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A Whisper to the Reader

The book begins with a theft. | am stealing the title for this introduction from
Mark Twain, but old Sam Clemens knew what he was doing, and anyway, writers
ordinaril yodwdttieomn oirl ntRref aced or AProl ogu
those words and his mind shuts down. ifBor ed
reader for whom Itdrematetvueto-ifé epigodes in Mg lifeafimm i s
father, Donald Adrew Hines, known to friends and family as Don or DaBaddy,
Grandpa or Uncle Donald or Shorty. There were other names as well, but this historical
novel is aimed for family reading. Therefore, the reader must use his imagination for
details of thethes when Donald fiwould turn the air bl
book is local history, a neglected aspect of textbook history that needs to be addressed
and honored. History is more than battles and wars and generals. So for lack of a more
real st i c, modest t erhavefodoi Aongtheiwayaihtendto doemy 6 wi | |
best about proper grammar since | was an English teathere is a certaiprofessional
reputation people expect one to maintain. My primary objective, howeverteit part

of the whole truth as far as it is possible.

This first section is important to prepare you for the epildgnet as original a
term as Twaindés clever opening, but a way to
you know the book endsven as life goes orDad lived over thirty years before | was

around to observe, but stories hover over Boone and Hendricks Cdiketi@flat land
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fog. People talk, especialbolorful people like Aunt Mozella, his sister who lived just

beyond the ssthwest corner of the farm. She insisted that scandal and gossip were

irresistibly delicious, and she admitted that she never closed her ears to a good story.

Some of her comments were troubling | | eft out some of the da
is$0because | ifeds h aarodglileanddidgnany goodtdeedggsnt t hr ou
whatever his sister meant when she hinted th
or fAdidnodét do e n dtwifdo uriexplaihed.|Ifgor rrootheedsanmi | y 0

t han | didnét always wunderstand wdnding Aunt M
stories and depressing anecdotes for someone else to dig up and write down. There are

more than enough of those sad tales included as it staidtancholymemories

haunting central Indiana could fill many more bookdthough B.B. insists on remaining

anonymous, | must thank this generous poet and good friend.

There is an old photograph of Dad and his mother, father, brother, and sisters that
couldservess t he cover of this book, i f itds ever
ear, he and his brother Walter looking bright and hopeful. His sisters are beddisful.
parents already look camorn and discouraged. Donattlistbe twelve or thirteen, fu
of eager anticipation, ready to tackle life. The contrast between this young, brave boy
and the opening scene | had planned when | f
final years was too painful. At first it seemed to make sense to begitheiftmal four
years when | took care of my father, seeing first hand how devastating dementia is. An
opening scene Ain the middle of thingso is ¢

pain was too recent. | ing.i gured | 6d better s
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Since this is just a whispdr,o we v e r , | anérdcentscpne Badiswin & h
fury, refusing to wear a seat bajtabbingf or t he steering wheel as |
Lizton sohecan keep his appointment with Dr. Stopperich, his fine yaloogor at
Hendricks Regional clinic south of Lizton on Hwy #39. Dad is still, at 97, amazingly
strong, and hgerksthe wheel, causing the Dodge to swerve. | pull over and manage to
put him into the back seat with his dog Molly. | make sure the windaalled down
halfway so Molly can stick her nose out to enjoy the passing scenery. Somehow |
navigate the car to the middle of Lizton without wreckamything We turn right at the
flashing red |ight and head s ohutthéis Dad does
fighting an adversary of some kind. Good dog Molly is seemingly untroubled, now
curled up in the back seat corner of the Dodge, waiting for us to do whatever humans
have to do. When we take the right turn into the clinic parking lot, Daill sngjry and
refuses to go into the clinic with me. Kathy, the patient nurse, and Dr. Stopperich himself
come out and talk to him quietly, helping him into the office where Popeye cartoons
bring him back to someplace he remembers. ddutor and nursealm him, bring him
directly into a private room down the hall, and Dad Iséisideme, seeing darkgrey
object as he once described macular degeneration, and hearing paranoid nonsense. How

does aoy, aman get from 1908 to 2007 Why must the journdye filled with potholes

and washed out bridges? Donét ask me. Al
reconstruct the ti mes. I f Dadbés story is en
is sad, well, thatodos |ife, isnod6t it?
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CutAcross,Shorty
| - JoHayes

B.B.1 author of verses

Chapter 1
Convergence

Since giant GM formed in 1908, one hundred years have gone.
Little Donald was born on that Christmas Eve too, only hours before the dawn.

While Donald could seldomif ever, doright; BrotherWaltercould seldom do wrong.
A kick in the headnarredDo n 6 s h e ar i nogldstofpané so strortg.h i n g

Two sisterghentutored Don's speaking ahelpedhim with reading as well.
| When Don entered first grade, but for hegrine was doingemarkablyswell.

* k *

On a snowy Christmas Eve 1908a boywas borrmon a small farnin the middle
of Indiana to a pioneer couple who already had two daughtéis was thesameyear
thatAmerican ingenuitygave birth tadGeneral Mobrsup north inFlint, Michigan
Althoughthe boyhad no way of knowinthathis birth and the birth of GMiould have
convergence, the year 1908 was significant for béthd the boy or GM known of the
unanticipated hazards that lay ahead, neitleerid likely have risked thédlusory ups and
perilousdowns of entrepreneurship, but as both were ignoramfedictablgpitfalls in

the future, they launched into life with high hopesd eventually converged.
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Ora, the boyds f thedoear hecadse & feergecblizzagdovdasn g f or
raging. The young mothero6s sharp cries and
forced her husband out the door. When the stolid father hitched up the horse and made it
through sharp driving sleettotdeo ct or 6s house, however, the d
handwritten note tacked to the front door announced: GONE TO ED BEAMS. The
young father grumbled under his breath, climbed back into the buggy, fighting the angry
wind. He slapped the reins and off thvegnt back down the snowy country road, blinded
by the sl eet. When he rounded the curve befo
and saw the lights. Music and laughter met him as he prodded his horse up the long
dri ve. The b oeda lsrelyilChristinds Eve paity attendeé vy the Ipcal
doctor, who reluctantly went out into the bl

to get a move on and attend to the birth.

