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Chapter 1
Fall, 2013

T he evening air was becoming chilly. Dusk crept in, 
but the campfire held it at bay. Marshmallows sizzled. 

Some caught fire and were rejected. Some fell into the dirt. But 
the majority of them disappeared into eager mouths. Adult 
conversations and childish chatter mingled peacefully.

Dorcas sighed and looked around the circle that included 
her husband and children, her siblings, and their spouses 
and children. How she loved her family at times like this! It 
was worth the hassle of packing and the three-hour drive 
to the cabin.

Dorcas was glad to see her husband Cloyd enjoying himself. 
He put in long hours at his job, and she knew a break was good 
for him. It felt good to relax; she didn’t have to think about her 
home bakery for a few days. She had joined a few of the others 
on a lengthy bike ride earlier. Such vigorous exercise wore her 
out, even though the bike trail along Pine Creek was mostly 
level. The scenery, however, had been worth the effort. Whoever 
had nicknamed this area the Pennsylvania Grand Canyon had 
chosen well.

Curtis, her oldest son, was talking with her brother 
Leonard. Her daughters, Lisa, Ornida, and Judy, blended in 
with cousins and aunts and uncles around the fire. Curled 
up in camp chairs or helping the little ones roast marshmal-
lows, they were enjoying the cabin time too. Her two little 
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boys, LaRay and Jerry, were raiding the marshmallow bag. She 
grinned to herself. What would they say if they knew she was 
thinking of them as little boys again? LaRay, her eleven-year-old, 
was easygoing enough to just shrug it off, but for too long Jerry 
had been considered the baby of the family. At seven years old, 
he would be sure to object!

Ah, the children were growing up so fast. Curtis and Lisa 
now attended the church’s youth activities on the weekends, and 
Ornida was eagerly waiting for the moment she was old enough 
to join them. Soon only Judy and the little boys would remain at 
home with her and Cloyd on Sundays. It seemed a mother just 
craved togetherness. If only one member of her family was miss-
ing, it didn’t seem right.

Oh, she would just soak it all in while she could! As the chil-
dren grew older and developed their own schedules, these relax-
ing family times were hard to come by. Maybe this was the 
answer—to occasionally leave Lebanon County with all its obli-
gations, and travel north to Pine Creek where phone service was 
very limited and the distance from home prevented running 
back for this or that.

Curtis and Leonard burst out laughing. They knew each 
other like brothers, those two. They were only eighteen months 
apart in age. Curtis was nearly twenty, so Leonard must be 
twenty-one by now. How time had flown!

Dorcas thought back to the days when both she and her 
mother had run after toddlers. At that stage, the year-and-a-half 
age difference was noticeable, but the gap had gradually closed. 
Through their school years and youth activities, Leonard and 
Curtis had developed a close friendship. They did not look like 
brothers though. Curtis was shorter and stockier than Leonard, 
and their features were different. Curtis had inherited his looks 
from Cloyd, with a round face and a darker complexion.
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Dorcas smiled as Curtis shared his marshmallow with a 
small cousin. Curtis had a special touch with little ones. Just 
then another little cousin ran by and tripped over Curtis’s out-
stretched legs. The little fellow sprawled flat on the ground, but 
before he could even wail, Curtis bent over and helped him up.

Curtis babysitting a little cousin

The way the little fellow stood up while clutching Curtis’s 
hand reminded Dorcas of the day Curtis had been baptized. He 
had stood to his feet in the same nimble way as he grasped the 
bishop’s hand; it had brought tears to her eyes. The scene before 
her almost drew tears again. Curtis gently brushed the dirt from 
the little boy’s shirt and pants, and off he ran, none the worse 
for the wear.

Everyone lingered at the fireside long after the usual bedtime. 
But gradually by twos and threes, yawning folks drifted into the 
cabin. There would be time for more togetherness tomorrow.



4 Peace Like a River

Cloyd Martin family, May 2014

Back: Jerry (7), Curtis (19), Dorcas (Mom), Cloyd (Dad), LaRay (9) 

Front: Judy (13), Ornida (16), Lisa (18)

  
“Can we stay up, Mom?” Jerry begged. “Curtis’ll soon 

be home.”
Dorcas pretended to be thinking his request over, but she 

already knew she’d say yes. She didn’t see the glamour in a dead 
deer, even one with antlers, but Jerry’s anticipation was bubbling 
over to the point that some of it was seeping into her.

“I guess you may,” she replied, and Jerry let out a whoop. He 
stationed himself at the window to watch for his brother.

He was out the door the minute he saw Curtis pull in. So was 
LaRay, followed by Judy. Dorcas pulled on a sweater and went 
to join them.

Cloyd and the boys were admiring the buck. They studied 
the rack and discussed the points and the spread as only hunt-
ers will. Curtis hovered possessively and recounted the miniscule 
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but important details of just how he’d bagged his trophy. This 
was the biggest deer he’d gotten yet.

Curtis and his buck

Dorcas had grabbed the camera on the way out, and now 
Curtis posed with his trophy. “Come on, fellows,” he said to his 
little brothers, “hop on up here for a picture.”

Jerry and LaRay were on the truck in a moment. They joined 
Curtis behind the deer, and Dorcas took another picture of her 
three boys. Although she didn’t really enjoy the all the details 
that went with hunting, she liked to see the thrill it brought to 
her men. But when they began making plans to process the deer, 
she retreated to the house. Enough was enough.

  


