

"That's the way kids around here make a deal," she told me.  "It's like being a blood 

brother or sister, but instead of using blood, we just spit on each other." 

"Gross," I said.  "Couldn't we spit on a rock instead? 

"Not on our rock.  "Kelly put it back in her pocket. 

"I'll get another one," Zack said. He disappeared into the bushes.  In a few minutes he 
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came back with a small boulder. 

I couldn't believe it. "Where'd you get the boulder, Zack?" 

"I just walked up on the side of the railroad tracks.  There's lots of them there." 

"Railroad tracks?  I didn't know there were railroad tracks around here.  I didn't hear any 

trains," I said. 

"They only run here once a day," Tom said.   "About now." 

Tom was right. By the time we had all spit on the rock, I heard a rumbling in the distance.  

By the time we were walking down the sidewalk, the train whistle drowned out our talking.  The 

only voice it didn't drown out was Aunt Lucy, calling me. 

"See you tomorrow," I said to my new friends.  "See you tomorrow night," I whispered to 

Kelly.  I jumped a few fences, and landed behind our outhouse the same time Charlie did.  We 

went into supper together. 

We didn't get bawled out together.  In fact, Charlie didn't get bawled out at all.   Aunt 

Lucy thanked him for “keeping an eye on me all day."  She didn't thank me for keeping an eye 

on him! She just told me to wash my hands and come to supper.  Dad was already sitting at the 

table.    

"What were you up to today, Sara?" he asked as he squeezed catsup on his French fries. 

"Nothing much.  I went bike riding with a boy named Jeff. " I glanced toward the kitchen.  

"One of Aunt Lucy's friends." 

Dad frowned at me.  "Sara, are you being   sarcastic to get back at Aunt Lucy? If you are, 

you should wait until she comes back in the room." 
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"She told Jeff that you teach at Pendleton.  She's the one who invited him over here, I 

didn't." 

'She invited him over here for you, Sara." 

"I can pick my own friends, Dad.  I already have and they're all in Pittsburgh." 

This wasn't all of the way true.  Kelly and I are friends and Jeff and Tom and Zack aren't 

my enemies.  But Dad doesn't need to know that, and Aunt Lucy definitely doesn't need to know 

more than she already does. 

"I invited Jeff over here for you, Sarah."  Aunt Lucy walked like a cat.  Too bad she 

doesn’t have one so they can take longgggg walks together.  "I don't want to spend much time 

with a  twelve-year old boy." 

She sat a plate of hamburgers on the table.  "What's bugging you, Sarah?" 

"My name is Sara, without the H.  I picked up a slice of cheese and stabbed one of her 

hamburgers.  I put the cheese on top and closed the bun.” I can pick my own friends, Aunt 

Lucy." 

"I was just trying to help, Sarah.   Jeff is such a nice boy.  Carol was telling me just 

yesterday how much he likes history.  And since you like history too and your Dad's a history 

professor, I just thought everything was groovy." 

"Groovy??  Groovy, Aunt Lucy??  I can't believe we're sitting on the same planet.  I can't 

believe we're sitting at the same supper table." 

"Sara," Dad said. 

I took a bite of my cheeseburger so I wouldn't have to say anything else, like I'm sorry. 
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"Do you have everything packed, Scottie?" Aunt Lucy asked Dad. 

"All packed and ready to go," Dad said.  "I'm going to load the car after supper.  Want to 

help me, Sara?" 

I swallowed a bite of cheeseburger whole. "I can't believe you're so insensitive, Dad." 

"I'm not being insensitive Sara.  I'm just doing what's best for everybody." 

I looked at Dad and raised my eyebrows.  He calls that my Kerry look and it always 

makes him mad.  It did this time, too.  

"Sara Kerry Johnson."  Dad glared at me. 

Aunt Lucy looked puzzled.  "What are you two hassling about now?" 

"Nothing," I said. 

"Nothing," Dad said. 

Aunt Lucy smiled.  "I'm glad you're staying home with me, Sara.  I can teach you how to 

sew a dress and make my special chocolate cake." 

I hope I was smiling back.  "Kelly's going to stay all night tomorrow night.  I promised 

she could sleep in the bed and I'll use the sleeping bag.  I promised to show her the outhouse." 

"It's not an outhouse, Sara, it's a garage!   It hasn't been an outhouse for years!"  Aunt 

Lucy had an exasperated note in her voice. 

Dad raised his eyebrows at her.  Eyebrow moves seem to run in the family. 

  Aunt Lucy frowned at me now.  "Why did you invite an overnight guest without asking 

my permission first?" 

"I thought it was my home, too." 

Dad jumped up out of his chair quicker than I've seen him move in a long time.  He stood 
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over me.  Charlie growled.  I don't know if he was growling at me or Dad.  "Sara, go to your 

room and stay there until you're ready to apologize to your Aunt Lucy." 

I ran upstairs and slammed my bedroom door as hard as I could.  I heard the murmur of 

their voices through the closed door.  Aunt Lucy was apologizing for me.  She was probably 

telling Dad I was going through a phase.  I opened the door a crack. 

....."Through a phase."  Aunt Lucy's voice was faint but her words were clear. 

Dad's tone was hard and angry.  He talked about me having concern for the feelings of 

other people and being adaptable. He was a lot louder than Aunt Lucy.  I heard every word he 

said.  He did it on purpose.  Softly, I closed the door.  Aunt Lucy hadn't said Kelly couldn’t stay 

over, but she had tonight and tomorrow to change her mind.  I had to stay on the good side of her.  

I opened the door and went back downstairs. 

"I'm sorry Aunt Lucy.  I know I should have checked with you first. But please let Kelly 

stay.  She's the first friend I've made here.  I've been so lonely."  I managed to put a hint of tears 

in my voice. 

Aunt Lucy fell for it.  She patted me on the head - AGAIN! - and said of course Kelly 

could stay.  Dad looked at me suspiciously, but he didn't say anything.  I didn't say anything 

either as I helped him load the camping gear in the car.  Last year at this time, Dad and Mom and 

me were camping together.  This year I should have been canoeing with him looking for Johnny 

Appleseed's claim.  Instead, I was staying home with Aunt Lucy.  This was all Dad's fault.  He 

was being a mean, selfish adult." 

He patted my shoulder.  "I'm sorry about this, Sara, but I do think it's important that you 
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and Aunt Lucy get to know each other better." 

I smiled at him with my mouth, not my eyes or heart.   Neither one of us had any idea 

how close Aunt Lucy and I would get to pushing each other down the stairs before he came 

home. 

.    
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CHAPTER FOUR        

   

Dad left early.  I was pretty sleepy when I looked at my watch, but it looked like 6:00 

o'clock.   "Are you taking your cell phone?"  I asked him.  "Just in case I have to get hold of 

you." 

"I'm taking my cell phone, Sara, but I might not be in range all of the time.  You can call 

if there's an emergency, but otherwise, Aunt Lucy can handle whatever comes up." 

"You used to trust me to handle emergencies,” Dad.  "I called you when Mom sick the 

last time, remember?  I stayed with her, remember?  All by myself." 

He hugged me. "I'll never forget that time, Sara.  But now is another time.  I have to find 

out what I can about Johnny Appleseed for the university." 

"I can help Dad.  I know something about Johnny Appleseed.  Yesterday Charlie found -" 

"I don't have time now, Sara.  We'll talk when I get back."  He drove off, leaving me with 

my mouth wide open and my feelings really hurt.  Dad used to listen to me.  Now he just talks at 

me and walks away.  It’s got to be Aunt Lucy's fault.  He never used to act like this until we 

came here. 

I stomped back upstairs as loud as I could. I hope I woke Aunt Lucy up.  I hope I woke 

up the whole neighborhood!   Charlie was the only one that noticed I was upset.  He sleeps on a 

pink and green afghan on the foot of my bed and when he's sprawled out on the afghan he looks 

like a black hairy blob.  This morning the black hairy blob got up and licked my hand. I tossed 
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and turned on the bed for awhile , but I couldn't get back to sleep.  I opened the bedroom door a 

crack and listened.  Was Aunt Lucy downstairs fixing breakfast yet?   I heard her snoring 

through her bedroom door and all of the way down the hall.  I shrugged and climbed upstairs to 

the attic. I had  time to explore a little before breakfast.  Mom had told me lots of stories about 

how much fun she and Aunt Lucy had playing in the attic when they were growing up.  Charlie 

followed me.  His toe nails clicked on the stairs and my shoes clumped, but I still could hear 

Aunt Lucy snoring. 

Most of the stuff in the attic belonged to me and Dad.  We had brought it   in the moving 

van from Pittsburgh.  I couldn't bear to throw Mom's furniture away, so our old couch and chairs 

and kitchen table and chairs were sitting here, waiting for Mom to pick them up and take them 

home. 

Mom's bedroom set that she had when she was a little girl was here, because Dad thought 

it was important for me to sleep in my own bed.  We had switched bedroom furniture the day we 

moved in.   There were some clothes hanging under the eaves.  I tunneled my way over to get a 

closer look at them.  They were mostly clothes from the Fifties and Sixties.  There was Nehru 

Jacket and some sack dresses and bell bottom pants.  The only thing I could relate to were the 

ripped blue jeans.  I put my finger in the knee holes in one pair.  Could Mom have worn these 

when she was my age?   Charlie sneezed.  I agreed with him.  Dust ruled this attic.  I sat down on 

a trunk under the window and looked outside.  Sunshine was starting to appear over the tree tops.  

It looked like it was going to be a nice day. Maybe me and Kelly could go back out to the Johnny 

Appleseed tree today.  She had said that she'd stop by about ten to make sure it was all 
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right with Aunt Lucy for her to spend the night. She'd also said that she lived on Maple Street, 

just a street over from me. I scrunched up closer to the window to get a better look.  Maybe I 

could see her street from here. 

"Ouch!" I yelled.  I scratched my knee on one of the trunk handles.  Charlie growled.  I 

leaned over to rub my knee.  I moved the handle. Stupid thing!  Then I didn't get it fastened right 

so the trunk wouldn't close.   I got up and knelt down to try to close it.  Then I opened it.  

Something was sticking out of it, that's why it wouldn't close right.  "It's an old book," I told 

Charlie.  "That's what was sticking out.  I picked up the book, ready to shove it to the bottom of 

the trunk.  I looked at it.  "Charlie, do you know what it says?" 

Charlie barked. 

"It says 'Do Not Open.  This is the top secret diary of Lucy and Kerry Ames."  There's a 

skull and crossbones across it, Charlie.  I touched the skull lightly.  "This must be mom and Aunt 

Lucy's Diary from when they were little.  I can't believe it, Charlie." 

Charlie barked again.   

"I want to read it, but it says "do not open. Do you think the skeleton will get me if I open 

it?" 

Charlie tugged at the corner of the book.  

"I'll tell the skeleton you said it was okay," I told Charlie.   

He whimpered and hid under our old kitchen table. 

"Some protection you are," I told him as I opened the old diary. The pages crackled, but 

they held together.  The ink was faded to a watery light blue, but I could still read the writing. 
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     "Sometimes I hate Lucy," the first sentence said.  "I know she's only a year older than me, but 

she's so bossy!  (Mom spelled it wrong but I knew what she meant.  Aunt Lucy is still bossy!) 

We went to our secret place by the creek last night.  Lucy told me she was going to tell Mommy 

and Daddy about our secret place.   I had to promise to do the dishes for her for a month before 

she'd swear not to tell.  Now I have to think up a reason why I would want to do dishes for Lucy 

for a month.   Maybe Trudy will help me think of a good reason.  I have until tomorrow morning 

and we’re going bike riding after supper. I’ll let you know what happens, 

diary." 

 

     I had just turned the page to find out what happened when I heard Aunt Lucy calling my 

name.  It sounded like she was standing halfway up the stairs.  I had to hide the diary quick.  I 

hid it under our couch cushion.  I used to hide things from Mom under that cushion all of the 

time. It even felt the same. I slipped the diary underneath it and ran to the stairs to head off Aunt 

Lucy.   

I headed her off so good that I bumped into her and almost knocked us both down the 

stairs.   "Sarah, when will you ever learn to be careful? 

Aunt Lucy doesn't talk mean to me, at least not when Dad is around. "Why are you 

talking mean to me?  Just because Dad's gone?" 

She looked confused and ashamed.  "Forgive me, Sarah.  I shouldn't have talked to you 

like that.  You startled me and I was afraid that both of us would get hurt." 

"That's okay, Aunt Lucy.  Can I help you fix breakfast?" 
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"I was going to make French toast and fry some sausage.  You can mix up the batter if 

you want to." 

"Okay. " I could probably do it better than she did.  Mom had taught me about French 

Toast, too.  

Charlie followed us to the kitchen, reminding me that his breakfast needed to be served 

before ours.   I splashed catsup on top of a dish of dry dog food and stirred it carefully.  On top 

of this I sprinkled some cheese.  "Here's your breakfast, Charlie." 

"I don't see why that dog has to have some form of tomatoes on everything he eats," Aunt 

Lucy grumbled as she fried the sausages in the iron skillet. 

"He must have come from an Italian family," I said.  "We got him from the Humane 

Society, so we don't know anything about his background." 

"Charlie ate half of his catsup dog food, and then he sat on my foot and barked for at least 

five minutes.  I managed to put the French toast on my plate and Aunt Lucy’s plate.  She forked 

some sausages on each of our plates, but Charlie wouldn't move or stop barking.  The sausage 

and French toast smelled good.  I was hungry.  If I had to bend over and personally carry that 

dog out of the kitchen...then I knew.  Charlie wanted a share of the sausage.  How would he 

know that it wasn't Italian sausage? 

'What does that animal want?" Aunt Lucy cried, holding her hands to her ears.    

"He wants a piece of sausage," I said. I cut up one of the sausages and put it on top of his 

dish. 

"What utter nonsense!" Aunt Lucy said, pursing her lips.  "You've spoiled that dog like 

he was a person." 
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"He was there after mom died," I said.  "Jenny got tired of me crying and went to be best 

friends with someone else.  Dad worked a lot.  Charlie sat on the couch and cried with me." 

"Your father should have got you some counseling," Aunt Lucy said in a librarian's voice. 

"We did go talk to the minister for a long time and the people at church were good to us.  

But no matter what we did during the day, at night time Dad and I sat on the couch alone.  He 

went to his bedroom by himself and Mom wasn't there to tuck me in." 

Aunt Lucy didn't say anything else.  She just patted me on the head.  I didn't want to fight 

with her and take the chance that she wouldn't let Kelly spend the night, so I just gritted my teeth 

and cleared the table.  "I'll do the dishes so you won't be late for work, Aunt Lucy." 

"What time is your friend Kelly coming over?" Aunt Lucy asked me.  She stood in front 

of the hall mirror and put on her hat. It was one of those old fashioned kinds that needed a 

hat pin.   

"She's coming this morning and we're going bike riding." 

"I want you two to call me at the library every two hours.  And don't go off into the 

woods until after I get home." 

"Okay, Aunt Lucy." 

"And start supper about three o'clock, Sarah.  That way, I'll know what you're doing for a 

few hours anyway.  I am responsible for you while your father's away." 

"Okay, Aunt Lucy." 

"Why do I feel like you're planning trouble when you say, 'okay, Aunt Lucy?'" 

Charlie barked.  I shrugged.  Aunt Lucy pursed her lips and left for the library. 

She doesn't look a bit like Shirley Jones from the Music Man," I told Charlie. 
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   He didn't comment.  He just followed me upstairs to the attic.  I had a few hours before 

Kelly was due.  There was time to read some more of Mom and Aunt Lucy's diary I took the 

diary out from under the cushion and settled back on the couch. Charlie settled on the other end 

and took his after breakfast nap. 

  In the next hour I discovered that Trudy was Mom's best friend and that she and Mom 

came up with the excuse that Mom wanted to wash the dishes for Aunt Lucy for two months for 

her birthday.  The bribe worked.   Aunt Lucy didn't tell Mom’s secret, at least not for awhile.  A 

lot of the pages of Mom's dairy talked about the kids she went to school with.  She complained a 

lot about Aunt Lucy.  It took her until page ten before she talked about the secret place in the 

woods again.  She and Trudy went back there one afternoon to dig up the box.   I was just getting 

to the secret place when the door bell rang. 

I didn't bother to hide the diary, because I knew it was Kelly at the door. Charlie didn't 

even bother to get up and follow me downstairs because he knew I would be right back. 

Kelly stood there without smiling or moving.   She held a sleeping bag.  Zack stood behind her.  

He carried two backpacks.  I opened the door.  "What's wrong, Kelly." 

She pushed her hair out of her eyes.  "Mom said Zack had to stay too or I couldn't stay.  

Can you believe it?" 

"Oh no! Your brother has to stay with us too. " 

She called your Aunt Lucy at the library to make sure it was okay. " 

"What did Aunt Lucy say?" 

"She said that all three of us would have such a good time together." 
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"That doesn't surprise me.  She thinks I still believe in the tooth fairy." 