Doc Kernodle was a fuloving and haretirinking medical practitionerGossips
sometimes wondered if his partying might interfere with his doctoring, but he was the
only country doctor available for miles around. Ora stomped through the heavy snow to
his rig, climbed into the wagon and indicated with a nod of his hea®ttaK should
follow him. The doctor, laughing into the icy snowfall, stumbled as he climbed into his
buggy and shouted to Or a, iMerry Chri st mas,
that the doctor at | east wasnbprbdbbaebl ygwabed
feeling a thing. He thought about his wife Dora and had anxious pangs of frustration at
the delay. He urged the horse, who knew the way home by heart, to put on the speed.

Never favoring the whip omn,hiDol hgrseOatdra s
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t he war fhe boase tnok off for homeDolly galloped with agile grace around

the end post at the entrance to the Hines farm, but Doc Kernodle, trying to keep up, felt

his rig swaying and tipping as his horse nearlyseisthe driveway on the left. The

horse reared as Doc tried to rein him into a left turn. Thebrougha@oc 6 s pri de anc
tipped over, spilling the doctor into a deep snowdrift. Sobered by the shock of the wet

snow, Doc K groaned and tried to stamdight. He fell back into the drift and lay there

as Ora came over with his hand out to help h
the cold, hadndt moved. The men trudged thr

of the old farm house and ened the front door to the hearty cries of a newborn baby.

The boyhad no need of the doctdraving made his entrance unaidedt the
mother was grateful fdd r . K e ramivald The fatser was skeptical and resented the
doct or 6s bidrwasdearly thee shdete to theovarithey named the baby
Donald Andrew.He was a Hines with strong elements of the Pratt:@aaugho give a
genealogical forecaster a professional headadhespite of hedifficulties, Donald
survived and eveunally thrived. His parents, Ora and Dora, were thrilled to have a son

at last. He also claimed to remember that night in 1908.

Donal dos ,@oldia and Mazdllaveresfascinated with their new brother
They willingly assumed the motherly chorésavingtheir motheDora free to tend to the
endless work of theamily andfarm. One might sayhe capablesistersbrought him up
doublehandedly, leaving their mother to clean houkelaundrycook, make soapend

to the garderand carbeans, tontaes, peaches, and cherri€onsequently, Donald was
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in awe of his competent sisters, who trained Donald to ride in their red wagon and
toleratei even expectincessant babyingThe girls would try to teach Donald to speak

actual words, but he only me highpitched sounds and pointed.

is Donald so slow to talk?06 Gol

=
<
o
3
=
=

<

Now, ,GoHedalel talk when heDbadt sbaneh ér nige

=13

This satisfied Goldia, but Mozella was determined to help her little brgther
up smart. ACome on, Donald; say O6appled and
this clever ruse would work, but Donald merely crawled away, looking for adventure.
The sisterstriett o scare him into talkingMomi®onal d,
she wondédt | ove you anymore.o Mozell a was th
to say Ohorse,d you wondét grow up to be tall
breathing Ahuh, huh, huh, aw, ,luwvhe only w, rse, o

laughed and got away from them.

Donald soon learned to walk, then run, buthe stilildn 6t try t o speak.
sisters, both articulate and bright, took it as a personal challenge that their little brother
was so slow to grasp and use larey g e . AwWhat can this mean? C
retarded?0 one Shispdssbility rosifieé the tviotbright gitsh e r .

iNo, of course not, intelligencafidentyns i n t he
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Then they redoubled ther ef f orts, offering a cookie if h

hol ding out a daisy: fi S a yrheGibtdrsowsre perpiéxed onal d o

After two years had passed, Donald was toddling about, stumbling over rocks,
and picking himself ughut he still was not talking. The two sisters relished showing
young Donald how to climb over the fruit cellar, an underground storage room that
formed a hump of sod in back of the farmhouBenald seemed to enjoy getting dirty.
He dd wa nd eeabarh, drawa to the animals. The pigs delighted him with their
playful, noisy good humor. The cows had a quiet, contented demeanor that calmed
Donal d6s natur d8hlyrneongo$argaet suéfered Donal
love. The collie lay contgedly while Donald climbed over him and took comfort in his
thick fur. His favorite though was the magnificent Belgian, Old Jim, the huge, tireless
drafthorsethat worked in tandem with theg mare Nellie to pull the ploycultivator,
rake and planterDonald crowed with delight when his father lifted him high and put
him onto the gentle Belgian for a ridBonald was king of his world. He never wanted
to come back down to earttindhe protested loudly when his father lifted him up, over,

and, alasback down.

A Midwestern farm is a wonderlard forestedhiding places, buttercup carpets,
and sycamore sentinels. Goldia and Mozella had built d&trege in an old oak tree
behind the barn where they took their treasures: pretty rocks, mysteriowheads,
wildflowers, and cocklebur furniture. The cocklebur weeds had stickery balls with purple

flowers that offered endless possibilities flmilhouse furniture. They gathered bags of
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cocklebursta ake up into the tr e-+eggbhddfarisoers makifger e t he
purpleupholstered chairs, sofas, and other tiny objects for their miniature kingdom.

sunny afternootheir motheDora taught the girls how to maketh | yhock dol |l s. @A°
see,Golde 6 Dora said, i P i c,kurntit bver, ahd youshave yodrr om t he
dol | 6s skien .ooMthien u e dno Caplarsecond dmallsr flowkto z e | |
over her head, and you have a fancy headpiec
Entranced, the sisters made hollyhock glall afternoon, taking the best up to their tree

house for a royal ball in the evening.

Donaldhad little use for hollyhock dolls bidved to look forfun andadventure
outdoors. Childrenwho have freedom and opportunity to explaréarm are the bksed
of the Earth Donald and his sistereamed over the fields, through the woods, and up to
the rounded hill that their father called Th
father to tell them tales of Indian battles and storidsogjuoistribal customs.Ora told
them tales of tribal warfare and explained how the young braves would earn honor by
counting coup, a daring maneuver to find a way to touch your enemy without hurting
him. He showed them how to use flint to make a weafidwey found arrowheads
galore, each one representinga brave warfioonal dés f avorite | ndian
the dogs who saved their master, a story about a faithful, brave dog and his mates who
killed a monster that was threatening their Indian companiomaldaspecially liked the
very brave dog who talked, but when the valiant dog died suffering grievous injuries at
the end of this graphic legend, Donald grew silent and sober. Tears filled his eyes. They

knew he understood t hk’ Mozellawss.certairfieryrotheo ul dn 6t
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was just stubborn and contraryThe children loved playing in the yard under the

enormous oak tree with the swing hanging from the lowest branch. They pushed Donald

in the swing, hi gher eammodtoph Ingedacof calingaupi ng hedd
ASTOP, 0 Donald fell out of the dMedelatp ont o hi
be a premonitiorHer little brother had an alarming predilection falting out of, getting

hit by, andrunning into things He gcked himself uplooked aroundand went about his

business, unharmed at least for the moment.

