
CHAPTER ONE
 

 Summer green clothed the rugged slopes and deep valleys of the Ozark Mountains.  
Bears and cougars prowled, coyotes yipped and coons ran, a wealth of birds warbled and 
sang.  It was a beautiful land, and it was a beautiful girl who came to Harkey Hollow.
 e girl was all of eighteen.  Tawny of skin, with corn silk hair, she moved with agile 
grace.  She wore a plain homespun dress, green like the world around her, and nothing 
else.  Her feet were bare.  ey had never known shoes.  
 Scarlet Shannon was her name, and she was where she should not be. Scarlet knew 
better than to come to Harkey Hollow but she was fond of blackberries and they grew 
thick and delicious.  She was wary but sure of herself, ready to "ee should there be cause.  
She pricked her ears and her eyes darted like a doe’s on the lookout for wolves.  
 e vegetation thinned.  Scarlet hunkered behind a sugarberry tree and surveyed the 
hollow.  e blackberry bushes were as thick as ever and hung heavy with plump berries.  
 Save for a few bees and a swallowtail butter"y, nothing moved.  e only sound was 
the tweet of a wren.    
 Scarlet moved into the open.  She heed the old wooden pail she’d brought and 
scooted to the nearest blackberry bush.  She plucked a ripe berry and plopped it into her 
mouth.  Closing her eyes, she chewed slowly, swallowed, and grinned.  She commenced to 
pick berries as fast as her $ngers could "y.  Every so oen she glanced about her.  
 e sun’s golden glow splashed the hollow and the surrounding woodland, lending the 
illusion that all was well.    
 Scarlet went on picking.  For every two she put in the pail she helped herself to 
another.  She plucked and ate, plucked and ate, moving deeper into the patch as she went.  
Once she looked up and saw how far she had gone and took a step as if to turn back but 
shook her head and continued plucking.  
 e cicadas stopped buzzing.  
 Somewhere a squirrel chattered like it was angry and a blue jay screeched noisily.  
 Scarlet’s pail was half full.  She came to a bush with some of the biggest blackberries 
yet and put two in her mouth.  She bent to get at those near the bottom and heard the blue 
jay do more screeching.  Belatedly, she realized what it might mean.  Her $ngers froze 
midway to a berry.  
 Just then the forest became completely still.



 Scarcely breathing, Scarlet raised up high enough to peer over the bushes.  She 
scanned the woods.  A gold$nch and its mate took wing and she studied the shadows 
where the birds had come out of the trees.  Her whole went rigid withdread.  
 Some of the shadows were moving.
 Crouching, Scarlet moved deeper into the patch.  She held the pail with one hand and 
the handle with the other so the handle wouldn’t squeak.  Rounding a bend, she "attened 
on her belly as close to the bushes as she could without being pricked by thorns.  She 
folded her arms and rested her chin on her wrist.  Time crawled.  So did a large black ant, 
practically under her chin.  e temperature climbed.  She closed her eyes and fought the 
tension inside of her.  e crunch of a twig brought her out of herself.  
 Harsh laughter pealed and a voice like the rasp of a $le on a corn cutter  hollered,  
“You might as well show yourself, girl.  We know you’re in there.”
 Scarlet bit her lower lip and felt the blood drain from her face.
 “You hear me?  We were coming for berries and seen you.”
 Quietly, Scarlet rose but stayed stooped over.  By small fractions she unfurled to where 
she could see over the bushes.  
 “We got you surrounded.  You ain’t going to get past us nohow.  Make it easy.  Come 
on out.  You don’t, you’re liable to make us mad.”
 Scarlet counted seven heads.  She dipped low and moved along the path, seeking 
another way out.  But it appeared to be the only path, and meandered helter-skelter.  
Worse, it was taking her deeper into the hollow.
 “We know you ain’t a Harkey,” the voice went on.  “at means you’re one of them.  
You got grit coming here, girl, but it was awful stupid.  What, there ain’t no blackberries 
on your side of the ridge?”  
 Some of the others thought that was funny
 Scarlet almost went past a gap in the bushes.  An animal trail, not as wide as she was, 
but it was better than being cornered.  Flattening and holding the pail in front of her, she 
crawled.  Brambles snatched at her dress and scratched her arms.  
 “I’m patient, missy, but I won’t wait forever,” the voice warned.  “Either you show 
yourself or we’re coming in.  And if you make us do it the hard way there will be hell to 
pay.  We’ll take it out of your hide.”
 Scarlet wasn’t overly scared, yet.  She had con$dence in her ability to outrun them if 
she could $nd her way out without being spotted.  She wriggled along, wincing when she 
was scratched, until she came to the thicket’s edge.  A shadow moved across the opening.  
One of her enemies was out there, pacing back and forth.  
 “Come on, girl,” the voice urged.  “Don’t be this way.  You don’t stand a snowball’s 
chance in hell of getting away.  Come out and I’ll treat you nice.  You have my word.”