Zack looked shocked.  "Don't you?" 

"How old are you?" I asked him. 

"Ten. Who wants to know?" 

"Aunt Lucy.  She's going to be your tooth fairy." 

Kelly and I laughed. Zack looked puzzled.  "Huh?" 

"You wouldn't understand," I said.   Me and Kelly laughed again. 

"What were you doing, washing dishes?" she asked me. 

"I finished those I was up in the attic reading something.  Want to see it?" 

"I want to see it," Zack said. 

"It's for girls only," I said.  "Why don't you and Charlie go out in the backyard and play?  

There's a swing set out there that Aunt Lucy bought when she heard I was coming." 

"I don't swing anymore, but I still do teeter-totters.  Does it have a teeter-totter?" 

"A big one.  Why don't you call Charlie and you two can teeter totter.  Or you can read 

for awhile while me and Kelly talk." 

I didn't think Charlie would wake up from his lap and go outside, but he did.  Maybe he 

was sleep walking.  Maybe he likes Zack.  Maybe it was the two milk bone biscuits that I gave 

Zack to give to him once they got outside.  Anyway, they went outside to play and Kelly and I 

settled into the soft couch cushions" 

"I hate having him tag along with me all of the time, but Mom says I have to," Kelly told 

me.  "She's working today and so is Dad." 
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"Did you have to baby-sit him all summer?" 

"All except for a week when he went to camp." 

"Don't you ever get tired of him?" 

"I get tired of him, but I have to help Mom.  He can't stay by himself.  I'd better go out 

and check on him in a few minutes.  I'm responsible for him." 

"That's the same thing Aunt Lucy said about me.  But she isn't responsible for me.  I am.  

I don't even want to be here and I sure don't want to be her responsibility." 

"She's not so bad," Sara. 

"She's awful.  She calls me Sarah with an H.  She won't let me do anything fun, and my 

Dad always sticks up for her." 

Kelly looked around.  She spotted the diary.  "What are you reading?  Is that a 

Babysitter's Club?" 

"No, not a Babysitter's Club." 

"Is it an American Girl? I really like Samantha." 

"No, it's not an American Girl. It's a diary."     

"The Diary of Ann Frank?  I already read that." 

"No, Kelly, it's not the Diary of Ann Frank." 

"Whose diary is it then?" 

"It's my mom's and Aunt Lucy's from when they were kids." 

She pushed her hair back and her eyes were sparkling.  "Cool!  How far did you read?" 

"How do you know I read any of it?" 
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"I would have started reading it right away" 

"I did," I admitted.  I told her about Mom and Aunt Lucy finding the box buried in the 

woods and Mom having to bribe Aunt Lucy to keep her from telling their Mom and Dad.  I told 

her about Mom's friend Trudy.  I just got to the part where they're going into the woods again.  I 

grabbed the diary and showed her the page.  We started to read it together.  Zack's screams 

interrupted us before we got to the end of the sentence.  
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CHAPTER FIVE 

I had a struggle with my conscience, but after a few minutes I ran downstairs after Kelly 

to see what happened to Zack.  I did leave the diary open on the couch, though, just in case we 

didn't have to be gone too long.  We raced out into the back yard   Zack was sprawled in the dirt 

beside the teeter totter moaning "ow, ow, ow!"  .  Charlie stood beside him barking. Kelly ran 

over and ran her hands up and down Zack's arms and legs.  "No broken bones," she said. "Where 

does it hurt, Zack?" 

He pointed to his right knee.  "Charlie knocked me off the teeter totter and I skinned my 

knee." 

Charlie barked three long barks and two short ones, which meant "I didn't do it."  He 

yanked my sock. 

"Okay Charlie, I get the message," I said. "Come on, Zack, we'll go in the bathroom and 

get a band aid." 

Zack got up off the ground.  "I don't need a band aid. I just wanted to get you guys down 

here.  Why don't we go bike riding down the trail?    I called Jeff and Tom and they're coming by 

to get us." 

"I thought you guys didn't have bikes," I said. 

"We don't, but you do.  We can ride double on yours like we did yesterday." 

"You walked yesterday," Kelly told him. 

"That's why it's my turn to ride today." 
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"I have to be back in time to start supper.  I promised Aunt Lucy." 

"I've got a watch and you've got a watch," Kelly said. "We should be able to keep track of 

time." 

I wanted to go back up to the attic and read the diary and find out what Mom and Aunt 

Lucy had dug up  I wanted to find out where they had buried it.  Before I could try to change 

Kelly's mind, Jeff and Tom rode up to the back gate.  I noticed right away that Jeff has a seat on 

his back fender.  "Can Zack ride there?" I asked Jeff.  Maybe the guys could go for a bike ride. 

"I gotta have a place for my teddy bear,” Jeff said. 

"Teddy bear? You didn't have him with you yesterday?" 

Jeff pulled a bear wearing a baseball uniform out of his backpack.  "I have him with me 

today."   He sat the bear on the back bike seat. 

I laughed and looked over at Tom.  I was sure he'd be rolling on the ground laughing at 

Jeff's teddy bear.  Tom had a wolf in his bicycle basket. A stuffed wolf with round black eyes 

and a thoughtful expression. 

Kelly and Zack both turned and ran into the house at the same time.  I knew where they 

were going.  I shrugged and ran in after them.  Moppy my stuffed lion was sitting in the corner of 

Mom’s couch in the attic. Mom had given me Moppy when I was three. I called him Moppy 

because his mane looked like a string mop.   I closed the diary without even trying to read any 

more of it.  I grabbed Moppy and ran back downstairs. I got Charlie in with a dog biscuit and 

shut him on the front porch. 

We started out, me and Moppy and Kelly and her giraffe.  Then there was Jeff and his 
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 baseball bear and Tom and his wolf.  Zack had a pink panther that he put on his lap. I 

don't know why people stared at us. We weren’t making any noise. We just minded our own 

business and pedaled our bikes.  We made a mistake though.  We took the path that went by the 

school.  

Jeff and Tom tried to pedal away from the crazy girls that chased us.  I lagged behind 

'cause I wanted to see what they were going to do. Even I couldn't believe the tall girl with long 

black hair.  When Jeff and Tom wouldn't stop, she made a flying tackle at Jeff's bike. Zack 

protected his pink panther and managed to have the panther land on top of him.  Jeff' didn't do so 

well by his baseball bear. The bear flew a good three feet and landed in a mud puddle.  The other 

girl - the shorter one with long red hair that was with the tackler- ran over to the mud puddle and 

fished out the bear.  "Anybody got a towel or a jacket?" she asked. 

Zack got up from under the pink panther and fished in Jeff's backpack.  He hauled out a 

towel and threw it to the girl.  "Here's a towel, Daisy.," he said.   

Daisy didn’t thank Zack.  .  She just wiped off the bear and handed it to Jeff with a big 

smile. "Now I know who likes who," I muttered. 

"Did you say something about me?" The tall girl with the long black hair stood in front of 

me with her fists clenched. “Want your bike to be next?" 

I rolled my bike back.  It sounded to me like Kelly was laughing, but why would she be 

laughing.  This tall girl was dangerous. 

"Who is that tall girl?" I whispered to Kelly.  "She's dangerous." 

"That's Bruiser," Kelly said casually. 
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"Bruiser? I can see why.  But what's her real name?" 

'Her real name's something like Brenda Sue, but everybody calls her Bruiser or Brenda 

the Bruiser.  You should see what she does to people when they make fun of her name." 

I didn't ask.  I didn't have to.  I got a good look at Bruiser's hands and stared. .  They were as big 

as Dads. 

"What cha staring at?" Bruiser demanded.  She took a step closer. 

I thought fast.  'We could use another pair of hands," I said.  "We're going to the woods to 

dig up some treasure.  Wanna come? I'll bet you can dig faster than any of us." 

"I can pitch faster than Jeff and make more slam dunks than Tom," Bruiser told me.  "The 

only one that can beat me is Zack.  He swims faster than I do - for now." 

Zack, sissy little Zack, grinned at her.  "Are you working on it, Bruiser?" 

Bruiser grinned back.  "I'm working on it, Zack.  Are you still gonna help me?" 

"We can do a couple laps in the creek.  It's deep enough in the middle.  Have you got 

shorts on?" 

Bruiser snapped the waist elastic on her blue shorts.  "I'm ready, Zack." 

To cover up my surprise at all this, I turned to Daisy. .  "Did you get your hands muddy 

when you wiped Jeff's bear off?  I have some paper towels in my back pack." 

"No thanks.  I carry my own paper towels. “She pulled one of those packs of towelettes, 

the moist ones, out of her back pack and wiped her fingers- one by one.  She reminded me of 

how I licked chocolate ice-cream from my fingers - one by one.  

"Daisy, want to go in the woods with us?"Kelly asked. 

 



 

49 

 

She glanced quickly at Jeff. "Do I have to go swimming?" 

"Not unless you want to," Kelly said. 

Jeff didn't answer her.  I saw him wink at Tom and Tom winked at Zack.  I was pretty 

sure Daisy was in for a surprise swim. 

We stopped back at my house for a picnic lunch.  I cleaned Aunt Lucy completely out of 

peanut butter and jelly, but I didn't care.  It was so good to be with kids again and feel like I had 

friends again.   We stopped off at the store and bought some sodas, and then finally we headed 

for the woods. I couldn't believe Bruiser and Daisy had stuffed animals, too.  Bruiser had a 

gorilla, which didn't surprise me very much.  Daisy had a stuffed snake in her backpack.  That 

did surprise me. She was in front of me in the bike line as we rode single file down the trail into 

the woods.  I asked her about the snake. 

"He's not just a snake.  His name is Sam." 

"Why Sam?" 

"Because when I was little I thought he liked Green Eggs and Ham.  Remember that story 

about Sam I am and Green Eggs and ham?" 

"I remembered the story all right, but I couldn't remember if Sam I am ended up liking or 

hating Green Eggs and Ham.  I wasn't going to admit that to Daisy though. I just said hi to Sam 

and kept riding. 

Jeff and Zack rode first in line.   Tom rode next.  Bruiser rode behind them and then me 

and Kelly.  Daisy and her pink bike rode last. 

I sneered at it over my shoulder.  "Why is your bike pink? 
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"My Mom got it for me. Need I say more?" 

Mom had gotten my bike too, but it was yellow with blue stars.  I missed Mom even 

more riding on my bike.  I felt sorry for Daisy.  Maybe she wasn't a sissy after all.  

"Let's race there," Tom challenged Jeff.  Dump that kid off the back and let's see who has 

the fastest bike." 

Jeff didn't even blink.  He stopped so fast that Zack got dumped off. Lucky he landed in 

the dirt which looked pretty soft. He sat there hugging his pink panther.  Bruiser laughed. "What 

a kid!" Her voice dripped names that had been around since the 60s when even Aunt Lucy was 

young, names like jerk, and nerd and dweeb and loser.  Zack got the message.  He buried his face 

in the pink panther. 

Jeff and Tom had their race.  Tom won it, but only by an inch or so.  He and Tom high 

fived it. 

"Now you can let your friend get back in is seat so we can keep going," I said. 

"I haven't been friends with him since fourth grade when we were in Little League 

together," Jeff said. 

"Did you guys have a fight?" I asked him. 

"We didn't have a fight." 

"What happened then?" 

"I got to be cool and he isn't.  He likes things like pink panthers and he doesn't know 

anything about computers. He even admits he loves his Mom and sister." 

I stared at Jeff's baseball bear and Tom’s wolf.  "Our animals are different," Jeff said. 
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"What's the difference?" I asked him. 

"They aren't pink panthers," Jeff said. 

"The pink panther made it into movies.  He was popular and rich. Were the baseball bear 

and the wolf?" 

"He's still not cool," Jeff said.  "I can't explain it, but he's not." 

"Maybe it's just how you think about him and talk about him," I said.  I didn't explain  

whether I meant the Pink Panther or Zack. 

I can't believe I said that! I needed to be cool too, if I wanted these kids to be my friends.  

I wanted them to be my friends, but I couldn't stand the hurt look on Zack's face when Jeff 

dumped him off the bike.  It was like Dad leaving me with Aunt Lucy while he went on a canoe 

trip that I had made with him and mom last year. 

“What’d you mean?" Jeff asked me. 

"Think about it," I said.  I dropped back to talk to Daisy.   Kelly had to go with me 

because she was riding on my handle bars, but Kelly kept poking me with her elbow.  Her poke 

landed about the middle of my chest.  "Kelly, stop it!  You're going to make me crash the bike!" 

"Let's ride behind Jeff.  I have to keep an eye on Zack.  Mom told me to watch him." 

"We can see him from here, Kelly.  See, he's climbing on Jeff's seat in the rear of his bike.  

He puts the Pink Panther on his lap.  The Panther's ears flatten in the wind. Zack holds up the 

Pink Panther's ears." 

Kelly wouldn't stop poking me.   Finally, I stopped the bike.  Everyone rode ahead of us, 

including Daisy. .  "What's wrong with you, Kelly?" 
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"Daisy doesn’t like me and I don't want to ride beside her.  She talks about me in school 

and writes notes about me." 

"Why doesn't she like you?" 

Kelly shrugged her shoulders so hard that her hair fell behind her back.   While it was 

there she took out a rubber band and made a blond pony tail that looked like sunshine.   

"Kelly, you’re too pretty.  That's one thing that's wrong with you." 

“I don't feel pretty, Sara.  I feel sad most of the time because of my Mom and Dad." 

I put my arm around her.  "Maybe Daisy thinks you're too pretty." 

"Daisy has curly red hair and green eyes.  Why should she think I"m too pretty?" 

I started pedaling the bike again.  I steered one-handed for a little while.  I pulled at my 

hair with the other hand.  "You're both too pretty!  Try living with muddy brown hair, no curl, 

and brown eyes that are just as muddy. And Aunt Lucy says I have a sharp tongue and no 

feelings for other people." 

"What other people say   isn't always true," Kelly said. 

"You sound like  Dear Abby or Oprah," I said. 

"I found that out from my Mom," Kelly said. "Some of the people at church and where 

she works think that it's her fault because her and Daddy got divorced." 

"Was it?" I asked her. 

"No.  Daddy used to stay out late almost every night and when he did come home, he 

smelled like beer.  He spent a lot of money on beer.  That's why they got divorced. Mom didn't 

make him do that.  He did that all by himself." 
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"My Mom and Dad used to have fights sometimes. And when they did, Mom used to tell 

him that some things were his fault even though he was married to her." 

I felt better talking about Mom.  It made me feel like she was standing there smiling at 

me. "I like talking about my Mom to you," I told Kelly. 

"I like talking about my Mom and Dad to you, Sara.  You're my best friend. 

"I'll try to be a good best friend," I promised her. 

"Spit on it?" Kelly held out her hand. 

Thanks to Jeff I knew what she was talking about. I put my hand next to hers.  You spit 

and then I'll spit, Kelly."   We did together. 

"Eughhh!" said Daisy behind us. "How gross can you get?" 

"We're best friends.  Do you want to be friends with us too?" I asked Daisy. 

"She looked at me. Her green eyes were cool.   "Friendship is for people who have a lot 

in common and like the same things." 

"So, that means all three of us.  We're girls, we're all about the same age, and we all like 

bike riding and swimming and having fun." 

"I choose my friends by myself," she said. Then she rode up to the head of the line and 

started talking to Jeff. 

 "What a spoiled brat," I said to Kelly.  Why do you want to be friends with her?" 

"I'll tell you tonight," she said.  "We're at the creek now."   

We were at the creek.     I yelled for everyone to park their bikes and sit under an oak tree.  

We needed to come up with a plan of action for digging up the box.  Two people weren't 
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listening- Bruiser and Zack.  Bruiser had him by the back of the shorts and threw him into the 

swimming hole even as I yelled to everybody   Zack and Bruiser had a swimming race back and 

forth across the swimming hole at least seven times. Zack won every one of them.   

He jumped out scattering water all over and ran to the edge of the bank where Kelly and 

me were standing.   "I won, Kelly!  I won every last race with Bruiser!  Do you think Mom will 

be proud of me?" 

"I know she will," Kelly told him.   

Bruiser didn't look too unhappy about losing the race to him.  She came out shaking 

herself like Charlie does.   "Who wants to race next?"  She didn't wait for an answer.  She just 

grabbed Jeff and Tom and threw them in the water. She beat them both. After that came 

me and Kelly.  We both lost, but I think that someday Kelly might be able to beat her because 

Kelly has long arms and legs and she's learning how to use them.  Bruiser didn't beat her by as 

much as she beat me.   Brusier got out of the water, shaking herself again.  "Where's my towel?"  

She got it out of her backpack and flopped it on a grassy spot. 

"What about Daisy?  Aren't you going to race Daisy?" I asked Bruiser. 

'Daisy's afraid of the water.  I promised not to bother here as long as she braids my hair 

every day," Bruiser said. 

Daisy smiled sweetly.  "Do you want your hair braided now, Brenda Sue?" she cooed. 

Kelly and me moved together like we were one person.  Daisy made a satisfying splash.  