When Donald was two and a half, his brother Walter was born, complicating
Donal doés | ife but giving him at limst a reaso
wonder at this newniraculouscreature, Donald looked straight iris sisted s ey es and
s ai dbb-brid3t her 0; it was a tr iHissigtéraaidt but al arm
fiDonal d, repeat after me: -BROTHLEIRS s6ted Agai n,
tried againmay be somet hing easier would be better.
Donal d r ebppbatoghbaed B a di dnodt knowiMdhmt her to

come qui ck, DdDmoalad dibs —tmariedhierhantdsd@ncherapron,

cameovers mi | ed at him and said, iSay O6Momma, 6 D
i MM-m-m-mo mma . 0 He smiled ecstatically. Dor abd
6Mommadé; now do it right. o -mmomammdaHso face f e

mother fowned and returned to her workDonald took refuge in their big, furry collie,

put his arms around the dogds neck and conte
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Unfortunately, Donalddés parents subscribe
rearing neatlysumend up in the biblical warning: ASpar
When Donald tried to stammer out a word, he would suffer a swat or a severe look of
disapproval. His world grew dark and oppressive. peisistensisters continued to try
toteach himt h e f r itgshealg buvha yecam®mrose andolemn He tried so
hard to please everybody, but it never seemed to wirkl-I-leave mme al one, 0
Donald saidnore and more frequentlyMaking his situation worséijs kid brother
Walter was learningp talk quickly. Walter was cheerful, genial and eagjng He
spoke precisely and developed a naturaleaily on Everyone loved little Walter.
fiLook, Donal d, He nloitk eMa | tDoe ntaat |die etdgocelbil. O
Sarge,theianci ent <col |l i e. Hed6d sit and hug Sarge

thick, tawny coatvith his hand.

When Walter was still a toddler, their parents had to go away on a business
errand, so they decided the older children were competent to watehtilithey
returned. Goldie, Mozell, and Donald loved to play rowdy games, and all Walter did was
sleep, so Goldie looked around for a safe place for Walter to sleep, out of the way of their
tumbling and chasing. She and Mozell found a hollow stumpenthery calculated he
would be safe. They carefully placed him in the stump wrapped in a blanket. Off they
went, playing followtheleader, stick ball, and games that led them further and further
away from Walter. When their parents returned and asked/Malter was doing, they
looked bewildered. None of the children could remember where they had put Walter.

The search was on. Ora and Dora looked high and low. Walter was nowhere to be
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found. Fear gripped their hearts. They decided he must haveredraff and gone to a

nei ghbordéds house, so they rode over to Covey
there, but Mr. and Mrs. Covey volunteered to help look for Walter. They scoured the
neighborhood until dusk descended, and Dora was in ao$taémic. Suddenly, they

heard a faint wail, a distant crying, and they followed the sound to the stump, where

young Walter was just waking up, wondering what had happened to leave him all alone

in an empty world. Donald took the blame. Afterallhewss | t er 6 s bi g br ot he

Toilet training was a nightmare. Donal d
and his parents were growing frustrated and
before bedtime, contemplating his sorry weaknesses, hwsedsdible. When he had a
certain amount of success, hedd stildl wake u
full of the wrath of a helpless parentoo often Ora would resort &pankinghis sonand
make Donald take his wet bedclothes downisonfiother where she would scold him
again and despair of heroldeon 6 s basic | ife skills. i Wh at
Son?0 Donal d h a@nemarning Donaldeslept late When Dare went
in to see why he tveasheetd§dry. Wigen she shqook Bohatl, hé ou n d
opened his eyes, smiled, and she noticed a bulge in his pajama bottoms. skigfadd

towel into his pajama pants

Donald, his sisters, and his sunny brother Walter lovedatplplely games: hide
and seekiake a daresed rover, and their favorite way to pass the long, gray winter days

indoors: chickamee, chickamee, craymee crdWis rowdy game involved chasing each
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other around a stationary object, trying to grab the one in front and pull the leader dow
Laughing riotously, the four children dashed around théhoggbarlor stove Walter
call ed out, A Cdonalthstumigled and telt itohhot oals, burning both

hands and causing considerable cbouastays and con

out of trouble?0 his mother asked. She favo
burn seemed to make the pain worse. She and
expensive trips to the doct dwithguestibnbblece, so n
salves andinreliable, hom@rownc ur e s . Donal dés skin never he

stuttering grew worse.

Donal dés father tried deagaespetttolhgrdt o t eac
work, but the harder Donald triedtopte@ hi s dad, the worse he bui
been given. Ora would carefully show Donald how to hoe beans, but invariably Donald
would dig up the healthiest bean vines and overlook the worst weeds. His father grew
more and mor e i mPDatniad dt, wietrh ttaHe nkoy:ori wor k
know what wedre goi-eénutohayikéymbYtbler a al dzggr qaca
to the family.o D o n a |frdedomhfranmthis cangtanhcritisismh e a d , |
andh i s p laopetesstpsedc t at i ons. He enviagtbdingWwal t er , wt

wrong andhever failed to amuse and delight.

One afternoon their Uncle Hobart had been visiting and left behind a pack
of cigarettes. Donald found them and surreptitiously slippe@dbkinto his pocket.

Seeing Walter coming through the back screen door, Donald signaled to his brother:
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fi P s s-W-Waltéf, H-look whatlffound . 0 Donald proudly showe:
forbidden prize and motioned for him to follow him out to the barn. The two boys

sneaked through the barn and found a seclagetibehind a haystack. Donadghped

the cigarette pack expertly on his fist the
cigarette out onto the groundValter picked it up warily. Donald tapped thelpagain

and putacigarette into his mouth, glancing at Walter to make sure his younger brother

was proper |y i-Walterd-b-lsolel d b-betwerSyeuet;te e h | i ke t hi s
Donald had also remembered to bring matches he had filched froritctmenk He found

a rock and struck the matdmolding the flame against the end of the cigarette, trying to

suck the air in the way heb6éd seen Uncle Hoba
struck another one t o dgamgDorald Wedlagaia, droppingci gar et
the failed match into the hay and striking another match and holding the flame close to

Wal terds cigarette while his burned in his o

coughing, while smoke curled beneathnthia the haystack.

