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THE DAY FROM early morning had been depressingly 
humid. Every human and animal craved cool water, which few 
could find. Motionless air, like sticky steam, came up from the 
Mississippi, then hung over entire Crawford County, four miles 
inland from Harper Landing. The late afternoon sky was run-
ning its colors together, huge spoonfuls of hot reds and much-
too-warm blues. No rain was predicted.

In a clearing stood the screenless, two-story, six-room frame 
house. It was paint hungry, markedly battered, and too small for 
the nine Winchesters.

Lucy added wood to the three-footed, block-leveled cook-
stove, then wiped her forehead with her forearm, one as wet as 
the other.

“Mom,” she exclaimed, “how can you take it? Aren’t you 
almost as hot as this stove?”

The frail, gray-haired woman looked at Lucy and blew her 
breath in the opposite direction. Giving the yellow cornmeal 
mush in the iron kettle one more stir with the long-handled 
wooden spoon, she stepped back and wiped the perspiration 
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from her face and neck with the corner of her faded green ging-
ham apron. “Just about,” came her breathy reply. “But I guess 
every woman in these parts makin’ supper is as hot as I am. Or 
you. There’s nothin’ I know of we can do about it, or we’d do it.”

Mrs. Winchester dropped on a chair by the open window 
and smoothed back her damp hair. “I’ll let it cook a while.” She 
drew several long hot breaths, then tried fanning herself with 
her apron bottom.

“Mom.”
“Yes.”
“Will this be enough since we’re having mush?” Lucy carried 

the brown earthen crock of peeled potatoes from the table to her 
mother.

“Is it more’n half full?” The woman lowered her face close to 
the crock.

“Just about,” answered Lucy, staring at her mother with a 
concerned expression.

She shook her head as she carried the crock back to the table, 
trying to stifle the groan she felt in her throat. “Just to make sure 
it’ll be enough, shall I peel two more big ones?”

“Might be best, Lucy,” she answered, returning to the stove 
once more to stir the hot, bubbling mush on the hot, hot stove. 
“Why not light the lamp? Is it gatherin’ up a storm you think?”

“No, Mom. Why, no!” A startled expression crossed Lucy’s 
young face.

“It’s gettin’ dark early tonight,” insisted Mrs. Winchester.
“Why, Mom!” Lucy’s voice revealed more than astonishment. 

In it was a tinge of pathos mingled with dread. Gently, very 
gently she added, “The sun’s above the barn, Mom. It’ll be weeks 
before the days start getting shorter. Don’t you remember Father 
had me read it to him in the almanac last week?”

“Sure. I remember now.” And she rubbed the back of her neck.
While Lucy sliced the potatoes for frying, she watched 

her mother. She herself was as tall, as strong or stronger, and 
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weighed a little more. Of this she was confident without step-
ping on scales. She glanced at her own strong arms, then her 
mother’s thinning ones. Hers had kneaded many a loaf of bread, 
ironed bushels of garments for the family, from Father down to 
little Corkie. Lucy Winchester was twelve.

“It’s—” Lucy hesitated, debating in her young mind whether 
the truth might hurt her mother’s feelings. Then she ventured 
with added tenderness, “It’s your eyes, Mom.”

Mrs. Winchester nodded knowingly.
For months Lucy had been noticing her mother’s eyesight 

slowly fading. “Oh, Mom, I do wish so you could get glasses.”
“Maybe I can someday when—” Her mother’s sentence hung 

unfinished, but each knew how far in the future that day might 
be.

“Someday,” Lucy muttered under her breath. She felt like 
shouting that evasive word. She had heard her father say it 
repeatedly for the past two years. Someday as soon as we can, 
Mom’ll get them glasses.

She had needed a visit to an oculist when Lucy was ten. Viv-
idly now Lucy recalled the morning when her mother couldn’t 
thread a large-eyed needle, and she had done it for her. Since 
that day Lucy had been sewing on all the buttons, all the patches, 
darning all the socks, needling up all the tears, snags, and slits, 
to help save Mom’s eyes until Father could see his way clear to 
take her along to town for those glasses.