She came up spluttering.   She glared at me.  "You--you!" she spluttered. 

Kelly bent over and floated a stick out to her.  "Hang on to that.  It'll get you to shore 
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since you hate water so much," she said. 

Daisy shoved the stick back at Kelly.  "I'll get to shore myself," she said.  And she did.  

 I've never seen anybody swim pretty, like a lace doily floating in the water.  But Daisy 

swims pretty, like a lace doily floating in the water.   I could tell Kelly was impressed too. 

"Can you show me how to swim like that?" she asked Daisy. 

Daisy got the most satisfied smirk on her face.       

"I'll think about it," she said. 

Tom seemed impressed too.  He spread a towel out for Daisy and smoothed out the ridges 

that the grass made.  He arranged Sam the snake on it for her.  Then he sat beside her with his 

wolf.   Jeff came over with his baseball bear, but Tom ignored him and kept talking to Daisy.  

Me  and Kelly went over and sat next to Bruiser’s towel.

 

"Is your name really Brenda Sue?" I asked her. She didn't bother to raise her head, even 

though I saw her fingers make a fist.  "Want to make something out of it?" she murmured.  She 

was too relaxed to fight.  Now was the time to talk serious to her. 

"Brenda Sue, we need your help." 

"Why me?" she asked, stroking her gorilla's fur. 

"You have the right hands for it," I told her.  She raised her head and looked at me.  "And 

the right brain.  Help me get everybody together and I'll tell you what I mean." 

Bruiser got up and shook out her towel, while I held her gorilla.  She walked over and sat 

down under the crabapple tree by the creek bank.  Tom and Daisy came over first. On the way 
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over Daisy tripped over a stone and Tom held her hand to help here over the rough spots on the 

trail.   Jeff and Zack walked together.  I could see Jeff's hands moving.  I hope he was talking 

and not fighting with Zack again.  Kelly came along with me.  She didn't say much.  She's quiet, 

but it's a calm contented kind of quiet that I like. "Get comfortable everybody," I said.  We have 

some business to take care of." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

57 

 

 CHAPTER  SIX 

 

I got them all sitting under the tree and that took some work!  Tom spread a towel for 

Daisy and after ten minutes or so, got it arranged to suit her.  Zack and Jeff stopped fist fighting 

and sat down next to each other.  Bruiser stopped throwing bodies in the water and stop throwing 

the water itself.  Kelly sat with her back against the tree and smiled at me. Someone, it was 

probably Kelly, had sat the animals in a smaller circle.  The pink panther sat in the center.  He 

covered up the other animals quite well. 

Everyone was here, but everyone was talking.  "It's time!" I said. 

They kept talking. 

"Bruiser, help me out here." 

Bruiser put her fingers in her mouth and whistled like a steam engine.     My friend Jenny 

in Pittsburgh probably heard her. 

"How's that?" Bruiser asked me. 

"Whenever I need a whistler, I'll call you," I told her.  

"What did you want to tell us?" Zack asked me. 

"We have to figure out how we're going to do with the moldy box and the stone.  And we 

have to dig out the hole again to see if we missed anything.  Dad says it's very important to be 

thorough. when you dig." 

"That's easy," Daisy said.  "Just give them to the historical society.  They're a bunch of 

old people and they can figure out what to do with an old box and a rock." 
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"Aren't you even curious about them?" I asked her. 

"Nobody likes history or moldy old things," Daisy said.  "What if some of the kids at 

school found out we were fooling around with history.  That's so uncool." 

I don't care.  I want to dig up the hole and see if there's anything else.  I want to open the 

box and see what's in it. ," I said.  Do you guys want to help me or not?" 

"I do," Zack and his Pink Panther came over and sat by me. Zack handed me the moldy 

box.  

Kelly stood by me and handed me the rock.  Jeff came over too.  Tom looked at Daisy 

and Bruiser, then he came over and stood beside Jeff.  Daisy stood there with Sammy her Snake 

and Bruiser.  Brusier sat with her head in her lap and her arms wound around her gorilla.   

"Brenda, we're going to the mall tonight, remember?"  Daisy said.  "I'm going to get my 

ears pierced and you're going to help me." 

"Sara asked me to help dig up the hole," Bruiser said.  "We can do that, and then we can 

go to the mall." 

Daisy frowned, but she followed Bruiser and her gorilla. Then she turned around and 

grabbed Sam the Snake and dragged across the grass.  "Sam's got too many mosquito bites," 

Daisy said.  "I have to get him home and put some mosquito repellent on him." 

"Later," Bruiser said.  "This dig shouldn't take very long. How do you know there's 

anything else in the hole, Sara?" 

"I don’t," I said.  "But Dad says you have to investigate based on historical hunches 

sometimes.  I have a hunch that Johnny Appleseed buried some things he was carrying when he 
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was in a hurry.  Maybe he was running away from Indians." 

Daisy yawned.  "Let's hurry an dig it up so me and Bruiser can go to the mall." 

  "We hurried and dug up the hole.  My historical hunch was right.  The letter was 

wrapped in a piece of old cloth..  It was right under the roots of the old crab apple tree by the 

creek. 

"That's the same place where we found the box," Zack said. 

"And the rock," Kelly said. 

   We only had to dig for about five minutes, about a minute for every year the box and the 

cloth and the rock. had been buried. 

My fingers closed over the box and I pulled it out of the hole.    It looked like a block of 

mold, it was so black and dirty. 

"Open it up and let's see what's in it," Tom said. 

"Let's take it to my house and open it.  Nobody's there.  Aunt Lucy's at the library and 

Dad left on a trip this morning. 

"Let's do it here so we can leave," Daisy argued. 

Tom threw a wormy crab apple at Jeff.  It hit him in the head.  Jeff picked one off the tree 

and threw it at Tom.  It hit him in the back.  Daisy ran over to him and rubbed his back. 

I felt like throwing an apple at Daisy, so I did... 

"Let's take it back to Sara's house," Kelly said. 

Half an hour later, we all sat around the kitchen table drinking soda. 

"Hurry up; you said you'd hurry,” Daisy said. 
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"Everybody said they were thirsty, including you," I told her. 

"Can't you open the stuff while you're drinking your soda?" 

I put down my soda and picked up the box.  It took a pair of pliers and a screw driver, but 

I finally got it open.  There was nothing in it but a piece of paper.  It's a deed for a plot of land on 

French Creek," I said.   

"Let me read it," Jeff said.  He read it.  "It sounds like the land right under the old water 

tower, down by the railroad track." 

  "Let's go.  It doesn't have anything to do with our lives, “Daisy said. 

"There's something else in here,” I said.  I pulled a letter out of the box. 

"Let's see what the letter says."  Bruiser took the letter out of my hands   before I could 

stop her. She squinted at it.  "The writing's too small.  I can’t read it.  Here, you read it, Daisy." 

Daisy tried to read the writing on the paper, but it made her squint too. She passed it on to 

Tom.  Tom studied it for a few minutes, and then he said, "Somebody named John Chapman 

wrote this." 

"John Chapman!  Are you sure, Tom?   Let me see it!" 

Daisy and Bruiser were right.  The writing on the paper was awfully hard to read. I 

squinted, and then reached into my pocket for my glasses.  Now, I could read it.  The paper was a 

page from a letter written by John Chapman.   

"What's so special about John Chapman?" Kelly held up the stone.  "Why would his 

initials be on a stone?" 

  Daisy laughed.  "You look funny in your glasses." 
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"I can see enough to know that we're reading a letter that Johnny Appleseed wrote." 

"Who was Johnny Appleseed?" Daisy asked. 

I didn't say anything, but I must have looked something because she said, "What?" 

"He was a man who traveled out west with a saucepan on his head planting apple trees," 

Jeff said. 

"Why would he want to do that?" Tom wondered 

"He loved somebody and she didn't love him back," Kelly said. "So he left home and 

planted apple seeds in the woods.” 

"Our teacher said he planted all of the apple orchards in Ohio," Tom said.  "That must 

have taken a lot of work." 

"Not all of them," I said.   "Probably just the ones in central Ohio and Indiana." 

"Do you think he planted the apple tree by the creek?" Bruiser asked. 

"He did.   He spent about five years around here and even had a land claim near Franklin.  

It's documented that he planted an orchard on Big Brokenstraw Creek in Warren County." 

"Why did he plant apple seeds all over?" Kelly asked. 

"Nobody knows for sure. But I don't think he did it because his girlfriend didn't want him 

any more.  I think he loved apples and knew how important they were to people coming west. It 

was the only fruit they had.   Apple seeds were easy to carry in a leather bag in the back of a 

wagon. And once you got to your claim, you could plant them and count on having apple trees in 

a few years." 

"All of that trouble for apples,” Daisy said.  But she sounded like she was picturing a 
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Pioneer woman in a sunbonnet picking apples from one of Johnny's apple trees. 

"They used apples for lots of things you know," I said.  "They made applesauce, apple 

pies, apple butter, apple cider, which was an important drink on the frontier." 

I broke off.  They were all staring at me. 

"What?" I threw up my hands.  "My father's a history professor.  I can't help it. Besides, I 

think Johnny Appleseed was a brave man.  He did what he thought was right for him and his life, 

instead of following everyone else. And he didn't wear a saucepan on his head." 

"Why's that such a brave thing to do?" Zack wondered. 

"Think about it," I said. 

"I helped you dig up your box,   now I gotta go, "Bruiser said. Ready, Daisy?" 

"I've been ready," Daisy said.  Daisy headed for the door but I noticed that she stared at 

the letter as she went out the door.  "Maybe we'll see you tomorrow, Sara.”  She reached in her 

pocket and gave me a piece of paper.  "Here's my phone number." 

   Tom and Jeff left behind them. I figured if I wanted Tom's telephone number I just had 

to call Daisy.   

"You said you promised your aunt to start supper," Kelly said.  "It's four o'clock." 

"We're pretty dirty from digging up the letter.  Why don’t you take a shower, Zack?  Me 

and Kelly can peel potatoes while you take a shower, then we'll take ours while you watch the 

potatoes." 

"Tonight's going to be a busy night," I told Kelly as Zack went to the shower.  We have 

to read more of Mom and Aunt Lucy's diary and I want to read Johnny Appleseed's letter all of 

 



 

63 

 

the way through." 

"You sure know a lot about history," Kelly said as we peeled potatoes together. 

"I learned all I could so my Dad would pay attention to me.  But I found out I like history 

for itself too.  I wiped on hands on a paper towel and picked up the Johnny Appleseed letter.  He 

says that he canoed down French Creek to Presque Isle to plant an orchard and ran into some 

Indians." 

 Kelly stopped peeling her potato.  "What did he do?" 

I kept reading.  "He says that his friends usually tried to outrun or shoot Indians.  He  

couldn't outrun them because he had a bag of apple seeds and he wasn't willing to leave it.  He 

couldn't shoot them because he didn't have a gun and even if he did have a gun he wouldn't shoot 

anyone.  So he hid from them." 

"What do you mean?" Kelly asked. 

I kept reading.  Johnny left his canoe and ran with his bag of apple seeds flopping on his 

shoulder.  He managed to keep ahead of the Indians until he came to a marsh full of thick cat 

tails and tall grass.    He cut one of the cat tails with his axe - he did carry an axe to chop 

firewood and graft trees -and hollowed out the stem.  Then he waded into the grass and cat tails.  

The water was up to his neck and using the hollowed out cat tail stem as a breathing tube, he hid 

under water from the Indians who were searching for him through the entire marsh. 

"How long did he have to wait them out?" Kelly's potato had slipped off her knife onto 

the tablecloth by now.  She didn't even notice. 

'He says he hid there all night and part of the next day until the Indians finally gave up 
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and left.  His apple seeds and his sack got pretty soggy, but he was alive.  His canoe was floating 

in the creek where he left it, so he just hopped in and paddled   home." 

Kelly smiled.  She doesn't smile very often, so I paid attention.  "You have pretty teeth," I 

told her.    

"Do you think Tom notices my teeth?" 

I didn't know what to say.  I didn't think Tom noticed things about any girl but Daisy, but 

I didn't want to tell Kelly that and hurt her feelings. 

"Johnny Appleseed says he won a chopping contest on his claim," I said. 

Kelly tossed her blond hair and flashed her blue eyes.   She looked so pretty.  If Tom saw  

her now he'd notice her. 

"If Tom saw you now, he'd notice you," I said.  "You look pretty even when you're 

peeling potatoes." 

She picked up the potato off the tablecloth. "Sorry about that," she said.  "What kind of 

chopping contest did Johnny Appleseed win?" she asked. 

"He was a good wood chopper, so one day his neighbor had a wood chopping contest to 

chop down enough trees for logs for a log cabin.  Johnny chopped the biggest pile.  He says the 

cabin they made out of his logs still stands beside the apple tree he planted by the creek." 

"You mean the tree that the box was buried under?" 

"I think that's what he means," I said. "He calls it tree number three." 

"Then he had a claim here," Kelly said. 

"It sounds like it." 
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"That means the letter says something that people haven't known about," Kelly said. 

"That means he settled a lot further down the creek than history people knew about," I 

said. My Dad doesn't even know about this." 

"Doesn't he need to find out right away?" Kelly asked. 

"He needs to find out right away," I said.   

"How will he find out?" Kelly wondered. 

"We can call him on the cell phone after supper." 

"Your Aunt Lucy will hear." 

"We can call him tomorrow morning after she does to work," I said. 

"You can have the shower now."     Zack and Charlie stood in the kitchen doorway.   

Charlie! I had forgotten all about Charlie!  There he stood, shaking the water off his coat and on 

to Zack. 

"He took a shower with me," Zack said. 

 Kelly laughed.  "He's giving you another shower. 

"Take him out on the sun porch and dry him off," I told Zack.  "I'll get a towel out of the 

bathroom for you." 

I got them settled on the sun porch and Kelly in the shower.  I washed my hands and put 

the deed and the letter and the rock in the box.  I took the box upstairs and hid it under Mom's 

couch.  Mom's diary was still there on the cushion where I had left it that morning.  I'd have to 

get to it later. Hurrying back downstairs, I peeled the rest of the potatoes.  My mind raced.  How 

was I going to get the Johnny Appleseed letter to Dad? 
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The potatoes were boiling away on the stove and I put the fish sticks in the oven to cook.  

Kelly came back into the kitchen and starting washing lettuce for salad.  She even looked pretty 

with her hair wet and plastered against her head.  I hurried to set the table.  It was almost time for 

Aunt Lucy to get home.  I heard Charlie barking on the front porch.  He always warned me when 

Aunt Lucy was coming. 

Aunt Lucy came into the kitchen behind Charlie and Zack. "What are you children up 

to?" she demanded, pursing her lips and putting down her pocketbook at the same time.  She still 

calls it a pocketbook.  I call it a suitcase. 

"We're fixing supper like you told us to," I said. 

"I just asked you to start supper, not finish it," Aunt Lucy said.  She poked the potatoes 

and turned the fish sticks over.  She gave the salad an extra toss and fixed a pitcher of iced tea.  

Then she told us to wash our hands for supper.  We all sat down and Aunt Lucy asked Zack to 

say the grace.  

Zack said, “Foods ready, table's sit, come on let's eat." 

I stared at him.  I couldn't believe he said that in front of Aunt Lucy.  At first I had 

thought Zack was a quiet little wimp, but I was changing my mind.  

"Zachery, you need to say a more appropriate grace," Aunt Lucy said sternly.  If I didn't 

know better I’d say that her lips twitched even though she talked sternly. 

"How about "Thank you for our food, and bless us with all that's good?" Zack said. 

"That's better," Aunt Lucy said.  "Now eat your supper children." 

We ate and as we ate, I had an idea.  "Aunt Lucy, can we go on a picnic tomorrow?" I 
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asked. 

"I don't see why not," Aunt Lucy said.  "You can pack yourself a picnic lunch and stay all 

afternoon.  That will give me time to come home and make supper." 

I couldn't believe Aunt Lucy was being so nice.  My expression must have said, 'why are 

you being so nice, Aunt Lucy?'  She frowned at me.  "I have to work late tomorrow, so I'll 

appreciate not having to worry about things at home until later." 

"You don't have to worry," I told her.  Kelly and Zack and I will pack the lunch and get 

things together for the picnic. " 

"Why don't you call Jeff and ask him if he wants to go?" Aunt Lucy suggested. 

"I will," I promised her. 

The way things turned out, I didn't have to call Jeff.    
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     CHAPTER SEVEN 

Aunt Lucy wouldn't let us leave after supper.  Kelly and me and Zack and even Charlie 

helped her with the dishes.  Charlie's way of helping is to throw his dish across the room 

demanding a refill, but it adds to the dishes theme.  He's also a good plate licker. 

"Tie that dog outside by the shed," Aunt Lucy said. 

"He was just trying to help, Aunt Lucy. 