Around the corner their fatherddenly appeared, looming like an Old Testament
patriarch. He shouted, fAAre. ¥ye Oy ssmataclyed
bucket from the cattle tank, dipped it into the water and tlitremto the hay, soaking
both boys in the bargain. fiSo, you wise guy
Ora dragged both boys into the house, where he dug out two cigars from his box. He
gave one to Donald and t hwantotodkdke mand Wal t er .
Smoke these. 0 Ora took the boys out to the

cigars. A mighty fit of coughing and choking ensued as Donald sucked in air. Walter,
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more timid, coul dnot k dieitmgain,iarsd instructed woth | i t but
boys: ANow, yeodre to smoke those stogies unt
looked forlornly at Walter, who was trying mightily to look nonchalariey were

feeling fortunat e t hawhippihgebutsoobRodaldalizedan 6t gi v e
whipping would have been getting offeasy. Ha i d t o -MWaeletle rs,i cfkl. of Wa
too was turning a pale shade of green, but their father came around periodically to check

on their progr esthoseciydkevmen B&Kgsp amokt . o That

Donald and Walter were in bed early. Neither boy wanted supper. Deathly ill, they

vowed never to touch demon tobacco again. They never did.

The boys loved the work horses their father prized. Thayldvbeg to be
allowed to brustand curry their coats. Ora let Donald, who was older, feed the huge
Belgian beasts and give them water. He wathedoysever to get behind the horses,
but late one afternoon Donald was daydreaming while he hung a@idriliim, his
fatherés favorite. As Donal darustingsousdmned hi s ¢
the hay at the horéefeet. Crawling to investigate, Donald startled Old Jim, who kicked
his back | eg, smashing i nmnhszioubdoraltldyos head, k
the barn floor, inert, unaware the was doomed to lie helpless for hourss fdther had
gone into town for feed. When Ora returned, he broBglig, his trotting mare, into the
barn. He waited until his eyes adjusted toglommy interior shadows, then he Bdlle
to her stall. He spoke to Old Jim, who didn
Il ying at the Belgian giantodos feet. Ora quic

happened? A n Unabée to espend, Ddhald/appieared dead, eavdfear
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stabbed Orads heart. He | ifted him carefull
on their bed in the one big bedrodmwnstairsDor a met him at the door .
happened, Ora? Goodness graciousphek s dead. 0 Ora nodded and
his eyes. Mozella and Goldia came running down the narrow stairs from their attic room.

iwhat happened, Dad? I's Donald hurt?o6 Walte

wondering if it had somehow been hisitta

Belle was still wet and worn out from the trip into town, but @itehed uphe
young mareagain and set off to get the doctor. Wit always after darkou need the
doctor? Ora wonderedde urged the horse on through the night, hoping tletodevas
home. Doc Kernodle answered the door in his nightshirt, looking frazzled, but he quickly
dressed and hitched up his trotting mare to the buggy. Ora led the doctor back to the
farm, opening the front door for him and motioning the girls to statyod the way. The
doctor examined the motionless boy, recommended bed rest and fluids. He left the
family desol at e. Ora complained: fAHow are w
col d?0o Dora cal med him &lhle tgpsaddvinviadrer coul d:

juice or soup. Donét you fret. Heds bound

Donald didndét come roubdar d hwa sOedxrt amtaiyg. nfo

youdve got to get the doctor bamrc&kfatdbnt her e f

desperation went again for the doctor. iDoc
unconsci ous. You nebPd. tkecomel d osaiodnet hiNowy.
been giving him fluids | i ke |sdeterminationtot ed ? 0
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remain cal m. ADoc, my wifeds beewsoug endi nd t
or something down his thrYau .dodDtomrad ddbesn dtot k
arse from yer elbow. Dr. Kernodle, a furoving bachelorhaddeveloped a certain

amount of patience, but Ora irked him with his baaods arrogance.

ifOK, képeam ket me get my bag and Thedl | me et
doctorwas recovering from a long day in his dusty office where patients from all over
Eel Ri ver Township came to be treated. They
bleak, simple waiting room, hoping Doc could make their lives better. Somewidme
sinus problems, dreading the ordeftotton stuffed up theirisus passages, tlileshing
out andthe discomfort. Others had more serious troulhlieg feversfumors, eruptions,
aches and pains of uncertain origin, but Doc had a treatment for everybody. Children
liked the doctor. He was a frepirited soul who enjoyed teasingdgputting them on:
fiSee this hand, no thumb?o Then hedéd pull t
laugh. He knew many string games and slight of hand tricks to entertain his smallest
patients. Giving shots waserwdsalsolaregpert hal | eng
at entertaining his little patients. ét perpetual smédsandbottomless bowl ofandywere
ready for distracting a crying baby swothing a frightenethfant. Doc dés pati ents f ¢
themselves looking forward to the smell of alcofuati mysteriousdrugs, the clean scent
of sterilized equipment and starched uniformA$ the end of the day, however, Doc
Kernodle was flabut tired and in no mood to deal with a house call patient whose state
of unconsciousness wapazzleto him. Hecoul dnd6t r emember anything

medical books.
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When doctor and father arrived back at t h

our boy is stild]l unconscious. He hasndét mov
himHe 6s palde aasDdcohsaltkwo si sters and | ittle Wa
bewil der ed. Awhat if next time itds me?0 th

childhoodworry. The doctor once again examined the lifeless boy. It was so far to the

nearest hospital, tHitle fellow would likely not survive the rough, bumpy roads in a

buggy or wagon. Once again night was coming
give him a shot to make sure the kick in the
officetomorrav and | et me know how hheiéss hoerasce G sn gh oo |

trottingouta cadence that faded into the dusk.

The family ate supper in silence. Dora served the ham and navy bean soup in big
bowl s with cor nbr ead eaanything)and the girls Mbblédtae r wo u |l d
the cornbread, swinging their feet under the table. Ora ate hurriedly, then left the table to
finish up the evening chores at the barn. Dora sent the girls and Walter upstairs to get

ready for bed, but Walter heditae d : i Mo m, do you think Donal dé

=1

Certainly not, Walter. Donald is just s

=1

But Momma, he isndt eating anything, and
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AWalter, you get tDonaldeilbealhrightistheop worryi ng

mo r n i Shgwent to make up cots for her and Ora to sleep near Donald.