 As careful as she could, Scarlet stuck her head out.  A stocky block of muscle with no 
shirt and no shoes had his back to her.  She drew her head back before he turned.
 “Which one are you?” the voice called.  “I don’t know all of you by sight.  ose I’ve 
laid eyes on over to Wareagle won’t hardly ever give me the time of 
day.”
 Scarlet had a sharp retort on the tip of her tongue but she swallowed it.  She slid the 
pail to the opening and deliberately moved the handle so it squeaked.  Dirty feet appeared 
and a freckled face lowered and $ngers as thick as railroad 
spikes reached down.   
 “Rabon!  I done found her pail!”
 Scarlet exploded into motion.  She was out of the gap like a fox-chased cottontail out 
of a hollow log.  Some girls would have scratched or pushed but she punched him "ush on 
the jaw.  He fell onto his backside and grunted, more surprised than anything.  It gained 
her the seconds she needed to wheel and "ee into the forest.  Her pail and the blackberries 
were forgotten.  She had something more important to think of.
 Scarlet "ew.  Shouts and the thud of pounding feet told her they were aer her.  She 
glanced back and her con$dence climbed.  She had a good lead.  ere wasn’t a boy 
anywhere who could catch her when she had a good lead.  She "ew, and she laughed.  Her 
legs were tireless.  She had taken part in footraces since she was knee high to a calf, and 
could go forever.  She needed that stamina now to make it over the crest before they 
caught her.  Once she was on the other side she was in Shannon territory.  ey didn’t dare 
follow.
 Scarlet’s dress whipped about her.  Her long legs "ashed.  e soles of her feet slapped 
the ground in rhythmic beat.  She glanced back again and laughed louder.  She had 
increased her lead by a good ten yards.  She vaulted a log and avoided a boulder and came 
to a leaf covered slope where the footing was treacherous.  She slipped but recovered and 
churned higher.  Something moved in the leaves, a snake, and she bounded aside.  
 A rock missed her ear by a whisker.
 Startled, Scarlet ran faster.  She hadn’t thought they would resort to rocks.  
But then they were Harkeys and as her pa liked to say, the Harkeys were worthless 
no-accounts.  She concentrated on running and only running.  A "at clear stretch gave her 
a chance to put more distance between them.  She was almost to a stand of maples when 
pain "ared in her le leg and it buckled under her and the next thing she knew she was 
tumbling cattywampus.  She hit so hard, the breath was knocked from her lungs.  She lay 
dazed, her ears ringing, her vision blurred, struggling against an inner tide of darkness.  
Voices and a poke in the ribs brought her back to the here and now.  



 Scarlet blinked and looked up and felt like a raccoon must feel when it was ringed by 
dogs. e seven of them were puffing and sweaty from the chase.  Only four wore shirts 
and the shirts they wore were little more than rags with buttons.  e biggest had a shock 
of black hair that fell in bangs over bushy brows.  His dark eyes regarded her as her little 
brother used to regard the hard candy in the general store at Wareagle.  

“Well, well, well.  Ain’t you a looker.”  
Scarlet realized her dress had hiked halfway to her hips.  She sat up and smoothed 

it and stood straight and tall.  Her le leg still hurt and when she put pressure on it, she 
winced.  “Who threw that rock?”

“e one that hit you?” the big one said, and chortled.  “at would be 
me.  Good aim, huh?”

Scarlet hit him.  She punched him on the jaw as she had punched the other one, 
but where the other one went down, the big one didn’t.  His head rocked and  he put his 
hand to his chin and did the last thing she expected; he laughed.