She stood at the back door and pointed.  I carried Charlie out, my head held high.  He 

didn't help with the dignified retreat though.  He growled at Aunt Lucy and then barked at her all 

of the time I was teeing him up.  "I'll come out and free you later," I told him.  "I can climb out 

the back window and go down the trellis.  I've done it before and it works." 

 Aunt Lucy and Kelly and Zack were in the living room watching television.  Us kids 

headed for the stairs, but she stopped us.  "Sit down and watch this program about teenagers.  It's 

very educational," Aunt Lucy insisted. 

Oh, yawn!  Educational programs about teenagers.  I didn't say it aloud, but I thought it 

for the hour she made us sit there.  Then we had to watch reruns of some 60's program on the 

Oldies but Goodies channel.  Finally, she let us go upstairs to bed. 

"Aunt Lucy's an oldie, but she isn't a goody," I whispered to Kelly as we headed up the 

stairs. 

"I'll be up to tuck you in," she yelled after us. 

True to her threat, she came up a few minutes later.  Kelly and I had on our pajamas and 
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were snuggled in my bed watching T.V. - a cool program this time.  Zack was in his sleeping bag 

on the floor, curled up against the Pink Panther. 

Aunt Lucy came and sat on my bed.  "Goodnight girls. Sleep well.    I'll fix breakfast for 

you in the morning before I go to work. 

"Thanks Aunt Lucy."  I turned my head.  Kelly was the one who gave Aunt Lucy a hug 

and a kiss.  "Thanks for having us, Miss Ames," she said. 

Zack and the Pink Panther gave Aunt Lucy a kiss too.  She didn't look too thrilled about 

the Pink Panther, but she gave it at least a half smile.  That's a lot better than she ever did for 

Charlie. 

Aunt Lucy turned out the light.  "Goodnight Sarah," she said. 

I buried my face in the pillow.  "My "goodnight Aunt Lucy," was as muffled as I could 

make it. 

"I think you hurt your aunt's feelings," Kelly told me after we had listened to Aunt Lucy 

stomping downstairs. 

I took my face out of the pillow.  'She hurts Charlie's feelings all of the time," I said. "Are 

you coming with me to get him after Aunt Lucy goes to bed?" 

 Kelly looked worried but she smiled.  "I'm coming with you," she promised.  I got out 

my flashlight from the bedside table.  "We'll need this." 

"I'm telling unless you let me go too," Zack said from the sleeping bag on the floor. 

"You can go when we're ready," I told him.  "I just going upstairs for something right 

now." 
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I turned on the flashlight and tiptoed up to the attic.  I got the diary off the couch and 

fished my old cell phone out of a box under the window.  Then I tiptoed back down the stairs and 

got back in bed.  Kelly pulled the covers up over our heads and I started reading the diary where 

I had left off that morning.    Kelly followed along.  Her lips move when she reads, that's how I 

could tell. 

Quit it!  You read like Aunt Lucy!" I told her. 

"What does your Mom mean when she says that she has to go with her own flow?" Kelly 

asked. 

"That's a '60s saying," I said.  "I think she means that she has to act according to her own 

conscience." 

 Kelly kept reading.  "Wow, your Aunt Lucy wasn’t much different when she was young 

than she is now.  Read this." 

We read together.  This time the handwriting was Aunt Lucy’s, not Moms.  "Kerry and I 

did something awful tonight,” Aunt Lucy wrote.   

It was the year we graduated from high school.  The kids wanted to come up with a 

graduation prank better than any of the graduating classes before them.   They decided to do two 

things.  One of them was overturning the old outhouse in our back yard.  The other thing was 

stealing one of the concrete statues from in front of the library. Kerry was a year behind me, but 

everybody in my class thought she was cool. 

"Did she say cool?" Kelly asked me. 

"She said cool.  I guess they used that word in old times too." 
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"Keep reading," I said. 

We kept reading. 

"We overturned the outhouse and there wasn't too much trouble.  Daddy grumbled and 

swore a little bit, but he and Mr. Jones put it right side up again The statue caused a town scandal.  

Kerry was in on it, I know she was.  The kids decided to kidnap a statue of one of the two town 

founders and hold it for ransom. Kerry always said that if she were going  

to kidnap anybody, she's kidnap old man Wheeler so we wouldn't have to look at him everyday.  

Old man Wheeler disappeared.  The ransom note gave directions how to find him.  One of the 

things it said was "Someday I'll come back, from my lonely shack by the railroad track, 

But not until I've made, 

My children's crusade."  

The policemen and the town fathers hunted all up and down the tracks for that statue of 

old man Wheeler.  They never found him.  They questioned all of the kids in my class, and most 

of them swore they didn't know what happened to Old Man Wheeler.  Word got around that the 

only ones in the know were Kerry and your father and Rob Jenkins. But Kerry always insisted 

she didn't know where the statue was hidden- even when Mama and Daddy grounded her for two 

weeks.  I didn't tell them I know where the statue is and that Kerry really didn't have anything to 

do with it." 

"See, I told you Aunt Lucy is mean," I said to Kelly. 

"How did she know where it was?" Kelly wondered. 

"She probably helped put it there," I said. 
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"Do you really think so?  It doesn't sound like something she would do.  She's too 

straight." 

"Maybe she framed Mom," I said.  "She didn't like Mom too well." 

Kelly flipped through the pages of the diary.  She stopped and read a little bit.  "Read 

this," she told me. 

I read:  "I know I got Kerry into trouble by not telling the truth.  But I'm so tired of being 

the one nobody notices.  Kerry's pretty and funny and everybody likes her.  I'm quiet and serious 

and nobody notices me.   Paul Jenkins is the only boy who knows I'm alive instead of Kerry.  

The only time Scottie (that’s MY Dad) pays any attention to me is when he needs a history 

question answered.  Then he talks to me.  Otherwise, it's Kerry this and Kerry that.  He even 

turned her on to history." 

"Turned her on?" Kelly said. 

"More 60's talk," I explained. "It means got her interested or excited about it." 

"How did they kidnap a concrete statue?" I wondered.  "Did Aunt Lucy say how big it 

was?" 

Kelly turned back a few pages.  "I can't find it if she does." 

Suddenly somebody yanked the covers from over our heads.  "Hey, you two.  Aren't we 

going to climb down and get Charlie?" 

I pulled out my cell phone.  "First, let's call Jeff and see what he's doing. Go ahead, 

Zack." 

I handed him the phone. 
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"I haven't called him for awhile," Zack said.  "He stopped wanting to be friends with me." 

"Maybe he'll start again,” I said. 

"Maybe," Zack said, but he didn't look convinced  He dialed Jeff's number and talked for 

a few minutes, but he talked behind the Pink Panther, so I couldn't hear what he was saying. 

Finally he hung up.  "What did he say?" I asked him. 

"He said he'll be ready to go tomorrow morning at nine," I said. 

"Go where?" 

"On the picnic. Where else were we going?" Zack said. 

"He told me that Daisy and Bruiser are going to call us," Zack said. 

"I gave Daisy my number," I said.  

"I gave it to Jeff to give to them.  So they'll call us for sure." 

The phone rang.   

"Bet you can't guess who that is?" Kelly teased. 

I stared at her.  She may be quiet, but sometimes she comes up with better zingers than 

Daisy does. 

Daisy was on the other end of the phone.  This time, she wasn't full of zingers.  She was 

full of moans and groans.  "I just got my ears pierced and it hurttttts," she moaned. 

"Ask her what her earrings look like," Kelly said. 

I handed her the phone.  "You ask her." 

"What do your earrings look like?" Kelly said. 

"They're gold," Daisy said.  "They're pretty, but I can't talk anymore.  My ears hurt." 
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"Ask her if she and Bruiser want to come on the picnic tomorrow," I said. 

Kelly asked and listened to the answer for at least five minutes.  Then she said, "Okay, 

'bye." 

She handed me the phone back.  "Are they coming?" I said. 

"Yeah, they're coming if her ears don't feel so bad and she can find a little bottle so she 

can bring her peroxide with her to wash them out during the day." 

"I don't want to be a girl if they're all like that," I said. 

"She's not so bad.  She did tell me that she thinks we can be friends now that she knows 

I'm not stuck up." 

"What does she mean stuck up?  She's the stuck up one, not you!" 

"She says that she always thought I was stuck up because I'm so quiet.  But after she 

talked tome today, she thinks I’m really nice.” 

I still had my doubts, but I didn't want to take the happy smile off her face.  "Okay.  

Tomorrow's all set so let's go rescue Charlie." 

"I got a rope," Zack said.  He held up a knotted bed sheet 

.  "When did you do that?" Kelly asked him. 

"While you guys were talking on the phone." 

"I don't think we'll need that, but hang on to it," I told him.  "All we have to do is climb 

down the trellis and get Charlie and then climb back up with him. 

  Rescuing Charlie from the out house sounded easy, but this time it wasn't.  Zack insisted 

on coming along.  Two people climbing down a trellis is comfortable.  Three is crowded. 
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 Zack made it very crowded.  He insisted on bringing his rope he had made out of knotted 

sheets.  It took up as much room as he did.  Going down was a tight squeeze and noisy because 

Zack kept asking me, “ARE WE AT THE BOTTOM YET?"   Kelly kept telling him to 

SHHHHHHH!  I'm surprised we didn't wake Aunt Lucy, because her bedroom was only two 

windows down from mine. But finally we got down the trellis and across the yard to Charlie.  He 

was glad to see us, so glad that he barked. 

"Shut up, Charlie.  You know better, “I said.  "If Aunt Lucy hears you, you're a yard dog 

for the rest of your life." 

Charlie shut up right away.  I stared at Aunt Lucy's window.  "Did he wake her up?" 

"DID HE WAKE HER UP?" Zack whispered... 

"No, but you probably did.  Will you be quiet?" 

"OKAY," Zack said. 

"Why is your whisper louder than your voice?" I asked him.   

He started to tell me. 

"Never mind.  Tell me later," I said.  "Let's get Charlie upstairs before we wake up the 

whole neighborhood. 

I took the baby carrier from under the porch and put Charlie in it.  "Let's go," I said. 

"WHERE'D YOU GET THAT?" Zack whispered. 

"I'll tell you later.  Will you come on!" 

We climbed back up the trellis.  I think I saw Aunt Lucy's curtains move, but it was 

pretty dark so I couldn't be sure.  We climbed back in my bedroom window and I let Charlie out 

of the baby seat. 
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"Somebody's coming up stairs," Kelly whispered. 

"I know which somebody," I said.  Charlie, get under the bed." 

Charlie got under the bed.  Me and Kelly in the bed and pulled the covers up around us.  I 

don't know what Zack did.  I was too busy trying to slow my heart down and pretend I was 

sleeping. 

The hallway light came on and somebody stood in the bedroom doorway. 

"WHO IS IT?" Zack whispered. 

"It's Aunt Lucy.  Are you children all right up here?  I thought I heard a noise." 

"It was me whispering," Zack said. 

"Well stop whispering and go to sleep, Zack." 

"I WILL.  GOODNIGHT AUNT LUCY, “Zack whispered. 

Zack whispered so loud that he covered up the sound of Charlie panting under the bed. 

I listened to her footsteps going back down the hall.  "Thanks Zack.  No, you don't have 

to say anything.  See you tomorrow." 

I woke up with a soaking wet pillow. I had been dreaming that Charlie and I were 

swimming in the creek and we were both pretty wet.  I got up and pulled back the curtains from 

the window.  The rain was coming down in sheets.  "That takes care of the picnic for today, "I 

told Charlie.  I couldn't get back to sleep thinking about all of the telephone calls I had to make 

so I went downstairs and started breakfast.   The smell of frying bacon is a breakfast magnet that 

brings everybody downstairs.  It took about fifteen minutes this time. 

 

Aunt Lucy came into the kitchen fastening an old fashioned pin at the neck of her blouse. 
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"You didn't have to start breakfast, Sarah.  Although I am late getting up.  I didn't sleep 

too well.  I kept hearing noises in the night." 

"What kind of noises, Aunt Lucy?" 

"Just climbings and rustlings and whisperings, a lot of whisperings." 

"I had bad dreams too," Zack said, pulling out a chair.  "I dreamed about a sea monster 

was chasing me and caught me and put me on the end of a fishing pole." 

Kelly slid into a chair next to him.  

"I dreamed that I was stuck in the mud and couldn't get out." 

Aunt Lucy looked at me.  "Did you have a bad dream too, Sarah?"" 

"I slept like Charlie does, like a relaxed puppy.  Then I got up and looked out the window 

and saw the rain." 

"You snored like Charlie does,” Kelly said. "Maybe that's why I had bad dreams.  You 

snored too loud." 

"I don't snore, Kelly.  At least I don't think I do." 

"How do you know you don't?   Can you hear yourself snore while you're sleeping?" 

"While you're thinking about that, I have to leave for the library," Aunt Lucy said.  "I 

think it would be best if you children visited the library and the museum today instead of staying 

here by yourselves." 

"Do we have to, Aunt Lucy." 

"You have to.  I'll telephone Paul Jenkins at the museum and tell him you're coming. " 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

While Zack and Kelly did the dishes, I called Jeff and told him the picnic was off. 

"What are you guys going to do? he asked. 

"Aunt Lucy's making us go to the historical museum.  Can you believe it?" 

"She's an old maid librarian," he said.  "I believe it." 

"It's going to be awful, stomping around in a musty museum." 

"I'll give my Mom a shock and come with you guys." 

My heart felt a lot less like a lead weight.  "Cool." 

"I'll call Tom and Daisy and Bruiser and we'll meet you guys in front of the museum in 

an hour." 

He hung up before I could say anything else.  The phone rang before I could say anything 

else. 

"Sara, I want you to do something for me, Dad said, without even saying hello, how are 

you.  I'm sorry I didn't let you come with me. 

"What do you want me to do, Dad?" 

"I want you to go to the historical museum and look up something for me.  You should be 

able to find it in the old newspapers on the second floor.  The date is December 23 1850.  It's on 

page one and it's a story about Johnny Appleseed.  I need to know the name of the people he was 

spending Christmas with." 

"We were going to the museum anyway, Dad." 

"You were?  Why?" 
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"We found a deed in an old box buried under an apple tree down by the creek." 

"That could be an important discovery, Sara.  Put it in a safe place until I can look at it." 

Dad sounded excited. 

"Dad, where are you?" 

 By the railroad tracks, Sara.  Now call me back tonight with the information.  I'll be in 

camp, but you can call me on the cell phone." 

"Okay, Dad." 

"I love you," he said. 

"Whatever," I said.  I felt a big stab of meanness in my stomach as I said it.  It wasn't fair.  

I could be there with him, instead of being stuck going to the historical museum because Aunt 

Lucy said so.  

He sighed.  "I'll talk to you tonight." 

I sighed.  Tonight was a long way off and today was going to be a long rainy day. 

I shut Charley in my bedroom. Me and Zack had a discussion about the Pink Panther.  A 

few minutes later, we left the house with our umbrellas opened wide.  Kelly had a green one, me 

a blue one, Zack and yellow one, and the Pink Panther, a pink one - what else?  I lagged behind 

Zack.   I'd just pretend I didn't know this kid with the Pink Panther.  It worked while were 

walked down the side streets.  The streets in Bristol are hilly.  We walked and ran down the hill.  

Downtown is located at the bottom of the hill. French Creek runs through down town.  The 

historical museum and the library are in what used to be a department store. The library's on the 

first floor.    The museum’s on the second floor.  French Creek runs right beside the building.   
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 When it floods, so does the basement.  We passed a supermarket, a MacDonald’s, a 

video store, a hardware store, a pizza place, and the Bristol Daily Times Office.  During this part 

of the trip, I got away with pretending I didn’t know Zack and his Pink Panther. Then we got to 

the museum and library. Jeff and the others were waiting for us in front of the library.

"Hey Sara, you're late! " he yelled.   

Daisy ran up and hugged the Pink Panther, completely blowing my cover. 

I had to admit I knew them, so I went up and said hello.  That was the first bad minute.  

The second happened when we had to wave to Aunt Lucy at the front desk of the library as we 

passed by the plate glass window on the way to the museum stairway.  We could have taken the 

elevator, but I wanted to see what the stairway looked like. 

"We should have taken the elevator," Daisy said. 

"Let's take the stairs this time.  We can take the elevator on the way back." 

"Leave it to you to climb upstairs and take the elevator downstairs, "Bruiser said.  She 

looked more than a sports player this morning, with her hair tied back in a pony tail and wearing   

well used shorts and jersey and sneakers. 

I didn't pay any more attention to what she was saying, because at the top of the stairs 

stood a southern belle in a blue satin dress with a hoop shirt. She fanned herself with one hand 

and held out the other to greet whoever came to visit her. Behind her hung a Confederate flag, 

fully draped against the wall.  To her left were the double doors to the museum.  The black 

lettering on the door said Bristol Historical Museum and Research Library.  Through the glass I 

could see a man sitting behind the desk. I opened the door and went in.  The gang, including 

 Zack carrying the pink panther followed me in. 



 

81 

 

The man at the desk was about Aunt Lucy's age, which made sense if he had gone to 

school with her like she had written in the diary.   His name plate identified him as Paul Jenkins.  