Dora and Ora took turns sitting beside Dorialthe bigbed, trying to get him to
swallow water or soupShe thought of all the timdkse boyhadtried so hardn vainto
speak without stammering, had struggled to p
unforgiving nature. She worried that Donald had not grown as a normal boy should. He
was short and seemed almost stunted. It was her famdygreoded. The Pratts were
short. The members of the Hines clan were tall and sturdy. There must be some kind of
maternal family curseDora thought his eyeballs moved behind his eyelid toward
morning, but s ISkefiguredshedas sitired that she was @abably

imagining things. Exhausted, she finally lay down for a nap.

Mozell a woke her with a start. i Mo m, | oo
His hand just moved! Wake up, Mo mmeg ! 0 Gol d
cautiously around the corner. Dora lifted her head off the pillow and stared at her oldest

son, who did indeed seem t @Godbe oowmi sg@gdbackhtet

breathed hopefully. AWalter, gneasfastas and get
his |l egs could carry him and found Ora in th
is trying to tal MomsaiH &érge begandolbariéfianticalty. | i k e

Ora dropped the bridle and hurried through the back door, pasethégnoring

the tin cup although he was thirsty, and wen
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to his son: Awel | | D o n aDonald lockéddbewjldereadHed e ci de t o
seemed to be trying to speak. Wakerled andedgedupcloséaro hi s br ot her: #fl
Donal d, youdre al i v e-tidden brofleizirerh dcrass tharbosmhed her
afraid to speak to him for fear the spell would be broken. It seemed like a miracle.

Gol dia took Donaldés hand andedai &Vvhyfibodabd,
wake up?o Donal d | oo kHigleyanfixedeoontptieervipldne x ed t han
picture on the wall to the | eft of the big b
white horses, nostrils flaring, seeming to stampede oteoframe. He closed his eyes

relieved at the dark escap€he horses terrified him. Then he remembered how he loved

that old picture.His mother prayed in a whisper, and the dog barked excitedly from the

porch. Sarge sensed thatamazingevent wagjoing onjust beyonchis canine world.

Donald grew stronger as the days passed. His mother and father were solicitous
of him, and his sisters showered affection and gifts on him. Mozella brought him her
|l atest arrowhead. i lavelefkthat bBhind ta ive you Some | ndi
courage. o0 Goldia made him a cocklebur teddy
girls had started school and begged their mother to allow them to read to him. Mozella
began reading Gene Sklreastd oth&ShPhamfbaedilo s book nAF
among the library books brought to the school by The Reading Circle wagon, a county
effort to bring library material to rural central Indiaszhool children Mozella began:
fiDonal d, pay at t e nlhdiamanand thisGtoryis aboutan orghan bdyi ves i
named Freckl es. Youbre going to love this s

the Limberlost swamp region of northern Indiana. Mozella was a good reader, and
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whenever she came across a word unfantiidner brother, she would try to explain it.
Walter hung around whenever his sisters were reading to Donald and tried to soak up the

stories.i He vy , Donald, that was a swell story, doi

It was Walter who first disae@red that Donald had lost his hearing in his left ear.
Hedd ask Donald a question and not get an an
si de, Donald would respond. Wal t er asked hi
got hurt when Old Jimkc ked him in the head?0o Mozell a h
hearing too. She had to sit on his right side when she read to him. As long as he was in
bed recovering, she could read and know he heard, but when he was able to get up and
become active agaishe asked if he wanted her to keep reading to him. Donald eagerly
urged her to keep up-mmoe erldadilnfgd ealckude.k bik¥e d
but yyou know, mmy left ear isd-d-d-dead or something. lfffeels real sstopped
up. 0 zelonaddeure she sat on his right side when she read th.&ten, when
school officials arranged a hearing test for the first graders, they discovered Donald was

stone deaf in his left ear. Old Jim had done more permanent damage tléandhkzed

On Saturday nights their father would pack up his fiddle and disappear. The
children asked Dor a, iwhere is Dad going ton
was a fiddler for the Saturday night dances at the community center in North Salem, a
small rural town five miles south down Std&@ead75. The children begged to go with
him, but their parents were adamafithe dances are not for childre® Dor a t ol d t he

emphatically. Occasionally theyodohd hear Or a
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foll owing Saturday night, but he wouldndt ta
there was drinking going on at those dances and once in awhile a fight would break out.

The fiddle tunes hemgandhe lommedrotplaysbmeliwsnana | d 6 s

He liked to sing and would try to learn the songs his mother sang while she
worked.He | i ked to hear fAPretty Red Wingo and i
liked to sing a heatending Irish ballad he often heard his mother sing in hetlom,
alto voice: fANo babydés cry can Dowakeddsher fr
mother sang old Irish songsd Scottish ballads as she did her routine chores. Donald
couldndét help but | earn fiBeyond Bonfni e Banks

I ni s hHerrealzed as he sang the songs he loved that he never stuttered when he

sang. His favorite was #AOh, Danny Boyo; he
taught them how to harmonize, a deloisght and
the most distressful cotterrr ee t hat ever | have seen. They
for the wearindé 06 the green. o His sisters
g u e st i-m-mam, whii ddid they hangthosppeopl e ? 0 TheaheDor a wol

hands, sit down in the rocker, and tell the children sad tales of the downtrodden Irish

under the oppressive rule of the English. Then she added an ironic family aside that

stuck with Donald his whole life. Your grandmother would have turned ovegrigrave

if we had worn green. The Pratts wereRalbtestantae nd wor e or ange. Wedre
Il rish, you know. 0 Donald pondered this and

with those underdog Irish who wore green in defiance of thesBriti
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When the time came for Donald to go to school, his mother took him and his
sisters into town to buy school clothes. Money was tight, and she was frugal, but the
parents were proud and concerned for their reputation in the community. No one wanted
to be thought of as fApoor folksd or fAwhite tr
Ora hitched up Belle to the surrey; the family piled in and off they went in the early
morning. iMomma, can | buy a redvallress for
bright colors. iMaybe Mary Janes would be g
of girlsd shoes with a strapeacrtagdyt he fnaMedH
see,Mozell dondt get your hopes up. s.We hGuovleditao,
the ol dest, was plrdomdg ®ifndg etro glomalk sfemrs epr dict
|l ast all year. Oxfords are better for your
watching for horses and admiring the cattle as they néaeahon to think much about
school outfits. Wal ter was along for the ri
school for two more years, but the trips into town were a rare occasion that thrilled him.
Ora hitched the horse to agi in frontof Fulvir d e r 6 s [CBtopeaandithaati piled
out. In the window was a red plaid dress with a white collar that filled Mozella with
Il onging. fioh, Mo mma , | ook at t hat dr ess. |

