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Chapter 1

View From Mars’ Hill

“It’s so hot in here. And I’m sick of this book.” Calvin
dropped his book onto the floor beside the lounge chair
where he lay with his injured ankle resting high on a
pillow. Spending a shining summer day immobile in
the house was contrary to the nature of an active
teenage boy. 
“Can’t you make that fan run any faster?” he asked

peevishly.
Marie, the sister just younger than he, jabbed her

needle into her embroidery, dropped her work on the
sofa, and jumped to her feet. “You do look hot. Your
freckles are even red,” she teased, as she bent to exam-
ine the knobs on the large floor fan aimed at the group
of children in the Goods’ living room. 
“It is going as fast as it will go,” she reported,

straightening up and brushing back the damp reddish
curls from her flushed forehead. “What do you expect?
It’s the ‘dog days’ of August.” 
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“What does that mean? ‘Dog days?’ ” asked Julia,
Marie’s next younger sister, as she placed a finger in
her book and looked up.
“I think it means that it’s so hot even the dogs crawl

to a shady spot under the house, hang out their tongues,
and pant,” Marie replied, as she stuffed her embroi-
dery into its bag.
“The dogs can’t crawl under our house. It has a

basement,” Julia objected. She liked to be precise
about everything. 
Marie threw her a “you’re-too-young-to-under-

stand” look and bent over to examine the afghan her
cousin Kathryn was crocheting. Even though it was
ninety degrees, Kathryn managed to look pressed and
cool, her black hair smoothed back into one tight braid
and her ankles neatly crossed. The cousins thought
she looked and acted older than her thirteen years.
Marie, who was an outdoor, energetic, adventurous
type, was actually half a year older.
Kathryn shook out the shades-of-green afghan and

held it up. 
“It’s really pretty,” Marie admired, fingering the

lacy stitches. “But I wouldn’t have the patience. You’re
only about half done, aren’t you?”
Kathryn nodded. “I thought I would have lots of

time to work at it this summer while I am at your house,
but . . .” She smiled ruefully.
“But you’ve had to work too hard,” Calvin finished

for her.
“No, that’s all right, I mean,” Kathryn stammered

in confusion. “I’ve enjoyed the work, I really have,”
she protested. “It’s so interesting working together



and listening to Aunt Laura tell stories about her trav-
els, especially with Mama and Papa being in India this
summer. I just never thought much about people in
other countries before. It makes me eager to travel
myself someday.”
“Well, I sure won’t be traveling very far with this

ankle.” Calvin used his arms to shift his weight and
reposition his sore leg. He winced as he turned the
ankle.
“Does it hurt very much?” asked Kathryn.
“Not unless I move it. But I don’t know what I’m

going to do sitting in this chair for a whole week.”
“You can help us snip beans,” suggested Marie. 
“Hah!” snorted Calvin. Snipping beans was not, in

his mind, a challenging task for a sixteen-year-old man.
“I’d much rather be out helping Dad and Lawrence
put siding on Eric’s house.”
“Even if it’s so hot?” asked Julia, getting up and

standing directly in front of the fan with her arms
spread wide. 
“Yes,” he replied firmly. “I’d much rather be out-

side in the sun and the breeze.” 
Suddenly Calvin groaned loudly. “Oh-h-h,” and

pounded his fist on the arm of his chair.
The three girls looked up in alarm.
“What’s wrong?” they chorused.
“Does your foot hurt?”
Calvin shook his head woefully with the gloomiest

expression on his face. “I just remembered I was sup-
posed to take my driver’s test again this week. Now I
won’t be able to. Oh-h-h.” He shook his head, pound-
ing the chair again as if it were to blame. 

3

View From Mars’ Hill



“You can probably put it off for two weeks,” com-
forted practical Marie.
“TWO WEEKS! Wait another two weeks to get my

license! I was hoping I could do the running around
for the next job.” 
“You probably won’t be able to help with it any-

way,” Marie pointed out. “Your ankle won’t be strong
enough.”
“That’s why I should have my license, so I can do

the driving around. Why did that tractor have to land
on me anyway?”
“Because God wanted it to.” 
Startled, they all turned to look at Jeremy, their

five-year-old brother, who had just appeared from
nowhere. Suzanna, who came between Julia and
Jeremy in age, was right behind him. Jeremy had his
hands cupped around a margarine bowl filled to the
brim with water.
“Jeremy, watch out, you’re dripping on the rug.”

Marie lunged for the margarine bowl and took it from
him. “What is this for?”
“Rowdy. He’s hot and needs a drink.” Jeremy

reached for the bowl that his big sister held just out
of his reach.  
“Why didn’t you fill his bowl from the hose beside

the house?” asked Julia.
“It’s too hot. I didn’t feel like walking so far.”
Marie rolled her eyes. “So you came all the way in

here to get a dish of water instead?” she exclaimed in
astonishment. The reasoning of a five-year-old was
beyond her comprehension. She carried the bowl of
water safely to the kitchen. 
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“Didn’t God allow the tractor to fall on you?” Jeremy
asked, leaning against the lounge chair and studying
Calvin seriously.
“You’re right, chum.” Calvin rumpled his little

brother’s hair. Then he dragged Jeremy into the chair
with him. 
“And I runned,” Jeremy reminded him, as he set-

tled himself comfortably on Calvin’s lap.  
“You sure did. The tractor fell over on top of me

and you ‘runned’ to get Dad.”
“I thought you were dead,” said Suzanna, coming

to lean against his chair. 
“You could have been hurt much worse,” said his

mother as she walked into the room. “We are so thank-
ful you have only a cracked ankle. But this week will
pass, and you will soon be up and going again. Right
now you can help us snip the beans we picked this
morning.”
Calvin groaned. “I think my leg is too sore,” he

objected.
“You don’t use your leg to snip beans,” Marie

reminded Calvin.
“Are you going to tell stories, Mom?” asked Suzanna.
“Yes, I think we’re ready to travel to Europe now.”

* * * * * * *
Kathryn Good was spending the summer with her

Uncle Robert and Aunt Laura in Ontario while her
parents served on the mission field in India. As Kathryn
and her cousins shelled peas and hoed weeds, Aunt
Laura had eased the burden by telling them about a
trip she had taken to Africa, the Holy Land, and Europe
before she was married. In a few weeks, Kathryn’s 
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