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One More Makes Eight

Seventeen-year-old Dawn Shank sat cross-legged on 
her bed. It was difficult for her to concentrate on Isa-
iah 41, the suggested reading in her Sunday school 

book, but she was trying hard. The November morning was 
still shrouded in darkness. But Dawn wasn’t thinking about 
the darkness. Her thoughts went often to her mother, and her 
prayers followed swiftly. 

Suddenly the phone rang, its shrillness intruding upon the 
early-morning stillness. Dawn jumped up and rushed eagerly 
across the hall to the phone in her parents’ empty bedroom. 
Dawn had been eagerly anticipating this call for the past 
couple of hours. She was quite sure it brought special news.

She hung the phone back on the hook, scarcely able to con-
tain her happiness. 

“Thank You, dear Heavenly Father, for giving our family 
a new little one to love and care for,” she whispered. Happy 
laughter rippled up in her heart. She was probably too old 
to be so excited about a new baby. But she had always loved 
her younger brothers and sisters—especially as babies—
and was eager to help care for this new little sister. She 
remembered how much she had enjoyed her two-year-
old sister Grace as a baby. She had enjoyed Lois too, even 
though she’d been only six when Lois was born. Dawn had 
also enjoyed each of her four brothers as they came along. 
But it was especially exciting to have a new baby sister.  
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Now the family was evenly numbered—four girls and four 
boys.

Dreamily, Dawn returned to her bedroom and picked up her 
comb to attack the tangles in her long blonde hair. “Ouch!” she 
murmured aloud, thinking almost enviously of her sister Lois’s 
short kinky hair, so easy to care for in comparison to her own. 
She glanced at the clock and decided she’d better hurry. It was 
almost six o’clock—soon time to be downstairs in the kitchen. 
Since Mother was not home, Dawn was responsible for mak-
ing breakfast and getting the younger children off to school. 

Joy sparkled in her eyes and reflected from the mirror as 
she quickly coiled her hair into a bun and jabbed in hairpins. 
She could hardly wait to awaken the other children, especially 
Lois and little Grace. How excited they would be! She pinned 
on her head covering, then quickly pulled the covers over 
her bed. Opening the curtains, she gazed briefly out on the 
bleak landscape. The sugar maples in the yard stood leafless 
and barren, their branches stark against the sky. Moonlight 
reflected off the metal roof of the pole shed sitting like a long 
dark shadow below the driveway. It’s going to be a clear day, 
though cold, she thought absently. November 18th—baby’s 
birthday! Tomorrow was the nineteenth and Lois’s twelfth 
birthday. If all went well, Mother and the new baby should be 
home to help celebrate Lois’s special day. 

Dawn knelt beside her bed, opening her Bible once again to 
the Book of Isaiah. This time her mind was at rest—Baby was 
safely here, Mother was doing okay—and Dawn could rejoice 
in God’s provision. “Fear thou not; for I am with thee: be not 
dismayed; for I am thy God: I will strengthen thee; yea, I will 
help thee.” She bowed her head on her arms, beseeching God’s 
grace to help her comprehend and apply His promises to her 
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own life. “For I the Lord thy God will hold thy right hand, 
saying unto thee, Fear not; I will help thee,” she read farther. 
What a promise, Father! Please do hold my hand as I try to be 
responsible in the days ahead, while Mother is not able.

Dawn jumped to her feet, thankful for the privilege of being 
God’s child as she faced another day. 

Fifteen-year-old Dwayne was already in the kitchen tying 
his work shoes when Dawn flipped on the light. His brown 
eyes twinkled and he grinned happily. 

“You’re bright-eyed and bushy-tailed already this morning,” 
Dawn teased.

“At least I’m bushy-tailed,” Dwayne joked, running his hand 
over his tousled mop of curly red hair.

“Were you listening in when Father called?” Dawn asked, 
guessing the reason for Dwayne’s extra-cheerful spirit so early 
in the morning.