Donald and Walter were looking boredesldy, so Ordecided to takéhem with him to

the hardware story around the corner. i We ol I
and have lunch, OK?O0 The boys danced a jig

AAll right, Or a, MozdlddahdGoldimevere entyancad witth er e . 0
Ful wi der 6s. | t, leatherand Vaenidh. Toef woodeniloors Wenetugh
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anduneverbut spotless.The salesladie®oked elegant. Mozella was startled by a

musical clang as the change cylinders slid down leings from the offices above the

sales floor. iMom, what is that?0o asked Moz
correct change and having a system for running the budioesshe offices above in a

privatemezzanine areaGoldia had spottedteveed skirt that she wanted to try on, but

Mozell a was concentrating on the red plaid n
ask that lady if | can try it onDo you thinktheyd hlave it i n my size?0 D
the clerk and askefdr the dressimer daughterdés si ze. The sal e

returned with the dressMozella thought it looked perfe@ora took the girls into a
dressing room. Mozella put the dress on and examined her reflection. Somehow it was

disappointing. Dora examidehe price tag and her heart sank. It was morettiggn

could afford but she thought Mozell abs heart was s
think this dress will do you for school ?0 \"
Mo mma, iduwal igtoyo,d and itoéll do. o The sales |
into a Fulwiderds shopping bag. Gol dia chos

which also went int@ store sack The saleslady put an officiédoking piece of paper

into a preumatic tube, and off it went.

Aftertheymet at Fr an kall lkad ldnchDumdgughthe childrénice
creamsodas It was the first soda Walter had ever tasted, and his eyes dabogal.
reminded Ora that Donald still needed school clothes AiYes, i tos ti me we ¢

knickers and a good sweater. o
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Dor a add e dsturdysdheol shoesentbst of all. His old shoes are worn
out. That boy is so hard on shogs.

Ora sai d, Al ol | take the boys itteen Moor e s
mi nutes in front of the shoe store. o The sa
aloof that Donal d c o uHednad® Donalbféeeltunworthy, gséft out o
he didnét deserve new cl ot hes. onfavhees,be he tho
Donald thought to himselfDonaldtried on brown tweedrckers that were a little loose,
but hedd grow into them. Hi s f atTheeshhoe pi ck ed
store had Buster Brown in the window, so Dorstfdde confilently into the store where
his oldcomicstrip buddy presided The salesmamletermined his shoe siaeadadjusted
brown laceup bootsonto his feeand assured them they would last all yeaonald
wanted to wear them horméhen he saw how poor and weont his old shoel®oked
alongside his new chocolatelored boots. As theleft the shoe store, Donald had a
sinking feeling. His newtiff leathers hoes wer e pinching his toes.
anything bufelt sickt hat hedd ma d e mathebsawghissobes face anel . Hi
assured him that neleathers hoes must be fibr okennoddegdo f or a
but as they walked to their buggynd horseatiently waiting to take them home,
Donal dés feet began t o A&ldthought Hekdughtat hat money
glimpse of himself in the store window and wondered for a second who that short kid

was.
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Chapter 2
The Hendricks School

First Grade and Phonics but Don would not try it.
Stuttering when he spoke, he preferred to betquie

Teachesaidto Lefty Don, AWrite with your right!¢
Don said, they fikd, adha might.

Book Van visits school, sisters lopéking books.
Don checks out the Vahe loves the way it looks.

* k%

Fall was the besttimeofger , i n Donal ddés opinion. He t
brisk air and pungent smell of newly cut hay. The first day of school was hectic. His
sisters were excited but nonchalant as they ate a hot breakfast of pancakes and bacon,
Mozellareminded Donaltbspgp ak c¢cl early and watch his postu
make a good first i mpression, Donal d, o0 she a
Mc Ki nnon. Sheds very nice. o Gol dia disagre
Il eni ent . troStheda dc akniddts .coo, MisB Makinnorgust tribs t@
encourage all the children to participate. o
al ong. iThe school hack wil/l be out front in
forget to wash yourhasd a nd c¢ o mbGraphing their lureclsacks the three
older children dashed past Walter, who stood watching from the sidelines, hoping some
day to be as growap as his brother and sistefie horses tossed their heads as the
driver stopped at thend of the Hines lane and waited for the three to board the hack.

Donald felt shy suddenly as he noticed sever
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both sides of the middle aisle. They eyed him with curiosity as he found a seat by
himself in theback. His sisters called to old school mates from the year before and
pl opped down beside their friends. The driv
donot all ow no misbehavior. | f yoydre good,

Gi d § Kegdp The children never argued with Mr. Scott, and they loved the horses.

The first day of school was a revelation. The children sat at wooden desks with
holesin the upper righhand corner of the litbr ink bottles, grooves for pencigsd
pens The deskop opened to store bookad suppliesvhent h e y  \oeing ased t
Everything smelled newlhere were two stoves for burning wood, one at each end of the
schoolroomDonal d coul dnét take his eyes off the
former studentsEight grades sat together in the schoolroom: first graders on the far left
and eighth graders the far righting the teacheA large blackboard spanned the front,
and the teacherés desk stToeoteacheMissa pl at f orm s
McKinnon, staréd with a morning greeting ampdedge to the American flag. She had
printed her name carefully on the blackboard for the first graders and urged the older
children to help the newcomers feel welcome. She started with phonice fanthgest
studentssounding out the letters on the board and having the students repeat after her.
She gavehem practice printing to put in theiopybooks. The second graders reviewed
a story they remembered from the year before, and Miss McKinnghttthem the
beginnings of cursive writing. The third grade students were starting a simple history of
America, and the teacher got them started on Chapter 1 by having them reathaioud

to themselves silently. She assigned several math problemesftutth grade and
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reviewed multiplication with the fifth graders. The sixth graders were restless, and Miss

McKinnon had to discipline Tommy Kincaid for sailing a paper airplane, but she soon

had them at the board doing long division. The seventh gravkre already reading a

bright blue history textbook, the onlybrande w t ext , cal l ed #AWorl d Hi
Americangd and the eighth graders were assigned
anthology fALiterary Vi si driedtopintth®lettarmtdb d was me
his copybook fronthe blackboard, but the teacher quickly came over and corrected him.
fibDonal d, you should use your right hand for
took the pencil from him and put ittmhis right hand. She moved on to help another

student, while Donald, embarrassed and awkward, fumbled with his pencil and tried to

make the letters neatly. No matter how hard
covertly went back to printing the capitatters with his left hand. Twice more the

teacher corrected him, but Donald invariably slipped back into writing with his left hand.