“Not bad.  I’ve been hit harder but only by them that was larger than me, which 
ain’t many.”
 “What do you want?  Who are you, anyhow?”  
 “As if you don’t know.  We’re Harkeys, all of us.  I’m Rabon Harkey and these here are 
my brothers and my cousins.”  
 “You’re a Shannon, ain’t you?” one of the others said.  “You look like a Shannon with 
that yellow hair and those blue eyes.”
 “She’s a Shannon,” Rabon said.  “She can deny it but we know better and now she’s in a 
$x.”
 Scarlet put her hands on her hips.  “I was picking berries.  You had no right to come 
aer me like you done.”
 “You’re on Harkey land,” Rabon said.  “at’s all the right we need.”  He took a step and 
poked her, hard, in the shoulder.  “What, you reckoned that since you’re a girl we’d go easy 
on you?  at you could sneak in and steal our berries and if we caught you we’d let you 
go?”
 “ey’re not your blackberries,” Scarlet said.  “ey’re there for anyone who is of a 
mind to pick them.”
 Rabon shook his head.  “Not if they’re on Harkey land.  Harkey blackberries are for 
Harkeys and no one else.”  He crossed his thick arms across his broad chest.  “e 
question is, what do we do with you?”
 “You let me go or there will be trouble,” Scarlet warned.  “My pa won’t take kindly to 
you mistreating me.  I won’t tell him if you let me be.  I give you my word.”



 “Is that supposed to scare us?”  Rabon snorted and gestured at the one Scarlet had 
punched down at the thicket.  “Are you scared, Woot?”
 “I surely am not, brother,” Woot replied.  “It’ll be a cold day in hell before I’m afeared 
of a Shannon.”

 “What do we do with her?” the smallest and the youngest of them asked.
“We can’t beat her like we would a feller.”
 “Why not, Jimbo?” Woot said.  “It makes no difference to me.  If they’re a Shannon 
they have it coming.”
 Jimbo turned to Rabon.  “It wouldn’t be right hitting a female.  My ma wouldn’t like it.  
Your ma neither.”
 “You ever cut free of those apron strings you might be a man, cousin,” Rabon said.  
“But you’re right.  Pa is always saying as how we need to be nice to ladies.  So we’ll be nice 
to this one if she’s nice to us.”
 New fear clutched at Scarlet.  “How do you mean?”  
 Rabon stood so they were almost touching.  His breath smelled of onions and his teeth 
were yellow.  “You’re more than old enough.  I bet you have already, plenty of times.  A few 
more won’t hardly matter.”
 “No,” Scarlet said.
 “It ain’t like I’m giving you a choice.  It’ll be me $rst and as many of the rest as want, 
and you can be on your way.”
 “No,” Scarlet said, more forcefully.  She went to step around him but he pushed her 
back.
 “I’m not kidding, neither,” Rabon said.  “Here or in the shade yonder.  I’ll let you 
decide that much.”
 Scarlet looked at each of them.  She saw no pity, no mercy, only resentment of who she 
was, or rather, what she was.  e only exception was the young one, 
Jimbo; he was troubled.  She appealed to him, saying, “Your ma wouldn’t like this. 
It’s not decent.”
 “No, it’s not,” Jimbo agreed, and turned to Rabon.  “All she wanted was some 
blackberries.  You do this, everyone in the hills will be against us.”
 “She won’t ever tell,” Rabon said, and took hold of Scarlet’s arm.  “Will you, girl?”
 Before she could respond Jimbo grabbed Rabon’s wrist and pulled his big hand off her.  
“No.  I won’t stand for it, you hear?  She’s free to go.”
 Rabon’s features twisted in amazement and then fury.  Yet he smiled and patted his 
much smaller cousin on the head and said, “We’ll talk about this later.



Right now, the only reason I don’t stomp you into the dirt is because you’re kin.  
Remember that when you wake up.”
 “But I am awake,” Jimbo said.
 “You were,” Rabon said, and punched him.  Rabon’s knuckles were the size of walnuts, 
his $st as large as a sledge.  His blow lied Jimbo onto his heels and sent him sprawling in 
a heap.  Rabon rubbed his $st and regarded the rest.  “Anyone else object?”
 No one did.
 Scarlet rammed her shoulder against Woot and drove him back.  She was through the 
ring in a single leap and took several more strides when iron $ngers locked in her hair and 
she was jerked off balance and slammed to the ground.
She fought but they were too many and too strong.  Her arms and legs were pinned and 
spread and Rabon reared above her.
 “Truth is, girl, I don’t care if your kin $nd out.  I’m tired of the stupid truce.  
My pa and his stories, he had a lot more fun than me.  Now I aim to have me some, thanks 
to you.”  
 And Rabon laughed.