His brown hair had streaks of gray in it, but when he smiled he looked like he had all of his teeth 

yet. He smiled at us with his mouth, but his eyes didn't smile.  They were stormy gray like 

French Creek during high water. 

"What can I do for you young ladies and gentlemen?" Mr. Jenkins asked. 

"I took out the slip of paper where I had written Dad’s reference to look up." I need to 

look at the Bristol Bulletin for December 23, 1850," I said. 

"We don't have the newspapers on microfilm yet, but they're in binders," he said.  I can 

put the binder on the table for you to look at.  You have to wash your hands, though. “He looked 

at the other kids and the pink panther.”Your friends, too." 

He pointed to the rest room in the corner.  We all crowded in and washed. Zack wiped the 

Pink Panther's paws with a damp paper towel. When we got back to the table, Mr. Jenkins had 

one of the binders spread out.  "What was the date you needed?" he asked. 

"My Dad said December 23, 1850,” I told him.  "It's supposed to be a story about Johnny 

Appleseed."   

He turned the pages until he found the date.  "It is a story about Johnny Appleseed," he 

said.  "One I didn't know about.  I wonder where your Dad got the date." 

"I don't know.  He called me and asked me to look for the story," I said. 

He frowned.  “Your Dad could have told me about the story.  I am his assistant.  It's a 

matter of professional courtesy." 

"You're Dad's assistant? He never mentioned that he had an assistant." 



 

82 

 

"I'm assistant curator here at the museum, so that means we work together." 

"You should talk to him about it," I said. 

He frowned again.  "I'll talk to him about it." 

I moved closer.  "What does the story say?" 

"It says that Appleseed John stayed on French Creek at the cabin of Seneca Wilson in the 

year 1803." 

"What does that have to do with Christmas?"  Kelly asked. 

"What does that have to do with Christmas?" I asked.  "Let me read the story." 

I sat down and so did everyone else, including the Pink Panther.  

"I'll read it," Bruiser said, elbowing Daisy and Zack out of the way. 

"I'll read it first," Jeff said, pulling the binder away from Bruiser. 

"No, I'll read it first," Tom said, pulling the binder away from Jeff. 

"Stop this arguing at once or I'll kick all of you out of here!"  Paul Jenkins stood with his 

arms on his hips and his gray eyes flashed lightning. 

"I'll read the story out loud to all of you," I said, firmly holding on to the binder of 

newspapers until everyone else let go and sat down. 

 I waited until everyone was quiet, even Paul Jenkins and the Pink Panther, then I cleared 

my throat and read. 

           “Perusing the files of our paper reveals a memorable Christmas for residents of French 

Creek in the vicinity of town, in a story dated December 23, 1850.  Our correspondent 

interviewed an aged woman, Hannah Wilson Smith, who recalled the Christmas of 1812, in her 
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father's cabin.  The venerable Mrs. Smith reminisced that her father and mother were good 

friends of Johnny Appleseed or Appleseed John, and he was one of the choppers who came and 

helped chop logs to build the log cabin on their claim, the very one in which she lived.  

Appleseed John had such an excellent reputation for being an axe man that people from as far 

away as Ohio and Indiana would send word for him to come with his axe and apple seeds. 

 

           He was a welcome boarder because he worked, he came bearing gifts, and he loved 

children.  When an overworked pioneer mother, including mine, saw him stroll into her front 

yard, his axe over one shoulder, his bag of apple seeds over the other, his feet bare, his clothes 

tattered, and his smile warm, she rejoiced.  Cooking for him and mending his clothes was little 

recompense for the joy he brought into her home.  Her children overflowed with stories and 

horseback rides on his bony knees, her woodpile waxed healthy and strong, and the beginnings 

of apple pies and cider snug in the rich black earth, grew toward the light.  

Somebody tugged my elbow.  "What's the story about?" Tom asked.  

"I'll tell you later," I said.   I kept reading. 

"One Christmas, the Christmas of 1812, I remember for its danger, Hannah Wilson Smith 

told our reporter.  The Indians in our vicinity, some Mohawks, some Wyandot, and other tribes 

that I did not know the name of, cast dark looks and scowls at us.  Things were not going well 

for the Americans in the second war with the British and many of the Indians sided with the 

British. 
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 They wanted to throw all of the white men off of their lands, including the lands along 

French Creek, including the land upon which we lived.  I didn't want to go and neither did my 

parents.  Johnny Appleseed and his axe had helped us cut enough logs for our cabin.  He had a 

claim about a mile down the creek from us.  Mother hung red curtains at the windows and placed 

red and white rag rugs on the floors. I helped her sew the rags together.  We had dried corn for 

the winter and a few winters next, we would dry apples that grew from the seeds that 

Johnny Appleseed had planted behind our cabin.  Father had killed deer and rabbits and was 

talking about a cow next year for milk and butter.  

 

       We had neighbors about half a mile down the creek and they had a girl my age, 12, and boys 

climbing up the age ladder, 13, 14, 15, 16.    About a half mile from them, another family had 

staked a claim, and they had five children.   I didn't know their ages, but they were school age.  

We had enough pupils for a school and already there was talk of one for the spring.  Life was full 

and exciting here.  I didn't want to leave. We fled on Christmas morning.   Mother had placed 

three dried apple pies on the woodpile to cool. The neighbors from down creek were coming for 

Christmas dinner and someone was bringing a fiddle.  We didn't have parties very often and this 

Christmas day was going to be especially fun. Johnny Appleseed was coming to the festivities. 

Mother told me to go out to the woodpile to check the pies and I stepped out the front door just 

in time to see a man in buckskins disappearing into the woods with a pie in his hands.  I yelled 

for Father, but by the time he got to the front door with his gun, the man had disappeared.  Father 

paced the floor and worried until the neighbors drove up to our cabin in their wagon drawn by 
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two oxen.  Another set of neighbors came.  The men conferred and decided to form a search 

party to find the unfriendly Indians.  

      Johnny Appleseed tried to convince them that the thief might not have been an Indian and 

much trouble would ensue if they unjustly shot an Indian for a crime he did not commit.  The 

men didn't listen.  They and the boys formed a posse and set out after the Indian, leaving the 

women and girls and Appleseed John to celebrate Christmas alone.  Johnny thought for awhile, 

then he said he wanted to do some trail following of his own.  He fastened on his snowshoes and 

disappeared into the woods. Father and the other men had not even worn snowshoes and I knew 

the Indians did in the winter.  What would become of them? 

The women and we children waited in the cabin for hours for the men to return. Finally, 

they came back, wet and angry.  They had found no hostile Indians and had been unable to 

rescue the captured apple pie.  The only one missing was Johnny Appleseed. The men dried out 

by the fire and we ate Christmas dinner.  By nobody felt like dancing.  How could we hear the 

war cries of hostile Indians over the fiddle music?  We were sitting like a Sunday go-meeting 

service when the door opened and Johnny Appleseed walked in, carrying the pie.  There was just 

one slice missing. 

"I caught him while he was eating it," Johnny said smiling. 

"Where is he?" my father asked. 

"I sent him packing," Johnny said.   "He was a British agent, wanting to stir up trouble 

between the settlers around here and the Indians. I told him if he ever came back I'd take my axe 

to him.  He started running and I chased him a few miles.  Then I recollected that I had my apple 
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seeds in my pouch.  I may have dropped some, but I stopped running before I lost the rest.  He 

threw the pie and I caught it!  Here it is and here I am safe as a bear in a hollow tree." 

       We danced and sang far into the night.  I was happy and so were mother and father. 

Johnny stayed with us for a time that winter, then in the spring after he and mother planted the 

rest of our orchard, he moved on.  Some people say he went to Ohio, then to Indiana, Missouri, 

Kentucky, and even Colorado.  Every spring I watched the woods for him but he never came 

back.  I watched our apple orchard grow and as I grew older I ate apples from it.  Johnny didn't 

come back.  When I was a young woman, I searched the woods around our house for some lone 

apple trees.   

 

      Maybe the seeds that Johnny dropped when he was running after the British agent had grown 

into mature trees.  I never found any.  I married David Smith, one of the boys at our Johnny 

Appleseed Christmas, and we lived about a mile down the creek from Johnny’s 

claim. A man in a black suit and a fancy horse came around when my oldest son was 14 and said 

he was Johnny's heir and owned the land.   Later on he sold it to the railroad.    It's a pretty spot, 

on a bend in the creek.  Johnny built his cabin on a point of land jutting out into the water.  He 

planed grape vines and apple seeds, so the place was pretty wild looking.   

 

          Later on the railroad built a wooden bridge over the creek on the right side of his cabin. .  

There was a deep fishing hole under the bridge and David and many townspeople fished 

unfortunate trout and bass from their homes.  No one knows what became of the deed for 

Johnny's claim.  His cabin got old right along with me and the logs fell to the ground and rotted.  
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The grape vines choked out some of his apple trees, but maybe there are some left.  I'm too old to 

go out and look for them now.  They are a half forgotten dream. But someone in future time will 

remember and find them..." 

I stopped reading. 

"Keep reading," everybody said together. 

"That's the end of the story," I told them. 

"Even if it's authentic, it doesn't give much of a clue to the location of Johnny 

Appleseed's claim,” Paul said.  "French Creek covers a lot of territory." 

"It’s about a mile outside of town," I said. 

Those gray eyes nearly froze me.  "How do you know that, Sara?" 

I didn't need Jeff's kick under the table to tell me to keep quiet and that I'd already said 

too much. "I don't. I was just guessing," I stammered.   

"They couldn't travel very far by ox team," Daisy said. 

"Just over the mountains and across the plains."  Paul's voice dripped sarcasm. 

"We'd like a copy of the story," I told Paul Jenkins.  I fished in my change purse and held 

out a five dollar bill.  "This should cover it." 

Paul Jenkins shook his silver gray hair.  "I can't take the paper out of the binder just to 

copy it.  It might damage it," he said.  "You'll have to copy it by hand." 

I sighed.  "That's a lot of work.  What if I called Dad and he said it would be all right." 

"That's the policy," Paul said.  He handed me a stack of paper and some pencils.  "You're 

welcome to copy it by hand."  
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"You guys can help me copy the story for Dad," I said.  I assigned a paragraph to 

everybody and handed them a sheet of paper and pencil.   We all got busy writing, ignoring Paul.  

He stood studying us a for awhile, then he said, "Let me know if I can do anything else for you."  

He went back to the desk. 

"Whew," I said under my breath.  I know I saw the pink panther wiping his forehead. 

"This hurts my eyes.  I think I'm seeing double," Jeff said. 

"WHAT DO YOU MEAN?" Zack whispered. 

"I mean stop talking and get done," Jeff said. 

We didn't finish together.  It took some of us, I won't name who, a half an hour to copy 

two paragraphs. While the rest of the kids were copying, I thought about Hannah and her life.  It 

took a lot of guts to live in a log cabin and grow your own food.  It took a lot of guts to travel 

miles through the woods to town.  It took a lot of guts to enjoy life even though it was hard, but 

Hannah did it.   If wonder if I can.  I thought about Dad and Mom and Aunt Lucy.  I looked at 

the kids busy with their pencils and paper.  I wanted them to be friends, but I wasn't sure I 

wanted to be their friend all of the time.  Did life always have to be so gray, like pencil lead?  

Why couldn't there be a black path and a white path and you just chose which one you walked on 

without thinking and laughing and crying? Before I could come up with an answer,

Bruiser laid down her pencil with a sigh and announced, "I'm done.  Hurry up you guys, so we 

can get out of here." 

We didn't get out without having to talk to Paul Jenkins again.  "What are you going to do 

with the story?" he said, leaning against the door and staring each one of us up and down.  

"I’m going to take it home and read it to Dad over the phone like he asked me too," I said. 
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"Give the story to me," he ordered.  "I'm your Dad's assistant and I'll call him and give it 

to him.  You kids should be outside playing, not scribbling in a research library." 

"It's my Dad's story, not yours," I argued. "We'll take care of it." 

He held out his hand, leaning harder against the door.  "I can stand here all day and night 

if I have to.  I'm not moving until you give me the story." 

            "Make your own copy," I said. 

"Give me the story, Sara." 

Jeff nudged me.  "Give him the story, Sara.  He knows all about it anyway." 

"What's the matter with you, Jeff?" 

He nudged me harder.  "Give him the story, Sara." 

"No," I said stubbornly. 

We all stood glaring at each other for ten minutes. 

"I HAVE TO GO TO THE BATHROOM," Zack whispered. 

"Give me the story and you can all go," Paul said. "To the bathroom or where ever else 

you want to go." 

"Let's vote on it," Jeff said.  "If you want to give him the story, give me the paragraphs 

you copied.” 

He held out his hand which was immediately buried in an avalanche of paragraphs, 

everyone's but mine. 

Paul Jenkins smiled with his lips only.  "I just need yours Sarah, and then you guys can 

go." 

"No," I said, clutching the paper to my chest with both hands. 
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CHAPTER NINE 

Paul Jenkins settled himself more comfortably against the door.  I wish I had the cell 

phone.  I wish had friends on my side.  I wish Dad was here. Then I felt someone come up 

behind me and pull my arm back and twist it.  I couldn't help it, I dropped the paper.  Jeff picked 

it up and handed it to Paul. 

"Here it is.  Move and we're outta here." 

Paul moved.   The fact that I kicked him although I was aiming at Jeff's foot might have 

helped him move, I don't know.  Anyway, we all got out of there and raced down the museum 

stairs.  I didn't even look at Aunt Lucy as we ran past the library.  I just wanted to get out of there 

and get home and call Dad.  It had stopped raining and I splashed through the puddles on the 

sidewalk.   I started running.  I wanted to get away from traitor Jeff and the other double crossers. 

I didn't think the rest of them would keep up with me, but they did. 

"You're a traitor," I said coldly to Jeff who was running alongside me. 

"Not me" he said grinning. 

"All of you are! I hate traitors!" I said.  I felt something in my eye and blinked real fast to 

get rid of it.  Some of the water from the puddles must have splashed up on my face.   I ran faster 

and felt the wind drying the moisture on my cheeks.  Wonderful wind! 

Jeff grabbed my arm.  "Look at this!" he yelled. 

I stared straight ahead and kept running. I beat all of them to my house. I didn’t have to 

let them in my house.  I could just throw Kelly and Zack's stuff out on the front steps.  They 

 



 

91 

 

could sit there and wait for their mom to pick them up. 

My plans got spoiled again, this time by Charlie.  I forgot I had shut him on the front 

porch.  As soon as I opened the door he rushed out barking a big welcome to everybody, 

especially to Jeff.  On his way to get petted by Jeff, he tripped me and I fell on the steps.  The 

rest of them walked around me and sat on the front porch swing.  I hated them even harder as I 

lay sprawled out on the front steps.  Then somebody stood over me.  He took my hand and pulled 

me up. 

"Stupid dog," I said. 

Charlie barked at me from the shelter of Kelly's lap. I stuck my tongue at him.  "I'll get 

even with you at dog biscuit time," I threatened. 

"Did you get hurt?" Jeff asked. 

"I'm o.k.  But I want you traitors to leave," I said.  "I have to call my Dad." 

"I tried to tell you, we're not traitors," Jeff said. 

"You caved in to that geek at the museum." 

"No we didn't, Bruiser said.  She reached in her backpack and pulled out a piece of paper.  

I double copied mine." 

"So did I," Daisy said, waving a piece of paper under my nose.  It smelled like perfume. 

"We all double copied," Jeff said. 

"Why did you do that?" I said, trying to hide how surprised I was. 

"I told them to," Jeff said.  "Sure, I know the guy could just make his own copy, but for 

some reason he wants something in our handwriting." 
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"It can't be a good reason," Zack said.  "He doesn't like us very much." 

"He wants to get us in trouble," Kelly agreed. 

"Why would he want to get us in trouble?" Daisy wondered. 

"Who does he want to get us in trouble with?" Tom asked. 

"I know the answer to that," I said.  "He wants to get us in trouble with my Dad, but how 

and why are the questions we have to answer." 

"You're not mad at us anymore?" Daisy asked.  She got up and hugged me.  She smelled 

like perfume, but I didn't care. 

"I thought you guys sold me out," I said. "I'm sorry." 

Bruiser didn't hug me (whew!).  Instead, she frowned at me.  "Friends don't do that to 

each other," she said. 

 I wasn't sure we were friends, but now was not a good time to say that. I smiled at her. 

"You’d better call your Dad," Jeff said.  "He's probably already heard from Mr. Jenkins." 

"He's up to something," Daisy said. 

"I wonder why he needed our handwriting," I muttered. Why did he want us to copy that 

particular story?" 

"He's going to put it in something and help your Dad find it," Zack said. 

"Why would he do that? He is Dad's assistant.  All they have to do is talk about it." 

"What if he has something to hide from your Dad?" Daisy asked. 

"Daisy, you've been smelling too much of your perfume.  Why would he hide anything 

from my Dad?" 
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I laughed at Daisy, but I had a feeling that she was on to something. 