The teacher was becoming exasperated and students noisy, and to the relief of teacher

and students, lunchtime arrive@he teacher rang a brass bell, and chaos erupted.

The children pushed and hurried out the side door onto the playground carrying
their lunch pails.Picnic tables were scattered aroundbut t here di dndét see:
vacant seatsDonaldfound a bigrock, sat down, antbok out his cheese sandwich. He
looked around at his classmates. Everyone except him seemed to know the others. He
watched the older kids playing games and eating exotic sandwiches, fruit, cupoakes,
cookies. His cheese sandwiéemed to hiraltimateboredom.He was embarrassed by

his brown papesack The other children all seemed to have lunch pa&lis.new shoes

[Formatted: Right: 0.25"

30-



hurt his feet, and his knickers felt uncomfortable. His sisters were ignoring him like
everybody else. Maybéwas because he was printing with his left hemclass or

worse, it must be because he looked foolish. Across the playground he saw the little girl

that someone had pointed out as the daughter of the school bus driver. His heart beat

faster. What &eautiful girl! Her delicate features and blond braidgtivated himShe

was perfection When she looked in his direction, Donald quickly became absorbed in

his cheese sandwich. He glanegtier again, but she stuck her nose in the air. Donald

felt abandoned and lonelye fed scraps of his sandwich to a couple of birds who

seemed to know the territgtfg nd br eat hing a sigh of relief,

signaling afternoon classes.

He was already bored, his mind on roaming the woods atietling crawdads in
the creek. The teacher gave the first graders numbers to copy into their notebooks, and
before he could think what he was doing, Donald began printing with his left hand again.
Mi ss McKinnon, openly exas$hawspakeretdyowi t h hi m,
several timesbout using your right hand for printing. Please switch hands and get to
work. o The teacher soon was absorbed in read
tried to make the numbers with his right hand, but the fingeemed to belong to
somebody else. Soon kkpped back into his lethanded sacrilegeSuddenly behind
him was the teacher with a piece of rope. She was tying his left hand in back of him.
Students all around him began giggling, whispering to edwr diehind their hands. The
humiliation was too much for him to bear. F

laughing at him like everybter st udent i noddanms schodlic Heiwasn ond6s G
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pl eased to remember the mdhstfatherase.itef yi ng cur s
thoughtaboutthe word over and over, surviving the afternoon until the teacher rang her

bell . |l &m never going back, he thought.

That evening at the supper table, Mozella and Goldia told on their miserable
brother, and young Waltéri st ened sympathetically as Donal
forgotten the teacher 6s -wwadse mmmuacheasieoto use hi s

usemyidl-lef t hand, 0 h eslippbdiumeendm-me. 8hiedtd i [dinHtt have to

embarrasgrmel-l-I-l i ke t hat . o His mother and father
sai d, AfiDonal d, you must mind the teacher. o
could feel his disapproval. Wal ter asked, i

backd Donald admitted that i Hebegadpottitg hurt , e

various illnesses to avoid having to go to school.

Next morning the girls were up early, happily getting ready to leave for school,
but Donald had pulled the quilt uper his head. Walter was playing with blocks in the
corner and noticed that Donald wasndt up yet
school ?0 WaTheiréather,scdming ib feoch morning chores, heard Walter and
caught Donald tryingto scrunchlkac under t he sheets. iGet up,
iWhat in tarnatdioom 6d?200 y eDotnhailndk fyrearnt i cal |l y g
pulled them on the best he could under the circumstances. His mother, who was busy in
the kitchen, ®ddcecadkf afNo tDiomel fdor I packed yc

His sisters were already headihgoughthe screen door to wait for the school hack.
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Donald snatched therown bagrom his mother, hair uncombed, face unwashed. The

school hack was coming aroune tborner just as he made it to the end of the driveway.

Fay Scott hailed him with a hearty, fAMornino
Didya oversleep?90 Snickers met Donald as he
way to the back of the hackilr . Scott sl apped the reins on t

load of children made its way inexorably to the Hendricks School. Donald shuddered

with dread. How could he face his classmates? How could he face that pretty little girl?

Miss McKinnon was riging the school bell when the horses halted in front of the
brick schoolhouse. Donaling back and was the last one to enter the dark, forbidding
portals. It made him think of a story his sister Mozella had told him about an Inferno,
where sinners wengunished for eternity. Hoping to be invisible, Donald sunk down into
his desk seat and tried to remember to use his right hand to print. Miss McKinnon was
evidently in a cheery mood, and after awhile Donald lapsed into a daydream featuring the
adorableittle daughter of the school hack driver. He was escorting her to a picnic. She
was gazing lovingly, approvingly into his ey
pierced his dream bubble. Ob!nHe suddenlyrealize¢dle 6d been | eaning on
hand and printing the letters with his left. Miss McKinnon marched to her desk, took out
the humiliating ropeand proceededonceagét i e Donal dés | eft hand
while the students erupted into giggles and mocking laughter. Donald hatsws$igrey
prison walls and endless darkurky hallways with no escape, his arms and legs tied

with dirty, hateful rope.
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At first Donald thought it was an accident, but then he realized the Pennington
boy was throwing spitballs at him. He looked arotmdee Jack Pennington smirking at
him and making an obscene gesture. Donald had heard about the Pennington gang, three
brothers who lived on the edge of Jamestown. Rumor was that their older brother, maybe
twenty, had been in jDainlalanditdméitr unidetresnt awe
but hedd hear d t oningtansaa JackaMaekyandfZatkand Rabij.e P e n
Donald thought you coul dndét theekerdisoovmet hi ng |
parentsOra and Dora; rhyming name®rerot t h at Jackevasnmrthirchgrade
and his brothers had stayed back and were both now in fifth grade. Donald resolved to
keep as much distance between themtandhs he could. Recess and lunch were his
least favorite times of the school day. seliMcKinnon rang the bell for lunch and
everyone filed out. Donald was the last one out since the teacher had to untie him. As he
ate his lunch on his lonely rock, he noticed to his horror that Jack and his brothers were
coming over to Hoiwd.s iftHefyeeDonal do,e tied up,

respond, and Macave him a shove, neattypockinghim off the big rock.

fiH-H-Hey, StSt op it , 0 Donald shouted.

iYou tryind to get us in trouble? Maybe

threateed.