CHAPTER 2

 Mulberry Creek was the heart of Shannon country.  e valley it drained was the 
longest and widest and, as the Shannons liked to boast, the most fertile in the Ozarks.  A 
third of their clan lived along its banks and farmed the adjacent land.  One of the largest of 
those farms, the $elds as well-maintained as a Quaker’s, was that of Buck Shannon.
 Buck was the second oldest of four brothers.  ree were farmers like him.  e fourth 
worked in the mine at Haversaw and only got home at anksgiving and Christmas and 
on special occasions such as weddings or deaths or when someone broke in a new still.
 Buck’’s farm was a hoot and a holler west of Wareagle.  To the east of the settlement, 
over a high ridge, was Harkey country.  
 On this particular morning Buck had hitched the team to the wagon and was on his 
way into Wareagle to buy a bonnet for his wife.  He thought it would make a dandy 
birthday gi.  He whistled the tune to Dixie as the wagon clattered along.  e two mules 
had made the trip so many times, he didn’t have to do anything but sit back and enjoy the 
ride.
 In the wagon bed were his two youngest.  Chace and Cassie were twins, 
Chace the older by seven minutes.  Now sixteen, both had the Shannon yellow hair and 
the Shannon blue eyes.  Both had the Shannon high foreheads and were uncommonly 
good-looking.  Chace wore a shirt his mother had made---the only shirt he owned---and 
britches but no shoes or belt.  Cassie wore a dress the same color as her eyes.  He was 
leaning against the right side, she the le.  A breeze stirred her $ne long hair.
 “It sure is nice of you, Pa, going to all this trouble for ma’s sake,” Cassie remarked.  
 Buck took his corn cob pipe from one pocket and his tobacco pouch from another.  
“She’s stuck by me all these years, it’s the least a man can do.”  He shied and winked at his 
son.  “Take heed, boy.  Your turn at being hitched will come one day.”
 “No, Pa,” Chace said.  “I ain’t ever getting married.”



 “So you think now,” Buck said.  “But you’ll change your mind.  A gal will come along 
and turn your head to where you can’t breathe without her, and you’ll be doomed.”
 Cassie giggled.  “‘Oh, Pa.  You better not let Ma hear you say something like that”  She 
nudged her brother with her toe.  “And you.  What makes you think you’re never taking a 
wife?”
 Chace shrugged.  “I know, is all.”
 “Can’t none of us predict the future.”
 “at’s a fact, boy,” Buck agreed.  “Human nature is human nature.  We all like to think 
we’re different but we’re not.  You’ll get married and you’ll have kids 
and one day you’ll be riding in a wagon just like this one.”  He tapped the bowl of 
his pipe against the seat.  “ere’s nothing new under the sun.”
 Chace raised his blue eyes to the sky.  His weren’t the same shade as his sister’s; they 
were paler, so light a blue that some folks mistook them for grey.
ey had a quality about them that was beyond his years, as if they were the eyes of 
someone much older.  “I know what I know.”
 Buck tamped tobacco into the bowl.  He twisted around and placed his arm across the 
back of the seat.  “You sure are a stubborn cuss.  Sort of like me when I was your age.”
 “I’m nothing like you, Pa,” Chace said matter-of-factly.
 Buck and Cassie swapped glances and Cassie said, “ere you go again.  Always 
staying strange things like that.  You’re a lot like pa.  You have his hair, his chin.”
 “Inside I’m not.”
 “What makes you say that?”
 “Because I’m not.  He’s happy being a farmer.  I could never be.  He’s happy living in a 
cabin.  I could never be.  He’s happy being here,” and Chace motioned to
include the whole of the long valley.  “I could never be.”
 “You worry me, boy, when you talk like that,” Buck said.  “ere’s nothing wrong with 
farming.”
 “Except it’s boring.”
 Buck had taken out a match and wagged it at Chace.  “Here now.  I won’t have my 
livelihood insulted.  Farming is good, decent work.”
 “For those as are interested in good and decent.”
 “Are you saying you’re not?”
 Chace shrugged.
 “Answer me.”  Buck had been worried for some time now about his one and only son.  
e boy kept too much to himself.  Worse, Chace would never open up about his feelings 
or what he was thinking unless he was pressed and even then it was like pulling teeth.    