"Wait here," I told them.  "I'm going to get something, and then we're going on that 

picnic by the creek like we planned." 

I heard Daisy protest, "but it's raining," as I dashed up the stairs to the attic. On the way  

back down clutching the diary and the rock and the cell phone, I heard Kelly tell her to wear her 

rain hat. 

"I'm calling my Dad on the cell phone to make sure it still works and then we're going to 

check out the creek by the railroad bridge. 

The phone buzzed faintly but no one answered. I had Jeff and Bruiser and Daisy and Tom 

and Zack dial.  Bruiser dialed so hard she dropped the phone.   The same thing happened.  Faint 

ringing, but no answer.  I went downstairs and tried calling Dad on the regular phone.  The rings 

sounded like a rock band, but nobody answered. 

"Maybe he's busy," Bruiser said.  "He could be paddling the canoe or in the woods." 

"He'd answer the phone no matter what he was doing," I said.  "He was waiting for me to 

call about the newspaper story." 

"He could be out hunting," Zack said. 

"He doesn't hunt," I said.  "He carries dried soup and jerky." 

Jeff put his arm around me.  "I think you have a reason to worry, Sara," he told me.  

"Let's get packed up and go find him." 

"I'll dial one more time," Zack said. 

"What do we do about Aunt Lucy?" I said. 
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"Leave her a note," Bruiser said.  "I leave my Mom notes when I'm going to be late or 

something happens." 

"But you said she still gets mad when you get in trouble," Daisy pointed out. 

"Bruiser grinned.  "That's true, but I can say, "I left you a note." 

"Maybe we should talk to her before we go," Kelly said. 

"Kelly, I didn't think you'd be a traitor!  Talk to Aunt Lucy.  Why?" 

"She worries about us and she loves you," Kelly said. 

"How can you say that, Kelly?  She just likes making me miserable. The only one she 

loves is Dad." 

"You're wrong about that," Tom said.  "Your Aunt Lucy and Paul Jenkins have been 

going out for years." 

"Why didn't she ever say anything about it?" Bruiser asked. 

"She did in a way.  At least she mentions him in her diary," Kelly said.   

"She says he likes her but she doesn't like him.  She likes my Dad," I argued.  "I don't 

want her to like my Dad." 

"Why not?" Kelly asked. 

"Yeah, why not?" Daisy asked.  "I think it's kind of romantic." 

"My Mom’s why not,” I said. 

"Your Mom's dead.  Your Dad isn't and neither is your Aunt Lucy," Daisy said.   

I slapped her.  "You just shut up!" I shouted.   "Don't you even talk about my Mom.  

She's in heaven and my Dad still loves her." 
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Daisy didn't slap me back.  She just rubbed her cheek and sniffed a little.  Tom gave her a 

Kleenex from the table and glared at me.  "You didn't have to do that," he said.  'Daisy didn't 

mean it that way.  She was just trying to say that maybe your Dad needs somebody to love here. 

Somebody tugged my shoulder.  "Your Dad's on the phone,"Zack said. 

I grabbed the phone from him.  "Dad, is that you?  Dad???" 

The voice was faint.   "....pump.....help.....Sara." 

"Dad, where are you?" 

Static just cracked on the other end. 

"Let's go," I said.  "We'll talk about Aunt Lucy later, Kelly.  We need to go find my Dad 

right now.  Are you coming or are you staying here with Aunt Lucy?" 

Kelly picked up her backpack.  Daisy picked up her backpack. Bruiser picked up her 

backpack and three stuffed animals, including the Pink Panther.  She stuffed the elephant and 

snake inside the backpack and carried the Pink Panther piggyback.  "Let's go," she said. 

Tom, Zack, and Jeff shouldered their packs.  I rushed to the refrigerator and got out the 

bread and jelly.  I rushed to the cupboard and got out the peanut butter.  I slapped eight peanut 

butter and jelly sandwiches together and threw one to everybody.  "We can grab a soda on the 

way out," I said.  "Aunt Lucy keeps a carton of it on the front porch.  Let's go." 

"What about Charlie?" Jeff asked. 

"We'll shut him on the porch," I said.  "Let's go." 

We went.  Everybody stowed the sandwiches and soda in their backpacks.  Kelly lagged 

behind us doing something, but she finally caught up. "Did you close the screen door tight?" I 

asked her as we hurried down the sidewalk. 
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"I think so," she said. 

Charlie nipped my ankle, which means he wants to be picked up. 

"He slides his paw in and opens the door if you don't close it real tight," I said.   

"Oh," Kelly said her blue eyes wide and innocent.  "I 'm sorry.  Do you want me to take 

him back home?" 

"No, but you can carry him," I said.  "My backpack is pretty heavy.  I've got the Johnny  

Appleseed stuff in it." 

Kelly leaned over and scooped up Charlie, who still nipped at the air to be picked up. 

“It’s okay, Charlie.  I'll carry you for awhile." 

Kelly carried him.   She carried him all of the way through town and down the overgrown 

path to the swimming hole.  When she put Charlie down, he thought they had come to go 

swimming, so he went swimming.   He barked for us to jump in and join him. 

Instead, we stood by the swimming hole, planning our strategy. 

The woods were still wet from the morning rain and every time the wind blew, we got a 

shower from the trees.  "We're getting wet,   so quit nagging us," I shouted to Charlie. 

He kept barking.  "You should have closed that door tight," I said to Kelly. 

She bent over and picked up a stick.  She threw it out to Charlie.  "Fetch, Charlie!" she 

shouted to him. 

He fetched the stick and swam back to shore.  He plunked the stick at my feet.  I picked it 

up and threw it out into the water.  "Fetch, Charlie,” Kelly said. 
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"We need to find my Dad.  He may be in trouble.  He said he was canoeing down the 

creek from Franklin to retrace the route that Johnny Appleseed took to find his claim.  Dad’s 

been on the creek for two days and allowing for the rain and slow paddling, he still should be 

back by now. The fact we can't reach him by phone is scary," I said. 

Tom looked around at the woods stretching from the banks of the creek.  "Where do we 

start to look?" he asked.  "There's a lot of trees and deer out here." 

"We follow the creek to the old wooden railroad bridge," I said.  "Dad must have read 

that story that he asked us to look up.  Hannah Wilson Smith gave us a hint where to start 

looking for him.” 

"Why would your Dad want to find Johnny Appleseed's claim?" Zack asked. 

 I sighed.  "If he finds it and proof that Johnny Appleseed owned it, he will solve some 

historical questions and an old mystery.  He'll be the top historian around.  That means a good 

teaching job. He'll be able to stay here and teach forever. I'll have to live here and go to school 

here." 

Kelly put her arm around me.  "Don't worry, Sara.  He might not be able to prove it." 

I sighed again.  "I think we already have," I said.  "We just need to hurry and find Dad 

and find the spot that Hannah talks about in the story." 

"We can do that today," Jeff said. 

"How do you know?"  Tom asked him. 

"I have an idea where it is," Jeff said. 

I stared at him.  "You do?  How do you know?" 
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"My Dad and I build model railroads together.  We built one of the Pennsylvania 

Railroad last year and he got a book about it.  The book has a map of the train routes around here.  

It shows all of the bridges over French Creek around here." 

"How many are there?" Daisy asked. 

"Ten," Jeff said. 

"That narrows it down," Tom said. 

"It does,” Jeff said thoughtfully.  "The book tells what year the bridges were built.  None 

of them were built before 1851 when the railroad came through here." 

"So where does that leave us?" Daisy said.  "We don't know where to look." 

"In a way we do," Jeff said.   

I got what he meant.  "The settlers built wooden bridges before the railroad built iron 

bridges and trestles," I said.  Wooden bridges need foundations.  The railroad men probably just 

put the iron supports next to the wooden ones or in the same hole.  There might be some wood 

planks around or some rotting wood beams that were the supports.  We can look." 

"The wood will be all rotted away by now," Tom argued. 

"There might be some traces left," Jeff said. 

"There's another, maybe better clue," I said.   

"What's that?" Diana asked. 

"Apple trees," I said.  “If you were Johnny Appleseed and filed a land claim, what would 

you do even before you chopped down trees for a cabin? You'd plant apple seeds so you'd get a 

head start on your crop. We need to find an apple orchard." 
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"We already found an apple tree by the swimming hole," Tom said. 

"Charlie found it," Kelly reminded him.  "That's where he dug up the box, remember?  

And that's where we found the Johnny Appleseed stone.   His claim had to be somewhere close 

around here." 

"I think so too," I said.   I think it's apple tree number three. Now all we have to do is find 

Dad and find the claim before Paul Jenkins does whatever he's going to do." 

"Let's go," Bruiser said.  

"You go first, Bruiser."  Tom grinned.  "You clear a lot off the path for the rest of us.  At 

least you mash the grass down." 

We started to follow the creek bank.  Zack and Kelly and Charlie stood by the swimming  

hole, watching the rest of us.  "Are you coming you two?" Daisy called impatiently. 

"I see something," Zack said.  "Don't you want to know what it is?" 

"I'm not coming until Charlie does," Kelly said. 

"Stupid dog," I muttered, making my way back to stand beside them.  "What do you see, 

Zack?" 

He didn't say anything, he just pointed to the trees.  "Look,” he said. 

I looked.  All I saw was green treetops and clear blue sky filled with fluffy white cloud 

galleons. 

"I don't see what you mean, Zack." 

Zack pointed to the tree that Charlie had dug under and unearthed the box and stone.  

"One apple tree," he said. "How can you tell it's an apple tree?" 
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"It's got apples on it," Bruiser said, with a "duh" tone in her voice. 

"Right, Zack said.  "It's just one apple tree.  What kind are the other trees?" 

I stared.  "I see a maple and some white birches," I said. 

"There are two oaks and a beech and some poplars," Tom said. 

Zack pointed west.  He squinted.  "Two apple trees," he said. 

I squinted too and looked to where his finger was pointing.  So far in the distance it was 

almost a haze on the horizon was another apple tree. At least it looked like one.  We'd have to go 

close up to know for sure. 

 "Let's get a closer look at that tree," Tom said.  He led the way, almost running the last 

few yards. We all followed behind him and Charlie ran out ahead of us. He stood in front of the 

tree, barking loudly and sniffing the ground. 
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CHAPTER TEN 

 

By the time we all reached the apple tree, Charlie was furiously digging underneath it.  I 

dropped down beside him and helped him dig.  Would he uncover another Johnny Appleseed 

box?  Another stone?   

"What is he doing?" Daisy demanded. 

"He's digging for something," Zack said. 

"Fetch Charlie," Kelly told him. 

Charlie fetched up something that looked like a piece of rotten cloth to Kelly.  She gave it 

to me.  I brushed the dirt off it.  It was a piece of oiled paper.   I opened the paper with everyone 

hanging over me like a row of wooden dolls.  

"What is it?" Kelly asked. 

"It looks like a sampler," I said. 

"What's a sampler?" Tom wanted to know. 

"I know what it is," Daisy said.   "We learned about them in history last year. Young girls, 

girls younger than me and Bruiser and Kelly and Sara had to learn needlework and all of them 

had to do a sampler to show off her skill.  They used Bible verses and stuff from the New 

England Primer.  It took a long time to embroider them, sometimes a year because every stitch 

had to be perfect or their mother would make them rip it out and start over." 

Zack stared at her.  "Wow!" he said. 

Daisy smiled.  "I'm not as stupid as some of the kids say I am," she said. 
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"You're not stupid at all," Bruiser said.  "I’ll beat anyone up who says that you're stupid!" 

"Not now, Bruiser," I said.  'We need to look at the sampler now. Carefully like I had 

seen Dad do, I unfolded the sampler. Time had faded the colors of the yarn from bright to faded 

pastel.  But the words were easy to read.  They said: 

Appleseed John did rake and hoe 

Sow the seeds to make apple trees grow, 

Appleseed John did merrily, 

Ride a princess on his knee. 

Hannah Wilson Smith, her sampler. 

November, 1803 

"Wow!'  I hugged the sampler and jumped up and down.  "Wait til Dad sees this!" I 

shouted.  "Cool! Cool! Cool!" 

"Who's the princess she's talking about?" Tom wondered.  "There weren't any princesses 

living on French Creek, were there?"  He scratched his red hair, making it stand up like campfire 

flames.  

"Hannah Wilson Smith is the princess," I said.  "Princesses can wear homespun and live 

in log cabins.  All princesses don't live in castles." 

All of us danced around and Charlie barked. and chased his tail.  Then I remembered.  

We had to find, Dad.  He might be in danger.  If Paul Jenkins knew about the sampler, Dad really 

was in danger." 

"Wait a minute," I said.  "If Paul Jenkins knows about this sampler, Dad is really in 
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danger." 

"How could he know about it?  We just dug it up and we didn't know about it," Tom said. 

"He knows about it." Paul Jenkins stepped out from behind the apple tree.  It's not too 

surprising that he hid behind it.  The trunk was wide enough to hide a man with his arms 

outstretched and that's exactly what the branches looked like, a crowd of people standing with 

their arms outstretched. The leaves and apples only added to the camflogue.  Charlie attached 

himself to Paul's left ankle.  "Call off your dog or I'll hurt him," Paul said.   

"You can't hurt him!" Daisy said. 

"I can hurt him and you kids too.  He was holding a cross bow and aiming an arrow at 

Charlie. 

Zack looked around. "How did you get here?" 

"In my canoe," he said. 

"Where's your canoe?" I asked. 

"It's in the creek right behind you," he said.   

"How did you find us?" I demanded. 

"It was easy," he said.  "I followed you." 

"What did you do to my Dad?" I demanded. 

Paul Jenkins smirked.  "I stashed him in a safe place with Old Man Wheeler,” he said.  

"You'll never find him." 

"Bite him, Charlie," I said.   

.  Charlie thought I said "fetch," so he got hold of Paul's crossbow and dragged him over 
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to us.  

I flew at him and pounded his chest with my fists.  "You tell me what you did with my 

Dad!" 

"He's safe and sound,” Paul said.  "You'll find him if you use your head. Now give me the 

sampler so I can get back to town."  He straightened up and aimed the arrow at me this time. 

"You're not getting the sampler," I said.  "There are more of us than there are of you." 

"But I have the weapon," Paul Jenkins said.  "And if anything happens to me you'll never 

know where your father is." 

"Did you see him today?  Did he talk to you?" 

I talked to him and gave him the newspaper story that he thought was genuine, but that 

you kids made up. Since it's written in your own handwriting it was hard for him to deny that 

you made it up. " 

"But that's stupid," I said.  "Dad's the one who gave us the date to find the story.  Why 

would he think we made it up?" 

"Because I'm the one who gave him the date. He never saw the original newspaper story 

and now I don't think he ever will." 

"I'll tell him we just copied the original story.  And what do you mean you don't think he 

ever will see the original story?" 

"I don't care if he does or not.  I'll be long gone with the deed and Hannah Wilson Smith's 

sampler. Now give me the sampler and the deed, and you can go look for your Dad." 

"I don't know what deed you're talking about," I said.   
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 "Yes, you do.  Your Dad told me you just found a deed," Paul Jenkins said.  "Hand over 

the sampler and the deed, and I'll give you a clue about where he is." 

He lunged for the sampler.   I held on as tight as I could, but Paul Jenkins is stronger than 

I am.  Holding his cross bow in the crook of his elbow, he tore it out of my hands.  Charlie 

thought he was still playing fetch, so he tore it out of Paul’s hands and raced up the creek 

bank with it. Paul Jenkins had been bending over to reach the sampler and grab it from me.  He 

didn't watch his back, so Kelly sneaked up behind him and hit him over the head with one of the 

apple tree branches.  He fell over in a heap and lay still.  All of us ran up the creek bank after 

Charlie. 

Kelly yelled, "Fetch Charlie," and Charlie brought back the sampler.  I stashed it in my 

back pack.  "Let's get out of here," I said. "We've got to find my Dad." 

Paul Jenkins groaned, but he didn't get up.  

"Let’s use his canoe," Jeff said.  There it is, tied to that tree growing right there by the 

water." 

"I hope we don't sink it,” Bruiser said.  "There's a lot of us." 

"It's a big canoe,” I said.  "Get in everybody and make it quick." 

We all got in.    "You can stash the backpacks in the stern under that canvas," I said.  Dad 

and I had brought the canoe from Pittsburgh with the rest of our things.  He and Mom and I used 

to take long trips with it because it was big enough to hold all our gear and small enough for us 

to handle.  Dad had paddled it down the creek just a few days before to find Johnny Appleseed. 

"How did you know where the canvas was?" Jeff asked me. 
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"I ought to know.  It's Dad's canoe," I said. 

Everyone stared at me.  Nobody said anything but Charlie.  He told us all he needed 

something else to fetch.  Jeff grabbed one of the paddles and I grabbed the other one.  We shoved 

off into mid stream.  French Creek is pretty shallow here, only about four feet deep, but we 

managed to paddle along without scraping bottom or having to portage.   