Dwayne nodded. “I was. I picked up the phone soon after 
you answered.” His smile grew bigger. “Well, you got the sister 
you wanted so badly! Edward and I would have been happy for 
another man around the place. Father didn’t say a name, did 
he?”

“No. I asked, but he said they didn’t have a name picked yet.”
“She is just a little mite, only six pounds.”
“But she’ll be a baby longer that way. And she’ll grow!” Dawn 

said. Lois had been a month early and had weighed only five 
pounds. Dawn had enjoyed her tiny sister—hardly more than 
doll-sized—and Lois had been healthy and had grown well.

“Anyway, I’m thrilled about the blessing of a new baby 
around the place!” Dawn added.

Dwayne nodded. “I guess babies fit more in the girls’ depart-
ment, but I’ll enjoy her too.” He plopped his foot on the floor. 
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“Guess I’ll see if I can get the 860 awake,” he remarked. “I wish 
Father would sell that old tractor and get something more 
dependable.”

Dawn chuckled sympathetically. “By the way, is Edward 
up?” she asked.

“His alarm clock was ringing away. I think he’s up now,” 
Dwayne responded. He laughed. “I tickled his huge feet stick-
ing out from under the covers, and then shook him good—it 
takes a lot to rouse him. When he comes downstairs, tell him 
I took the tractor to do the chicken house chores. He should 
milk the cow and feed the pigs and rabbits. And he should 
check the trapline if he has time. Tell him I have the spotlight 
charging in the laundry room.”

“Okay. If I can remember all that!” Dawn gathered the things 
she needed to make scrambled eggs for breakfast. So Dwayne 
was taking the tractor to the chicken house this morning.  
Br-r-r, she thought, it’s cold for that! He’ll have to hurry with 
the feeding, in order to be back in time for breakfast.  

Dawn soon heard the old Ford sputtering and coughing up 
the drive and out onto the road. The chicken house sat across 
the road. In daylight and in nice weather, one could cross the 
road on foot and climb through a narrow wooded area to the 
top of the hill. There the chicken house stood sentinel on a 
ridge from which one could see for miles in every direction 
to the copses of pine and oak and sugar maples surrounding 
the Columbia River meandering its way south. On the clearest 
days, a shimmer of water was even visible. 

I’m glad for my dependable younger brother, Dawn thought 
gratefully as she turned to the kitchen sink. He rarely com-
plained about the work he had to do. Father had a responsible 
helper in his oldest son. Dwayne had one more year of school 
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to finish tenth grade, but mornings and evenings he pulled his 
fair share of the workload, and he was able to go ahead capably 
when Father wasn’t around. 

Dawn set the frying pan on the stove and cut some bacon 
into it. Bacon was a treat for the family, and such a special 
morning deserved holiday fare. She broke fifteen eggs into the 
blender, adding the seasonings, milk, and flour as the bacon 
sizzled pleasantly in the frying pan.

Before long, Edward and Conrad stumbled into the kitchen. 
Little Aaron trotted after them, still buttoning his shirt. 
Eight-year-old Conrad immediately lifted the lid and peered 
into the frying pan, perking up instantly. “Bacon! We haven’t 
had bacon for a coon’s age! That will taste good.” 

Dawn grinned at him. Conrad and good food always got 
along well together. But he earned his salt, so she didn’t mind 
cooking the good things he enjoyed.

Thirteen-year-old Edward, who had been standing silently, 
asked suddenly, “Where’s Mother?” He combed his fingers 
through his thick blond hair, disheveling it even more.

“She and Father are at the hospital. We have a new little 
sister, born early this morning!” Dawn announced. 

The boys’ reaction was all she had hoped for. Three faces lit 
up with happy grins. Dawn especially enjoyed the delight on 
Edward’s face and the new sparkle in his eyes, though he said 
not a word.

“I heard the car leave during the night and looked at my 
clock. It said four o’clock. I wondered where Father was going 
at such an hour!” Conrad said, the twinkles in his brown eyes 
very much like Dwayne’s.

“Is that what got you boys up so early this morning?” Dawn 
asked, smiling her heart-happiness at her brothers.