 Chace turned his pale blue eyes on his father.  “I’m saying your notion of good might 
not be my notion of good.”
 “at makes no kind of sense,” Buck said.  “Good is good.  Bad is bad.  Either you live 
a good life or you live a bad life.”
 “What else can there be?” Cassie asked, watching her brother closely.
 “Explain it to me.”
 “ere’s what people say is good and what people say is bad.  But just because people 
say it don’t make it so.  Maybe my notion of good ain’t the same as theirs.  Maybe my idea 
of good is their notion of bad.”
 “God Almighty,” Buck blurted.  “How do thoughts like that get in your head?  Didn’t 
you pay attention in church all these years?  Haven’t you ever listened to the preacher?”
 “I paid a heap of attention,” Chace said.  “It’s why I know what I know and I’m not shy 
about saying so.”
 Buck shook his head and turned around.  He didn’t know what to say about talk like 
that.  He truly didn’t.  Sometimes he wondered if maybe his boy was addlepated.  At other 
times he wondered if maybe his boy was smarter than the rest of them combined.  
Frowning in annoyance, he struck the match and stuck the 
lit end in the bowl.  He heard whispering behind him but paid it no mind.  e twins 
had been whispering since they were old enough to talk.
 Cassie leaned toward Chace.  “You better be careful saying things like that.  If ma 
found out she’d throw a $t.”
 “It’s her $t,” Chace said.
 “ere you go again.”  Cassie glanced at their pa’s broad back.  “You ever expect we’ll 
burn in hell?  For the bad things, I mean?”
 “Bad according to who?  e parson?”
 “Bad according to me.”
 Chace pressed the sole of his right foot against the sole of her le.  “You think like that, 
you’ll end up just like ma.”
 “I can’t help it.”
 “Yes, you can.  Chace pressed the sole of his le foot to the sole of her right.
He wriggled his toes and she wriggled hers, and she grinned.  “We don’t have to follow in 
their footsteps.  We can make our own life.”
 “I wish I had your con$dence,” Cassie admitted.   
 “You’re my twin,” Chace said.
 “Not in that.”
 “You are where it counts, in here.”  Chace touched his chest over his heart.
 “Two as one.  For as long as we live.”



 Cassie tilted her head back and closed her eyes.  “You make it sound so easy. 
But it’s not.”
 “It’s up to us and no one else,” Chace said.  “We don’t have to live like them.  We don’t 
have to live like anyone.”
 “I’m not as free-minded as you.  I’m sorry.  I wish I was but there it is.  We’re twins but 
we don’t always think alike.  ere are times when I think no one thinks like you do.”
 “You’re getting too serious,” Chace said, and wriggled his toes some more.  “No, we’re 
not always alike.”  Reaching across, he tenderly touched her chin.  “Anyone can tell how 
different we are.  Your nose is longer.”  He laughed and scrunched up his own nose.
 Cassie loved his laugh.  It lit up his face and his eyes and reached her, deep inside.  She 
laughed, too, and cast a quick glance at her father, hoping he didn’t suspect what they were 
talking about.  It would upset him terribly.  He was a good man, even if his idea of good 
wasn’t the same as Chace’s.  
 e wagon clattered on and presently the cluster of buildings that constituted 
Wareagle sprouted where the "atland lay at the base of the high
ridge.  e settlement was smack in the middle between Shannon country and Harkey 
country and considered neutral ground.  Anyone from either clan could go there any 
time.  Old resentments were set aside.  Old hatreds were smothered.  On the surface, at 
least.
 Wareagle wasn’t much, by Yankee standards.  It had a general store and a saloon and 
tavern, both,  and a stable and a blacksmith and a feed and grain and that was pretty much 
it except for the cabins and houses of the $y or so folks who lived there.  
 “Are you excited?” Cassie asked her brother.
 “About going into Wareagle?  I might as well get excited about watching grass grow.”
 “ere are people,” Cassie said.  She loved to socialize.  To see what the woman were 
wearing and what everyone was up to.  
 “I’m not as fond of them as you are.”
 “I have never understood that about you,” Cassie confessed.  “How you can be so cold 
toward everyone.”
 “at’s the parson talking.”
 “No, it is me,” Cassie said.  “I like to mingle with other folks.  I like to talk and dance 
and eat and have a good time.  You’d rather be off in the woods with the bears and the 
squirrels.”
 “It’s not that I don’t like them as much as I don’t trust them,” Chace explained, adding, 
“Everyone except kinfolk.”
 “Strangers don’t always mean us harm.”
 “Harkeys do.”