"I wonder if Mr. Jenkins is awake yet,” Kelly worried. 

"You should have let me hit him, Kelly. He'd sleep all day if I hit him." 

"Even if he's awake, how is he going to follow us?"  Jeff asked “We have the canoe." 

"We have the canoe for now," I said.  "But we're going to have to beach the canoe to hunt 

for Dad.  Paul Jenkins might catch up with us. But we can't worry about that now.  We need to 

find Dad." 

We paddled up the creek, which still ran alongside the railroad tracks for miles.  There 

was a certain place that I hoped Dad was hidden, about three more miles up the creek. 

"I'm starved,” Daisy complained.  "Can't we stop and eat our sandwiches?" 

"We need to find Dad," I said. 

"We're not going to find him if we're too weak to paddle the canoe," Tom said.  He sticks 

up for Daisy like glue. 

I looked at my watch.  "We can stop for fifteen minutes, and then we have to get going. 

We need to find my Dad and we need to keep in front of Paul Jenkins.  We don't know what he's 

doing or where he is.  Remember? 

We paddled over to the bank and pulled the canoe up on the gravel. 
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"This looks like a good fishing hole," Jeff said.  "Want to try it?" 

"We didn't bring any fishing poles," I said.   

"We can make one if you really want fish to go with our peanut butter sandwiches." 

"Okay??”Zack said.   

"There’s one other thing I have to do," I said.  I threw a stick as far into the woods as I 

could.  "Go fetch, Charlie" I said.  He ran after the stick, rattling bushes and scattering stones. 

Zack picked a branch up off the ground testing it to see if it felt strong and springy  

enough.  He took a piece of string out of a cardboard box in the canoe where I stored odds and 

ends of things to use.  I had a fish hook in there too, and I gave it to him.  He attached it to the 

end of the string.  He handed the fishing pole to me.  "Hold this," he told me. 

Jeff dug in the damp mud of the creek bank and found a handful of worms. He baited the 

hook with one of them and gave it back to Zack.  Just trail the string across the water," Jeff told 

him.  "I remember," said Zack.  He trailed the string across the water.  .  In a few minutes we had 

two small bass flopping on the bank. 

"Do you know how to clean fish?" I asked everyone. 

"Ewww," Daisy said. 

Bruiser's cheeks lost their healthy red glow and got pale.  "I don't think so," she said. 

"I do," Jeff said.  "Here, I'll clean, you fry." 

"We need a fire for that," I said.   

"I have to do everything.” Zack complained, but he wasn't really complaining.  He 

reached back in my box and got out the matches. Zack sent me to collect some sticks and some 
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 small branches. I brought them back and he arranged them into a pile like one of the 

Egyptian pyramids.  Tom and Daisy dug a trench all around the fire so we wouldn't set the 

woods on fire.  II shredded up some napkins for kindling and Zack lit the fire.  The sticks 

crackled and burned with dancing lights. I pulled an iron skillet out of a hinged seat in the canoe. 

We fried fish and ate it with our peanut butter sandwiches and drank our soda. 

"Fish fried over a campfire tastes good," Daisy said, even without tarter sauce." 

"We'll do tarter sauce the next time," I said.  "We didn't even do salt and pepper this 

time." 

"We doused our camp fire with creek water and wrapped our garbage in old newspapers  

that I had in the canoe.  We dug a hole and buried the garbage in the creek bank. 

"It's time to shove off," I said.  "I'm worried about my Dad and Paul Jenkins might be 

right behind us." 

"He turned out to be a real wierdo," Jeff said. 

"I didn't like him from the start," I said. "I told Dad that, but Dad just laughed at me." 

"He won't laugh at you any more," Bruiser said. 

"I think he'll listen to me now," I said.  "Especially if we rescue him." 

"We have to find him first," Daisy said. 

"He gave us a clue on the phone," I said.  "He said something about a pump. Do any of 

you know anything about a pump around here?" 

Jeff looked thoughtful.  "Up the creek about four miles is an old pump house that the 

railroad built a long time ago.  All the woods rotted away, but there's still a concrete tower.  
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 Maybe that's what he meant." 

I jumped to my feet and shoved them all toward the canoe.  "Let's go find my Dad." 

We were pushing away from the bank when I heard another commotion in the woods.  

Charlie came dashing out of the trees, holding something in his mouth.  He barreled straight into 

the canoe with a good sized trout in his mouth. 

"After Zack and Jeff went to all the trouble of making fishing poles," I sniffed. 

"Kelly doubled over with laughter.  "You did tell him to go fetch," she said. 

Bruiser lifted him onto the seat.  "Give me the fish and be a good boy," she told him.  She 

threw the fish back in the creek and it swam away.  She petted Charlie. "Who ever heard of a dog 

fetching a fish?" she said.  

Kelly and I paddled this time.  Jeff curled up in the corner of the canoe and took a nap.  

Daisy and Tom sat together on the center seat whispering and giggling.  Zack and Bruiser sat 

behind them with Charlie in the middle.  The wind picked up enough for Charlie's ears to billow 

out like sails.   

Too bad we didn't have sails on this canoe," I said ruefully.  

  The creek was getting more and more shallow.  Bruiser leaned over the side.  "I can see rocks 

on the bottom," she said. 

"Why don't you get out and walk, Bruiser?  It will make the canoe a lot lighter." Daisy 

was the only one laughing.  "I was only kidding.  You're my friend, Bruiser." 

"That’s what we all have to do," I said.  "We’ll hide the canoe in the trees over there and 

we need to walk the rest of the way.  The water's too shallow for the canoe." 
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"We had a nice ride for awhile," Tom said. 

"We can tie it up here," I said.   

 We tied up the canoe in a thick clump of bushes.  We walked the trail alongside the 

creek again.  Here the creek widened into a marsh full of cattails and tall grass.  The cat tails 

reminded me of Johnny Apple seeds story about hiding from the Indians in the marsh on Presque 

Isle.  

"The cattails remind me of the Johnny Appleseed story," I said to Kelly. 

I couldn't hear her answer because Charlie was barking so loud.  "Did you tell him to 

fetch anything?" I shouted to Kelly.  

"I didn't tell him to fetch.  But maybe he knows there's something wrong," she said. 

Before I could answer, an arrow thunked into the tree trunk in front of us. 

"I think Paul Jenkins found us," Bruiser said.  She pulled the arrow out of the tree and  

threw it backwards.  We all ran down the trail behind Charlie who was still barking. 

"How could he catch up with us?  Bruiser panted. We were paddling in a canoe and he's 

on foot." 

"The current isn't very fast in this part of the creek," I said. 

"And if he ran, he'd catch up with us pretty quick," Daisy said.  "We stopped for lunch 

too, remember?" 

"How could he run?  I hit him on the head with a branch so he wouldn't hurt us," Kelly 

said. 

"I told you we didn't hit him hard enough,” Bruiser said. 

"You hit him this time," Kelly said. 
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"I will.  Just let me at him." 

Another arrow thunked into a tree right beside us.  "Now he's getting serious," Jeff said.  

"We'd better find a place to hide." 

He pulled the arrow out of the tree and threw it in the bushes.  "One less arrow for him to 

shoot," Jeff said. 

"I know a perfect hiding place," I said. 

"Will Paul be able to find us?" Zack said. 

"Not unless he's read Johnny Appleseed's diary,” I said.  

"Where is this perfect hiding place, Sara?" 

This time the arrow thunked at my feet. 

"It's time to hide," I said. " 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

 

"Where are we going to hide?" Bruiser wondered. 

I pulled out my pocket knife and cut eight cattails as quick as I could.  I notched the stem 

at both ends of all of them and made sure they were hollow.  I handed a cat tail stem to everyone.  

"We're going to hide under water and breathe through these," I said. 

Kelly grinned at me.  "Just like Johnny Appleseed," she said. 

"What are you talking about?" Tom asked. 

Another arrow thunked in front of us.   

"I'll tell you later, I promise," I said.  "Right now, we have to hide." 

We sank under the water, clutching our breathing tubes.  My plan would have worked, I 

know it would have.  But I was really stupid.  I forgot about Charlie.  Charlie often fetched 

without anyone telling him to fetch.  This is one of the times he decided to fetch on his own. 

Maybe the fact that we all disappeared under the water had something to do with it.  Charlie does 

strange things when he's lonely.  Anyway, he fetched Paul Jenkins right over to us, dragging him 

by the crossbow. 

Paul stood over us, staring at the forest of tall reeds.  I opened my eyes under water and 

saw his wavery shape aiming the cross bow.   I could feel him.  I could feel his anger and 

frustration and his willingness to hurt us if he had to and I was afraid.  All of us had to be quiet 

so he would go away and we would have a chance to run away from him. I'm glad Zack wasn’t 

too far away from me.  He was close enough so I could feel him beginning to sneeze.  I grabbed  
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Zack's tube and aimed his sneeze right in Paul's face.  I also added to the sneeze by 

blowing a jet of water in his face, just like a fish.  Paul dropped his crossbow, spluttering and 

wiping his eyes.  We all managed to scramble out of the water and up on the bank.  All of us 

except Daisy. 

           I didn't notice she was missing until Bruiser gave a karate yell and ran back to the water.  

Paul Jenkins had grabbed Daisy by the leg.  Daisy kicked and squirmed, but he hung on tight. 

Then Daisy bit him and he slapped her.  That was enough for Bruiser.  She karate kicked him in 

the leg so hard that he fell against an oak tree, hitting his head.  He didn't move.  Daisy 

scrambled to her feet.  Bruiser helped her up the bank to where the rest of us waited. 

"Nice rescue," I said to Bruiser. 

"You helped too.  I couldn't have done it if you hadn't squirted water in his face," Bruiser 

said. 

"Yeah, we work good together," I said.  "Right now let's work good together to get out of 

here before he wakes up." 

We got out of there, even taking Charlie the traitor with us.  The woods were pretty 

overgrown on this part of French Creek.  The trees were mostly maples and oaks with a few 

birch and hemlock.  They weren't the problem. The underbrush was the problem.   Thorn bushes 

and prickles grew in such a tangle that it took two knives and half an hour just to travel a few 

yards. All of us were sweating thunder storms.   

"There's got to be an easier way to move," I said. 

"There is if you guys want to do it," Jeff said. 
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"What's that?" 

"We can walk along the tracks.  The only train that runs on this stretch of track comes at 

night, around seven o'clock, I think." 

"How do you know?"  Tom said. 

"Me and my Dad come out her fishing and we don't even try to walk through this part of 

the woods.  We just follow the tracks." 

So did we follow the tracks.  The walking was so much easier and faster and the 

mosquitoes didn't hang out as heavily either.  I was still worried about Dad a lot, but I noticed the 

daisies and Black-eyed Susan’s waving in the breeze and the Purple Loose-strife and a white 

flower I didn't know the name of.  I noticed how the sky stretched over the railroad tracks like a 

snug cover over a bowl.  I heard the dancing music that the creek played over the rocks and the 

red winged blackbird   call.  I stared at the trees piercing the sky like a church steeple and I felt 

something bigger than me fill my soul.  I stopped so quick that Kelly and Zack bumped into me.  

I felt the railroad track rocks bite into my feet through my sneakers. 

"What's the matter? " Kelly said.  "Did Jenkins catch up with us again? 

Jeff turned around.  "What's the hold up, Sara?" 

"Nothing."  I stepped up onto the iron rail, stretching both arms out as far as they would 

go. I felt like I was flying.  I almost forgot to worry about Dad.   

Jeff reminded me.  We walked for another half an hour, sometimes on the rocks beside 

the track, sometimes balancing on the rails.  Then Jeff stopped us.  He pointed.  "See that tower 

up there?" he said. 
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I looked.   A rickety wooden tower stood against the sky like a scarecrow.  A circle of 

concrete blocks held it up.   A finger of concrete poked up through its center.  It looked like some 

of the rotting wood rested against the concrete finger. 

"What is this thing?" Bruiser asked. 

"It's a pump," Jeff said.  "The railroad built it." 

"What for?" Tom wondered. 

"To pump water out of the creek," I said.  I didn't know how I knew, but I did. 

"Why would the railroad want to pump water out of the creek?" Kelly asked. 

"They needed water for their steam engines," Jeff said.  "This was a water and probably 

wood stop.”  He looked around.  "There's still enough wood and water for ten steam engines if 

they still used them." 

"Why would they have a water stop so near town?" I wondered.  Then it hit me.  "The 

depot was in town and it saved time to do the wood and water stop here.”   

.  "Do you think this is what your Dad meant by pump?" Jeff asked. 

"We need to check it out.  I scrambled down the steep bank.  Jeff, Tom, Bruiser, Daisy 

and Kelly followed me.  Zack rolled down.  Charlie was up ahead somewhere, still barking. 

"It's about time you guys got here.  What took you so long?"  Dad's voice was faint, but 

the teasing note was still in it.  That meant he was still okay. 

We clawed our way through the thick brush and brambles.  We got to the foot of the 

tower.  The pump made a hole about four feet deep.  Dad lay at the bottom of the hole.  Charlie 

somehow had gotten down to him and stood sentinel by his head, still barking. 
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"Put a sock in it, Charlie," Dad said.  Charlie stopped in mid bark.   He smiled at us.  "I 

didn't expect to see so many of you, but it's good to see you guys." 

I rolled down into the hole with Dad.  Zack was right behind me.  The rest of the gang 

stood around the edges of the hole.  I squatted beside Dad's head.   "What happened, Dad?" 

"Jenkins and me had an altercation and I broke my leg." 

: What’s an altercation?" Kelly asked. 

"It's a fight, stupid," I said impatiently.  Then I kicked myself.  How could I talk to Kelly 

like that just because I was so worried about Dad?  I got up and stood underneath Kelly.  "I'm 

sorry Kelly.  I know you're not stupid.  I'm worried about Dad." 

She blew me a kiss.  "I know you didn't mean it Sara.  We're friends." 

I ran back and squatted next to Dad again.  "How did you break your leg, Dad?" 

"Jenkins thought I had found something of Johnny Apple seeds, so he followed me.  He 

jumped me and we had a fight.  When we were playing punching bag, I stepped backwards and 

fell in this hole."  

"You mean he just left you here?  He didn’t try to help you?" 

"He said he didn't want me here and this was a good way to get rid of me." 

I shivered.  "He was right about that.  It could have taken a hundred years for somebody 

to find you." 

Dad smiled, although I noticed that sweat stood out on his forehead like grapes.  "I knew 

it wouldn't take that long.  I have a smart daughter and she has smart friends.  I knew you would 

figure it out." 
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"He's chasing us, too," Daisy said. 

Dad got as far as halfway up before he fell backwards gasping with pain.  "How did you 

get away from him?" he whispered. 

"We worked together," Daisy told him. 

"Where is he now?" Dad asked. 

"We left him lying across a tree root. Bruiser karated him and he tripped and hit his head 

on a tree." 

"I hope he's out for awhile," Dad said. 

"We need to get help," I said. 

"What can he be looking for?  He knows about the newspaper citation and that's the only 

lead I had on Johnny Appleseed filing a claim on French Creek," Dad said. 

"Charlie dug up a box with a deed in it," Zack said. 

Charlie barked and rubbed his head against Dad's.  

Dad sat halfway up and collapsed again.  "A deed?  Where was the box?" 

"Under an apple tree by the creek," Tom told him. 

"Is the deed signed by John Chapman?" Dad whispered. 

"It is," I assured him.  "And we found a rock and a sampler stitched by Hannah Wilson 

Smith. So we have proof that the story's true, Dad. But right now we have to get help." 

"He said that the newspaper story was a fake and he could prove it," Dad said. 

"We'll talk about it later, Dad.  Right now I'm going back to town for help.  Will 

somebody stay here with Dad?" 
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"Charlie barked and settled himself across Dad's chest.  One volunteer down. 

"Bruiser and Daisy sat down beside him.  "We'll stay," they said.  "Want to sit and talk, 

Kelly?" 

Kelly put her arm around me.  "Do you want me to go with you, Sara?" 

"I think it would be better if you guys stayed with Dad," I said.  I'm good at running and I 

can get back to town and get help quicker." 

Tom sat next to Daisy and patted her hand.  "I'll protect you", he said.  I looked away and 

bit my tongue.  (Sometimes it's better not to notice things!) 

"We forgot something," Jeff said.  He picked up the cell phone.  "We can call for help." 

I started to say something, but I shut up.  I let him try the phone.  "It's dead."  Jeff threw it 

down in disgust.  "We'd better get going, Sara.  You know I can run as fast as you can." 

I really didn't want him to come.  I wanted to rescue Dad all by myself so I'd have a big 

bargaining chip against him and Aunt Lucy.  But I couldn't deny the facts.  Jeff runs as fast as I 

do.  Besides, we didn't have time to argue.  We had to get back to town and get help fast.  Dad 

looked so pale lying there and who knows how long Paul Jenkins would be knocked out by the 

tree? 

"Let's go," I said to Jeff. 

"Wait," Dad gasped. "Where's the deed and the sampler?" 

