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Chapter 1

Kathryn

“I like this verandah,”
Kathryn Good, five-foot-five and thirteen years old,

offered this opinion from her side-saddle perch on the
white painted railing that bordered the porch of her
Uncle Robert’s house.

“It has a . . .” she groped for a suitable descriptive
phrase, “an Old World Charm.” She tilted her dark
head to admire the white board ceiling overhead and
the morning glory vine crawling up the trellis at the
far end of the porch.

“It isn’t exactly a ver-AN-dah,” objected Marie, her
red-haired cousin, just half a year older than Kathryn.
With her right foot she nudged the porch swing on
which she sat, into motion and continued, “Dad wanted
an old-fashioned porch on his house, just like they had
when he was a boy at home. It’s not a ver-an-dah,” she
repeated. “It’s just a porch.”

“What’s the difference?” wondered Julia, Marie’s
twelve-year-old sister, sitting on the railing beside
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Kathryn, trying to imitate her cousin’s ladylike pose.
Julia liked to be precise about everything. 

“Verandah is more . . .” Marie wrinkled her nose
thoughtfully, “more classy, or elegant, I think,” she fin-
ished feebly.

“I don’t think there really is any difference between
a porch and a verandah,” Kathryn admitted. “Verandah
just sounds more elegant.”

“Then I shall call it a verandah from now on,” Julia
determined, looking about as if their ordinary porch
had just taken on a new air. 

Marie gave another shove with her foot, sending
the porch swing careening almost against the wall of
the house behind her. “I’m not sure if I want to call it
a verandah. If it were a verandah, I wouldn’t dare swing
like this.”

“Creak, creak,” agreed the tortured swing.
Kathryn hastily slid farther along the railing to avoid

being hit by the lurching swing. Julia had to hitch her-
self over a bit to make room for her. “No,” she scolded
her sister. “On a verandah you’d have to behave like a
lady, which would be hard for her,” she explained to
Kathryn. 

“Definitely, it will not be a verandah,” agreed Marie,
hanging on tightly as the swing twisted crazily.
Dropping both feet onto the porch floor, she brought
the swing to a stop and jumped up. “What would you
like to see?” she asked Kathryn.

Kathryn stood up and brushed imaginary dust off
her skirt. “Well,” she answered, “I haven’t seen much
of all the work you are supposed to have around here.
There was an awful pile of dishes tonight, but then,



Mama and Papa and I were extra.”
“There is an awful pile of dishes every meal,” Julia

sighed. “You must have hardly any dishes at your house
with only three people at the table!”

“I usually think there are lots because I always have
to wash them all, but there aren’t nearly as many as
you had tonight,” admitted Kathryn.

“We’ll show you the gardens,” decided Marie.
“Then you’ll have a better idea what you are in for.”

She leaped nimbly across the three steps from the
porch to the sidewalk, bending her knees for a soft
landing. The other two girls followed more sedately.

“I’d twist my ankle if I jumped like that,” declared
Kathryn with admiration.

“You should do it more often, then your ankles
would get stronger,” suggested Marie playfully. “The
main garden is back here,” she went on, leading the
way around the house.

Kathryn was the baby in her family, a connotation
she did not appreciate. She had two older sisters and
two brothers, all married. For the past three years she
had been the only child at home. Her papa was a dea-
con in their church in Pennsylvania, and this summer
he had been asked to go to India for three months to
help out while another missionary came home on fur-
lough. 

At first, Kathryn had supposed she would go along
to India, but as the time to leave drew closer, there
seemed to be difficulty obtaining visas and getting
seats on the plane. After much thought, prayer, and
discussion, Papa and Mama had decided it would be
easier for everyone if Kathryn did not go to India.
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Kathryn had had mixed feelings about it. One part of
her was disappointed to miss the excitement and adven-
ture of traveling. On the other hand, she had heard
enough stories about India—the heat and the dirt and
the crowded trains and the cows in the streets—that
she was almost relieved. She was satisfied with the
alternate plan her parents had proposed: that she spend
the summer with her Uncle Robert’s family in Ontario.
She didn’t see her favorite girl cousins very often, and
now she would live with them for three months. Aunt
Laura had said she had enough work to keep an extra
girl busy, so here she was. Tomorrow morning
Grandpas would take her parents to the airport at
Toronto, and she would be on her own.

“Will you be homesick?” Julia asked as they fol-
lowed Marie across the backyard to the gate in the
hedge.

“Oh, I don’t think so,” Kathryn replied confidently.
“Papa and Mama have often gone for meetings for a
week and left me with one of my sisters. I’m used to
it.”

Julia glanced at her tall cousin with respect. She
seemed so much older and more mature than Marie.
Julia wondered briefly how Kathryn would enjoy get-
ting her hands dirty in the garden. 

Seeing the big girls crossing the backyard, Suzanna,
their younger sister, jumped off the swing and ran to
join them. 

“I didn’t know you were done with the dishes
already,” she said, pushing her way between Julia and
Kathryn.

“You sure disappeared fast when it was time for
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dishes,” Julia scolded.
“Mom said I didn’t have to help tonight; there were

enough others around,” Suzanna replied virtuously. 
“How old are you by now?” Kathryn smiled at the

younger girl bouncing beside her.
“Nine. I just had my birthday last month.”
Little Jeremy, followed by his ever-present dog,

Rowdy, came running from the sandbox to join the gar-
den expedition. 

“I’m five,” he informed Kathryn, crowding against
her on the other side.

“O-o-ops.” Kathryn nearly tripped over Rowdy who
was turning excited circles in front of her. 

“Rowdy, get down! Bad doggy!” Jeremy swatted at
Rowdy who now seemed determined to lick Kathryn’s
hand.

Kathryn lifted her hands out of reach and backed
away. “Don’t get me all dirty, you silly dog,” she fussed.

“Down, Rowdy!” commanded Julia, bending to swat
him away. “Kathryn isn’t used to pesky puppies. Go!
Lie down!”

“I don’t mind dogs,” Kathryn amended, “but I don’t
like when they jump all over me.”

Rowdy did not go lie down, but contented himself
instead with pouncing at Jeremy’s untied shoelaces.

“Here it is.” Marie unlatched the garden gate and
nudged it open with her knee. She flung her arms wide
and watched Kathryn for her reaction. 

Before them stretched rows and rows of young peas,
beans, corn, cabbages, and all manner of other green
growing things.

The rows were long, Kathryn noted. “You do have
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