 Cassie frowned.  “You’re never going to let that go, are you?”
 “No.”
 “You were little.  You didn’t know.  ose boys caught you and beat you but it wasn’t 
like you were close to dying or anything.”
 “e beating was enough,” Chace said.
 Cassie dropped it.  
 Buck stirred and looked back at him, his pipe clamped in a corner of his mouth.  
“We’re almost there.  Remember, I want you younguns to stick close.  I don’t want to have 
to come looking for you when it’s time to go.”
 “Yes, Pa,” Cassie said.
 “Chace?”
 “I’ll kill a horse and boil some glue and glue myself to your backside.  Will that do?”
 “You worry me, boy.  You truly do.”  Buck clucked to the mules.
 e road was Wareagle’s main street.  On the one side was the saloon.  Buck looked at 
it and smacked his lips.  On the other side was the general store.  Buck signed and brought 
the wagon to a stop in front.  He hopped down and offered his hands to Cassie and swung 
her lightly to the boardwalk.  “Remember what I told you two,” he said, and went in.
 Chace lithely leaped down and leaned against a post, his arms across his chest.  “Yes, 
sir,” he said, and chuckled.  “If this place was any more lively it would make a $ne 
cemetery.”
 e heat of the day had driven most indoors.  e street was empty except for a dog 
sniffing at a pile of who-knew-what and a pig and her piglets rooting around a stump.  
Horses were tied to hitch rails and one was drinking from a trough.  
 “Let’s go in,” Cassie prompted.
 “What for?”
 “I want to look at the catalogue.”  
 “You always want to look at the catalogue.” 
 “Please,” Cassie said, and took his hand.  She pulled and he came with her.  
 “You must have it memorized by now.” 
 “So?”  To Cassie, the Sears, Roebuck and Company catalogue was a slice of heaven on 
earth. ree hundred pages of everything there was in the world worth having; dresses, 
gowns, skirts, corsets, hats, bonnets, coats, jackets, shoes, china, silverware, brushes, 
combs, ostrich feathers, plus all that stuff men liked to look at.
She saw her father at the counter with Mr. Steever and she smiled at Mr. Steever  and went 
to the far end and there it was.  Eagerly, she opened it and thumbed the pages.  She 
couldn’t read well but thanks to her ma she could wrestle with words fair enough, and 
besides, the catalogue had pictures of nearly everything.  She turned to one of her favorite 



sections, Girls’ And Misses’ Cloth Dresses.  “Look at how pretty these are,” she said, and 
turned, but Chace was over by the glass cabinet that held the revolvers.  He always liked to 
admire them.  
 Cassie touched a picture of a girl wearing a dresse.  e girl who wore it was blonde, 
like her.  She bent over the page, her mouth moving as she read, “Girl’s dress, made of the 
newest plaid material, in the newest shades, large collar extending from front to back, 
trimmed with lace.”  She stopped reading.  “Oh my,” she said to herself, imagining how she 
would look.  She bent to the page again.  “Pointed yoke in front, made of cashmere to 
match and trimmed with silk gimp.  Two rows of silk gimp around sleeve.”  She stopped 
and said, “Oh my, oh my.”  She ran her $nger to the price.  “One dollar and ninety-eight 
cents.”  It might as well be ten.  She had forty-seven cents to her name and it had taken her 
a year and a half to save that much.  ere was $ne print under the price and she read it 
out loud, “If by mail, postage extra.  irty-two cents.”  
 “Like that one, do you?”
 Cassie nearly jumped.  Her father was at her side, looking over her shoulder.
“I like it the most of everything.”
 “I heard you reading,” Buck said.  “Wish I could read but I ain’t never had the time to 
learn. ank goodness your ma does.” He showed her the bonnet he had just bought.  “Do 
you really think she’ll like this?”
 Cassie had helped him pick it out.  In the catalogue it was called a Ladies’ Gingham 
Sun Bonnet.  It was made of the best gingham and had a shirred hood and 
a cape and bow strings.  It cost twenty-$ve cents.  “She’ll love it, Pa.”
 Just then the bell over the front door tinkled and in came old Doc Witherspoon.  
Usually he was cheerful and smiling but now he was scowling and he saw Buck and came 
straight down the aisle, saying, “My wife told me she saw you come into town.  Here I was, 
ready to send someone to fetch you.”
 “What?” Buck said.  “What for?”
 “It’s your oldest,” Doc Witherspoon said.  
 “Scarlet?  What about her?”
 “You’d best come quick.”