"They're safe, Dad.  They're in my backpack." 

"Where's your backpack?" 

"In our canoe." 
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"You mean home in the garage?" 

"No, I mean in the canoe hidden in the bushes by the creek." 

"Can you find it again, Sara?" 

"I can follow the apple trees," I said. 

"You're the one that's delirious, not me," Dad said. 

"I'll tell you when we get back."   

Dad mumbled something. 

I smiled at the rest of the kids.  "You guys take good care of him.  We'll be back as soon 

as we can." 

"See ya."  Bruiser waved.  Tom and Daisy waved intertwined hands (Yuk!)   

Zack threw me an apple that he took out of his pocket.  "I saved this for you," he said. 

Kelly came up behind me with a rubber band in her hand.  She bunched my hair into a 

pony tail.   The rubber band pulled by hair, but it kept if off my face.  "It's easier to run without 

your hair blowing in your eyes," she said.  She hugged me. 

I wanted to hug Dad, but I knew I'd cry if I did.  So I shook his hand.  "See ya, Dad." 

He shook my hand back.  "See ya, Sara." 

Jeff and I shinnied up the concrete pole. The brambles and bushes were just as hard to get 

through as they had been half an hour ago.  We had a crop of fresh scratches by the time we got 

to climbing the rocks back onto the railroad tracks. 

"Are we going to run down the center of the tracks?" I asked Jeff.  I started running down 

the center of the tracks.  Grass had grown up between the railroad ties and some of the stones had 
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been flung there by the force of the train whooshing by, but it was still easier running than on the 

stones or in the woods. 

Jeff ran beside me.  He didn't say anything. 

"What are we going to talk about all of the way back to town?" I asked him. 

"Nothing," he said. 

I thought instead of talking.  "Who were we going to ask for help when we got back to 

town?  Should we go right to the police station or should we stop at the house and call the 

police? 

            "Oh no," I said outloud. 

Jeff glanced over at me.  "What's the matter?" 

"We're going to have to tell Aunt Lucy something and I don't know what." 

"Why don't we tell her what’s going on?" 

"Who's stupid enough to do that?" I demanded. 

"Don't you think she needs to know? 

"Why does she need to know, Jeff?" 

"You know, Sara.  Why does she need to know?" 

"So she's my Dad's sister.  That doesn't mean much.  Just biology." 

"Paul Jenkins," he said. 

"Paul Jenkins is her boyfriend.  How do we know they're not in this together?" 

"You know better than that, Sara.” 

I did, but I didn't want to admit it.  "Well, maybe he talked her into it." 
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Jeff didn't say anything. 

"Okay, okay, so she probably doesn't know what he's up to.  So why don't we just take 

care of this ourselves.  She can find out about it later." 

"She's going to suspect something when we call the police," Jeff said. 

I kicked a rock with such power that I hurt my toe.  "The stupid cell phone had to be in 

my backpack in the canoe. Why did I have to forget it?" 

 "Let's speed up," Jeff said.  "The quicker we call the police, the quicker we'll get to your 

Dad. 

 Jeff was right about that.  I ran faster to keep up with him, and then I ran faster because I 

kept thinking about Dad and his leg. I kept wondering what Paul Jenkins would do when he 

woke up.   We made it to the house in fifteen minutes.  I timed it.  I think it's a record.  We burst 

in the kitchen door. Aunt Lucy was at the sink peeling something.  She didn't turn around.  

"Wipe your feet," she said. "And sit down.  I want to talk to you." 

I raced to the wall phone.  "Dad's hurt," I told her.  "I have to call the police." 

She dropped a potato on her foot.  She stood staring at me with the potato peeler in her 

hand.  "What do you mean he's hurt?  Where is he?  How bad?" 

"He's in the hole at the foot of the old railroad pump.  His leg's broken and Paul Jenkins is 

after him!" 

She dropped the potato peeler right on top of the potato.  Then she crossed the room and 

grabbed my shoulders.  She shook me.  "This isn't one of your stories is it, Sarah?" 

I twisted free.  "I knew you wouldn't believe me.  You don't even like me.  You just want 
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me to be a girl!" 

"Sarah, I insist that you sit down and calmly tell me what has happened to your father." 

"I already told you," I shouted.  "He's hurt and needs help and I'm going to get it for him.  

For once can't you listen to me, Aunt Lucy?  " 

"You're not being rational, Sarah.  Why would Paul Jenkins want to hurt your father?  All 

of us grew up together.  There are ties between us." 

"Jealousy," I said.   "Jealousy over you and history things." 

She moved toward me and I thought she was going to shake me again.  Then she sat 

down with a thud in a kitchen chair.  She was actually blushing.  I didn't know old maid 

librarians could blush, but Aunt Lucy blushed. While she blushed, I ran to the phone and dialed 

911.  I told the police what had happened to Dad and where they could find him.  "Please hurry," 

I said.  "He's been laying there for awhile and Paul Jenkins is still out there too." 

I hung up the phone.  Jeff was gulping a glass of water like it was Niagara Falls.  "I'll 

grab some splints out of the first aid kit in the bathroom, and then we can head back," I told him.  

Aunt Lucy had disappeared into the bedroom.  Maybe she'd stay in there until we were 

gone.  She came out zipping up her ripped blue jeans.  She had on a sweatshirt and had covered 

her hair with a baseball cap.  She was wearing tennis shoes.  I stared.  "Aunt Lucy?" 

"I can dress the dress," she said.  "Let's go." 

I got splints from the first aid kit while Jeff and Aunt Lucy filled our water bottles.  Then 

we dashed out of the house without even locking the door. 

"Can you run?" Jeff asked her as we walked through the garage. 
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"No," Aunt Lucy said. "But I can bike." 

She grabbed the bicycle that had been my moms.  Jeff grabbed my bike.  I jumped off the 

 back and we took off through town.  Later, I'd have to remember to laugh at the way the people 

on the sidewalks scattered and how they'd stared at Aunt Lucy on a bike.  Right now, I didn't 

have time to laugh.  I was too worried about Dad. 

Twilight slid across the sky and over the treetops as we got outside of town and went 

down the path into the woods. "It's a short cut," Jeff assured us.  "It will take us right where we 

want to be." 

Tree lined the gravel trail on both sides of us.  On the right up a steep bank, the railroad 

track stretched into the horizon.  In front of us flowed water.  I stared at all of the pond and lake 

sized puddles soaking the gravel and wondered how we were going to make it through. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

 

We splashed through six puddles and got so splattered with mud that we looked like we 

had brown measles.  Aunt Lucy turned around.  She had brown mud freckles on her cheeks and 

nose.  "I can't believe it!  This path was like this when your Mom and I were girls!" 

"Did you and Mom ride on this path?" I asked her. 

"Your Mom rode it a lot.  I did once in a while.  Paul used to bring me out here on his 

bike when we were going together." 

"Did you two go out together? Aunt Lucy. 

"We went steady for awhile.  But then Kerry, (my mom I informed Jeff) decided that she 

and Scot were going to join that commune and I went along to look after them.  I promised 

Mother I would. I had to give Paul up." 

"That's a lie, Aunt Lucy.  You liked my Dad better.  That's why you went to the 

commune with him and my Mom." 

Aunt Lucy turned around.  "How do you know how I felt?  You're just a child! How do 

you know how it feels to love someone then lose them forever." 

I couldn't believe it.  Aunt Lucy was crying.  And not just crying.  She was sobbing.  She 

stopped pedaling the bicycle, but the bicycle kept going, until a tree stopped it.  Aunt Lucy 

landed in a puddle that had a thick pasty mud on the bottom.  When she sat up, she wore the mud. 

But she kept crying.  The tears made white canals down her cheeks. 

I jumped off the bike and ran over to her.  "But Aunt Lucy, I do know how it feels.  I lost 
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Mom!  And now I’m losing Dad!  He spends so much time on his work and sometimes I think 

he's going to like you and you two will get married. Then I won’t have anybody!” 

She hugged me.  "That's not the way it'll be, Sarah.  If anything ever did come of me and 

your Dad, you’d still be his daughter.  And mine too." 

Hannah Wilson Smith had talked about  finding dreams after they had been half forgotten, 

pushed out of the way by everyday life and everyday people. Johnny Appleseed had followed his 

dreams all of his life and left the seeds of dreams for other people.  For a minute, just a minute, 

Aunt Lucy looked like Mom. Maybe it was a sunset trick of light, I don't know.   Deep inside I 

knew that she wasn't Mom and didn't look like her at all.  But she was Aunt Lucy and maybe we 

could work on finding a dream together.  "We need to get back to Dad, Aunt Lucy, "I said.  But I 

hugged her back. 

She got up, brushing off her jeans.   She got back on her bike.   "Let's go, Sara." 

Jeff just shook his head as I climbed on the back of my bike. 

"Don't say anything," I told him.  "Just pedal faster than the wind." 

After a few miles the gravel trail ended and the woods grew seriously.  We dragged our 

bikes up the embankment and rode in the middle of the railroad tracks.  We rode along in silence 

for a few minutes.  Then I remembered something.  I turned around and looked backwards down 

the track.  About a mile back a huge beam of light followed us.  It looked like the sun coming in 

like a fly ball.   I tugged on Jeff's shirt.  "Jeff, didn't you say-?" 

The roar of the train's siren interrupted me.  

"After all, this is illegal," Aunt Lucy said as we scrambled back down the embankment. 
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 "The evening train does come through here." 

"We’ll apologize to them later," I said.  The train light lit up the tracks like floodlights.    

We stood in the bushes watching the freight train whiz by.   

"I hope there's no poison ivy in here," Jeff said. 

"Do you think there is?" I yelled. 

"There's lots of it in these woods," Jeff yelled back.  He said something else, but I 

couldn't hear him over the noise of the train. 

The caboose finally whizzed past and we got back on the tracks.  It was getting so dark I 

could barely see the train disappearing into the distance like a smudge of black smoke. 

"We aren't lost, are we?" I asked Jeff. 

"Hey, Aunt Lucy, are we lost?" Jeff yelled. 

"No, we're almost there," Aunt Lucy shouted over her shoulder. "It's just around the next 

bend." 

I felt a lot better about Aunt Lucy, but that didn't keep me from feeling a little bit jealous.  

"How does she know so much?" I grumbled to Jeff. 

"She grew up here, stupid!  Remember?" 

I punched him in the back and felt better. 

I put my hand over my eyes and peered into the darkness. There was a blot against the 

sky like something was climbing up into it.  I pulled Jeff's shirt sleeve so hard I tore it.  "There it 

is!" I shouted.  I jumped off the back of the bike and ran the rest of the way.  Jeff and Aunt Lucy 

were right behind me. 
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"Heoollooo, Scottie!" Aunt Lucy shouted. 

I heard a faint answering "Helloo."  I wasn't even mad at Aunt Lucy for calling Dad 

Scottie.  I just wanted him and my friends to be okay. 

I ran to the edge of the hole.  "Are you guys still down there?" I yelled. 

Dad?  Kelly?  Charlie?  Bruiser?  Zack?  Tom?  Daisy?  

"We're all here," Bruiser said.  "Who's with you?" 

"Jeff and Aunt Lucy.  And we called for help.  The paramedics said they'd get here as 

soon as they could." 

"Scottie, are you there?" Aunt Lucy peered down into the hole. 

"I'm here, Lucy. Come down and give me a kiss." 

"How can we get down there?" Aunt Lucy said.  "He's delirious." 

"Slide down," Jeff said. 

Aunt Lucy slid down.  Me and Jeff slid down.  I felt the dirt rolling all around me and I 

hoped I wouldn't bury anybody.  But I had to get down there.  I followed Charlie's bark to Dad's 

side. 

"How are you doing, Dad?  Does it still hurt a lot?" 

"Enough," he said.  His voice sounded like he was gritting his teeth. 

Aunt Lucy came up next to me.  "Scottie, can you hang on until the medics get here?" 

"I can if you hold my hand," Dad said. 

"How about if Sara holds one hand I hold your other one," Aunt Lucy said. 

"Good," Dad said.  His hand felt moist and sweaty.  I remembered what my Girl Scout 
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First Aid book said about shock and got more nervous. 

Aunt Lucy pulled off her sweatshirt.  Yes, she had on a flannel shirt underneath it.  She 

draped it over Dad's chest.  "Maybe this will help a little.  It shouldn't be too much longer now, 

Scottie." 

Tom must have thought Scottie sounded like a dog too.  He said, "Here Scottie, Scottie." 

And Charlie must have thought Tom was saying "Here, Charlie, Charlie, Charlie, " because he 

barked and tried to fetch Dad for Tom which caused a commotion.  Me and Aunt Lucy both 

pushed Charlie away because we were afraid he would hurt Dad by moving his arm.   

The flashlight beam looked like a train headlight.  For a minute I thought we were back 

on the tracks, racing our bicycles ahead of the oncoming train. From the inky blackness behind 

the flashlight a voice said, "I didn't even have to hunt for you people.  You hollered a path right 

to you." 

Dad's voice sounded weaker.  "Give it up, Paul.  It's too late.  I know the truth." 

"The police are on the way here," I said. 

"You'd better get lost while you still can," Jeff told him. 

"I'm not going anywhere until you give me the sampler and the letter," Paul said. 

"How are you going to make us do that?  We outnumber you, ten to one," I said. 

"NOT TEN, JUST NINE, "Zack whispered. 

"Charlie counts too," I whispered back. 

"OKAY,"Zack agreed, still whispering. 

I heard gravel rattling and felt dirt pouring down.  The flashlight beam waved right and 
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 Paul Jenkins had his arm around Daisy's neck.  "She's my prisoner until you give me 

what I want," he said.  "I can hide out in the woods with her for a long time.  I know them real 

well.  Remember, I grew up around here too.  And the police didn't." 

He moved back to the pipe that went up to the sky. dragging Daisy with him.  "Do you 

want to give up the stuff or give up Daisy for awhile?" 

Three things happened at once.  Tom sneaked up and kicked him in the back of the leg.  

Charlie fetched the flashlight and Aunt Lucy tickled him.   Paul Jenkins didn't have a chance.  He 

fell over and nearly landed on Dad.  

"He landed on old man Wilkins!" Dad said.  

Aunt Lucy laughed so hard she cried.  Or maybe she was crying anyway.  

  Dad had to scoot himself out of the way.  I heard him swearing under his breath, because 

it hurt a lot to move.  Aunt Lucy   sat on Paul's chest and tickled him while I held the flashlight 

and Jeff tore his shirt into strips and tied Paul's hands and legs.  We heard sirens then and Jeff 

and me shinnied up the pole to show them where we were. 

They got Dad back to town in the ambulance.  I felt good because it ran along the railroad 

tracks too.   

"We'll call the railroad people tomorrow," a policeman told me.  "They'll understand 

when we explain it's a matter of rescuing a person." 

Dad's being all right was the last thing I felt good about for a few days.  Jeff and Aunt 

Lucy and me caught a good case of poison ivy from waiting for the train in those bushes.  Maybe 

the train people owe us an apology instead!  Anyway, we spent a few days scratching and 
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slapping on lotion between trying to make Dad comfortable in the living room and telling the 

police the whole story.  Aunt Lucy went with all of us kids to rescue the canoe.  The canoe was 

still where we hid it and my backpack was still under the seat.    The letter and the deed and the 

sampler were still in my backpack.   Dad says that they are of historical significance.  That 

means that he can teach here as long as he wants to and that a lot of people will come to visit our 

little historical museum.  He said that he wouldn't press charges against Paul as long as Paul left 

the state.  

"That's punishment enough," Dad said.  "He grew up here and leaving your home is a big 

deal." He smiled at me.   "Right, Sara." 

"Making a new home can be a bigger deal," I said. "But he can stay way from here."  

"Our little historical museum is turning into a big attraction because of you guys,” Aunt 

Lucy smiled. 

She smiled at us a lot more now. 

A few days later, me and the kids sat on my porch steps.  Aunt Lucy had invited them all 

over for an end of the summer party, since school started Monday.  Jeff and I sat together, 

scratching.  Daisy and Tom sat together holding hands.  Kelly sat on the other side of me reading 

a book.  Zack and Charley lay on the swing sleeping and snoring. 

"I have one question,” I said to Tom.  "How did you get the courage to kick Paul in the 

back of the leg?  He did have Daisy by the neck you know." 

"He was hurting her," Tom said. 

"Duh.  I know that, but -" 
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"She was yelling." Tom said. 

"I didn't hear her yelling." 

"I did" Tom said.  "He was pulling on her earring and that really hurts." 

"He was pulling on my earring and that really hurts," Daisy said. 

I was going to pull on her other earring, but Jeff stopped me He scratched my back and 

that made me think for a few minutes. Johnny Appleseed believed in himself.   Hannah Wilson 

Smith believed in himself. .  So did Daisy in her own way. So did Bruiser and Zack and Jeff and 

Tom and Kelly.    So could I. 

                 I turned around and scratched Jeff’s ear. 

 "Thanks, Johnny Appleseed for dreams and friends and apple seeds growing.. 
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