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Chapter 1

Antiquities

“Pass the gravy, please.” Dad’s voice interrupted
the clatter of spoons against dishes as his hungry fam-
ily filled their plates with ham, potatoes, and fresh
green beans. He watched the thick brown gravy pour
from the spout of the small, white china pitcher and
spread over his pile of mashed potatoes. Setting the
pitcher down again and picking up his fork, he asked,
“Did you get Delbert and Grace’s house ready for them
to move into?”
This simple question prompted a variety of

responses from the family. 
“Ha!” Calvin, the sandy-haired, freckle-faced 

sixteen-year-old, grunted. “Ready for foxes to move
into maybe.”
Marie, two years younger than Calvin, laughed

outright at her dad’s question. “It’s going to take a lot
more elbow grease and nails and paint to make that
old house livable,” she declared. She reached for the
jam dish, upsetting her water glass in the process.
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“O-o-oops!” She jumped up, snatched her plate from
the table and, balancing it in one hand, flipped the
plastic tablecloth back to keep the stream from run-
ning onto the floor. 
Julia, sitting next to her, pressed her lips together

and, with an injured air, carefully moved her own plate
aside to avoid the threatening puddle before standing
up to get a dishcloth. “You’re always spilling things,”
she muttered as she mopped up the worst of it so that
Marie could let go of the tablecloth. 
As Marie finished cleaning up her spill, Julia sat

down again and painstakingly rearranged her plate
and silverware. “I think it will be real nice when they
get it finished,” she answered her dad as though there
had been no interruption.
“I’d like to live in an old house like that,” nine-year-

old Suzanna commented enthusiastically. 
“That’s because you are too young to see all the

work involved.” Calvin spoke with the wisdom of his
superior age. “I think they should have dug a big hole
and pushed the whole thing in and started from
scratch.”
“That’s because you are too young to see the money

involved,” said Lawrence. He, the oldest of the Good
children at 18, had continued calmly eating his sup-
per throughout the discussion and the interruption. 
“I think it’s really neat.” Jeremy, age five, who hated

to be called the baby of the family, had an opinion also.
“Me and Randy ’splored the whole house. It had a big
old bell on top of the summer kitchen roof, and Delbert
tied a baler twine to the torn old rope so we could ring
it.”



“Yes, and they rang it until we got tired of it,” said
Marie.
Jeremy threw her a look of annoyance before con-

tinuing. “And upstairs there was a closet in one room
that had no wall at the end of it, and you could go right
through it into the next room. I wish we had a closet
like that, then I could go through into Julia’s room
whenever I wanted.”
“I’m glad we don’t,” said Julia. 
Jeremy wasn’t finished describing the splendors of

the old house. He waved his fork in the air excitedly.
“Outside there are steps that go down into the cellar.
An old door had come down over the steps, but it’s all
rotten, and Delbert put it on the junk pile. And there
was a raccoon nest in the pantry. I wish there would’ve
been babies in it, but they were gone. And in the
kitchen was a big fireplace, but it was all full of old
bricks and junk. It was all black up inside.” 
“You should know,” agreed Julia. “That’s how you

got your hands and face so black.”
“I haven’t heard what you think of Grace and

Delbert’s old house, Kathryn.” Dad looked at Kathryn,
who had been following the conversation but had said
nothing. 
“Well,” said Kathryn, folding her hands primly in

her lap and pursing her lips, “I guess I’ll have to admit
I’m glad it isn’t mine. The dirt and dust and moldy
smell and mice and raccoons and crumbly walls . . .”
she said, shuddering slightly, “would depress me.” 
Kathryn, whose home was in Pennsylvania, was

spending the summer with her Uncle Robert and Aunt
Laura and their family in southern Ontario while her
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parents served on the mission field in India. 
She was the youngest in her family and was enjoy-

ing her stay in this household of lively cousins. She
had lived and worked and played with them for five
weeks now and felt as if she belonged. She was a year
younger than Marie but was much more ladylike and
careful of her clothes and belongings. On the other
hand, Marie had boundless energy and tackled her
work with enthusiasm, while Kathryn preferred to read
a book or crochet on her afghan. Julia, who was twelve,
wanted very much to be like Kathryn and tried hard
to imitate her polished manners. Aunt Laura felt that
all three girls were learning valuable lessons from each
other. 
Aunt Laura, the girls, and Jeremy had spent the

day helping Grace and Delbert, a young couple from
their church. Grace was the daughter of one of Aunt
Laura’s best friends, so she felt almost like family.
Delbert and Grace had been married in the spring and
had been renting an apartment in town. They had just
purchased an old farmyard with very dilapidated build-
ings and were fixing up the old house to live in. 
“Just what did you do today?” Dad asked Mom as

he passed her the bowl of strawberries.
“We mainly tried to clean up some of the dirt and

rubble upstairs. They want to refinish the downstairs
rooms before they move in. The upstairs will be left
until later, but they did need to clean it up a bit.” 
“Was it bad?”
Mom nodded. “It was pretty bad. Delbert and his

brothers shoveled out the piles of old plaster that had
fallen off the ceilings. Then we ripped off the rest of
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the wallpaper and scraped the window frames. They’ll
have to put in new windows, but for now they will just
put plastic over them inside and out.”
“I still say they should bulldoze it down,” repeated

Calvin. “Before they finish, they’ll have more money
in it than in a new house.”
“But they can work at it as they can afford it,”

Lawrence pointed out. “They don’t have to do it all at
once.” 
“I hope that when I get married, I can move into a

finished house,” stated Kathryn decisively. “It doesn’t
have to be new, but at least it should be clean.” She
wrinkled her nose to show her distaste of dirt. 
“Me too,” echoed Julia.
“Oh, I think it would be fun to fix up an old house

like that,” declared Marie. “That house has a lot of
character. I like houses with character. New houses
are so bare and cold. That house has closets and cor-
ners everywhere—a big old brick fireplace, an open
stairway that they can put a wooden railing on, and
the bell, even if it is noisy.” She grinned at Jeremy. 
“I’d like to live in a barn,” Suzanna piped up sud-

denly. 
They all turned to stare at her.
“In a barn?” exclaimed Kathryn and Julia together. 
Suzanna nodded eagerly. Her eyes shone. “When

I go to Jolene’s place, we always play up in the barn.
We play it is our house. The big open space is our liv-
ing room, and it is big enough to run races or skate in.
The big corner off to the side where her dad stores his
old machinery is the kitchen; the old chicken house is
the sewing room, and all the granaries are bedrooms.”
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