Someday, again sighed Lucy under her breath. It was always 
floating around too high, too far beyond her mother’s reach. 
Every time her father went to town with a load of wood, or ties, 
there was flour to bring home—and sugar, coffee, baking pow-
der, salt, sorghum, plus stockings (few stockings), shoes to be 
repaired, matches, oil, and tobacco; those real necessities that 
don’t grow on big or small farms, or flourish wild on bushes for 
free picking. So Mom’s glasses were still on the list of needs.
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Flossie and Loretta were both old enough to wash dishes, 
make beds, sweep floors, bring in water, or pull weeds in the 
garden. Kenneth was big and smart enough to feed the chickens. 
But somehow all three had a way of dodging work for play and 
pulling the wool over Mom’s eyes. So Lucy baked the bread, the 
biscuits, the pies, the cookies. It was Lucy who told Mom to sit 
down to dry the black-handled knives and forks and the spoons. 
“You can do that without looking. Here, put them in this clean 
bread pan.” So it was Lucy who got dishpan hands. Strong, 
healthy Lucy washed and hung and took down the big wash-
ings, ironed what had to be ironed. It was Lucy who cleaned, 
dusted, swept, and cooked. It was Lucy who missed school more 
than she attended. It was Lucy who learned from her father how 
to cut Kenneth’s, Floyd’s, and little Corkie’s hair, so it would get 
cut when necessary; for Father was in the timber from dawn till 
dark and was too weary to run a home barbershop.

“What are you looking for, Mom?” Lucy turned the pota-
toes. They sputtered in the hot grease, filling the kitchen with a 
savory, salty, raw-potatoey goodness.

“I thought I had a handkerchief here in my apron bib. Must 
have dropped it someplace.”

“Here it is.” Lucy picked up the hand-hemmed flour-sack 
handkerchief and tucked it in her mother’s apron bib, adding 
a pat on one shoulder. “There you are.” She turned the potatoes 
again. They were already a delicious brown. “Say, Mom, do you 
know what Aunt Polly told me yesterday when I took the but-
termilk over?” With swiftly moving hands Lucy started setting 
the table.

“No. What?”
“You couldn’t guess?”
“I’ve not got the slightest idea. What, Lucy? Tell me.”
“Well.” Lucy held a plate in both hands. Her cheeks matched 

the pinkest part of her dress which wasn’t faded as much as the 
back. “She said there’s going to be a preacher from someplace far 
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off, I don’t know where from, but he’s coming to the Black Bend 
Schoolhouse to preach every night for a week.”

“I see. No, I didn’t hear about it.”
“And it starts tonight.” Lucy all but skipped to her mother’s 

nearness. “Can I go, Mom?”
“Is Aunt Polly going?”
“Well, she didn’t say for positive. But I’d think she would. 

She wouldn’t have far to go.” Lucy spoke with increasing excite-
ment and anticipation. “I’m almost sure Emma Davis is going. 
I could meet her at the Knob. Oh, Mom, say I can go. Please 
say yes, Mom.” Lucy was close enough to kiss her mother. “You 
will, won’t you?” She was tall enough to look over her mother’s 
shoulder. She could smell her damp hair. It wasn’t offensive. It 
was just the way Mother’s damp hair smelled.

“But how about coming back home, Lucy? It’s—well, let me 
think about it for a while. After all, your father will have the last 
say about it.”

“I could walk with Emma and Joe to the Knob and run on 
home from there. I wouldn’t be afraid. It’s full moon, Mom. I 
want to go so much. Won’t you please ask Father for me?”

“Want to go where?”
Lucy jumped.
John Winchester hung his frayed straw hat on a nail behind 

the kitchen door, looking at Lucy instead of the nail. His black 
eyes flashed. Lucy tried desperately not to let her father know 
her legs and arms were trembling when she laid the knives and 
forks.

“Where’d you say?” he repeated with a stern tone demanding 
an answer.

“To the schoolhouse, Father.” Lucy scarcely looked up. She 
dropped a fork but found it quickly.

“And what’s agoin’ on there?” John Winchester poured 
water from the wooden bucket into the gray granite basin on 