iYeah, better watch yer back, mdsihgorty, 0 st

closer so the Penningtorssvaggered awayut Donald was sick with fear. Now what?
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Those adults wheemind the younger generation, sometimes at commencement,
sometimest the drop of a hat, that their school days are the best years of their lives are
not only repeating a balidced lie. They are exposing their own stnallack of
empathy. Maybe they were the swaggering bullies or the nasty riclofginisir own
almamaters. Shy youngsters know only too well what a cursed, oppressive place school
can be. Victims of mockery, teasing, and disdain are familiar with thetcakebf
turning a per soshamefuflawssA pyaulailtie ibecsy arinst ocal | ed
iTeacherds Peto; a studi ous Wigeredd geriemtiotsaunt ed
of children learn the sing 0 n g,  dNgar niyas nyanya ny® 0 Wh oyotng,ac hes
innocent human beings the insulting names thadthdrchildren tothe quikk : A Du mmy ,
Fat so, Fag, Egghead, Dunce, Creep, d=r k, Sho
grumbling about boys using AGirl o6 as an insu
Why should fAGirl o be anHissisterwa tlearlydibaged] | a had

Donal d tthiokwfladoodnswer.

Could it be that theonfidentkids really do remember school as the best years of
their lives? Donald waghinking abous c ho o | 6 s d ifdlewmgagpainful, me nt s
infuriating scene thatanspired right afteschool. He hadalightedat the end of their
drivewayfrom the school hack, joyful, free as a bird again, anticipating a few hours of
|l iberating outdoor romping with Walter. Hi s
about Dhommliatbd®Bhe teacher had to tie Donal dés

She warned him too, but Kie matharsdlledtk 2 @mpasl d,n doi

[Formatted: Right: 0.25"

35+



you come herAsDdnéddhanghisheabtoe ad0 scol ded hi m: #ADor
realize, ®n, your school dayare the best years of your liff2o u 6 ve shamed your
family. o His fathe¢ei meame hemathdodilawk fédar | i

shame.

AiwWhat s goind on around here now?0o

Dorads instinct was hosbhndbd Dopmaékdi €t ahb
filtés a problem Donal dé sh abnedeend ,h aavnidn gt hien tsecahco

trying to teach him to use his right hand.

Goldia spilled the whol eonhlditongrihntwitahis ng st or
right hand, but he went right ahead and used his left hand, after she reminded him again.
He stutters too andMissdokinhon keepy telinghing puehea k c |l ear
wonodét try to talk t hekiwasy thheidnsko blsgEgso sae dd ut noc. e

took a deep breath and smirked in her superior izmnald kept his head down but

hated her selatisfied righteoust o n e . Why coul dnét she keep h
Ora shouted, fiDonal d, fyegé@r &€ amm 6t e eed/leens ani nlc
teacher, what good are ye ever gqnowdd to be?

Their father didnét use the strap very often
young minds, remembered indelibly by the bruiseswalts. Donald was the brunt of

most of his fatherés wrath and puni shment.
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father the satisfaction of his tears, but it was hopeless. The tears came with every whack,

and with the punishment came the asswahat he was a terrible disappointment to his

father. After his father allowed him to pull up his pants, Donald disappeared upstairs to

nurse his injuriesThe walls of his tiny bedroom clogé on him. He felt as if he

coul dnét br eabttheg.et tTihneg aior hwass n u hkghm Jeann
now, so what use was school ? Life wasnot W 0

fiber and flowed through his body like poison.

How he ever got through that first year of schoolyobrgn al d coul dndét ha
explained. He continued to lapse into his sinfutfefhdedness whenever the teacher
forgot to tie the offending hand behind his back. He dreaded the teasing and mockery of
the children around him, especially the class bullies. Emwd each class have its own
appointed bully? They seemed to be randomly scattered around the schoolroom just
waiting for him to do something stupid or aw
turned, spitball§lew toward him. At recess no one chdse for a ballteam orpicked
him to be orherside in red rover. The humiliation of always being the last chassma
pit of despair. HEBi It & o iugdand B nmaidfcharacterl 6 s b ook
encountering obstacles andarly falling intoditchesandpits. He liked the sound of
iThe Sl ough of Despond. o0 He wasndét too sure
be like quicksand or a pit full of snakelde wished he could fill the slough full of bullies
and watch them drown in their owpis He longed for summer skies and even yearned

for spring chores,rgithing to get him free from tise four walls of confinement.
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Second grade was an improvement. His father had decided that he was old
enough to help with major farm warklowing, planting, and raking on top of his routine
chores, so spring and summer were taken up with dawn to sunsetHabiather would
say, i Come &mM,grDowmiand ,upy fast, Baclkdtot he f ar m
school didnét s oullditdewv onbeandawhila Misd Melirmaen he cou
had finally broken him of using his left hand by the end of first grade. His mother had
continued making him practice printing his letters and numbers in the warm summer
evenings. She kept an eye on him while did dishes and made sure he was using his
right hand. Life was so tedious. Summer was made for roaming and collecting, running
and exploring.He admired Will Rogers, who spun lariats, did rope tricks, and told funny
stories. He bet old Will Rogersthan 6t wast ed his childhood prin
plowing the back forty.So his second year at the Hendricks School began with an
optimism based on contrast. It would be a r

how strong and tanehé d g r rathe summer.e

How can a boy live withouthopele 6d tri ed hard to pay atte
school work done, but his speech defect and shyness continued to make school an ordeal

as the days crawled byOne brightmorning,Mozella woke Donald up h a big smile

and eyeso match iwWwake up, wake up, Donal d. Today
library lady from town is bringing us lots of books. Comeon Get up. 0 Donal d
but Mozella persisted. AMomdsn @otd hue alyf apt

Mozella danced away, and Donald tried to open his elesv could his sisters be so
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positive about school? They were girls; that was it. Girls were naturally suited to school.

Boy

S

werenot .

It

wasnoét fair.

Donald began to stir, piing on a sockknowing his choiceabout school were

limited. Heyawned, daring to hope that today would be an improvement on the disaster

that school was proving to be so f&éte smelled breakfast, a heavenly combination of

coffee, bacon, eggs, panesk and maple syrup. His sisters were arguing about the

l' i braryos

eno

u

gh to 1| as

t

annual

al

event: AWhy dondt they | et

I year, 0 Goldia grumbl ed.

Mozella was grateful that the librarian came around to their littlecdctall.
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heard? Theyodére bringing th

el ess carriages! o

No! | donoét

mobil es?0

| donoét know.

e going t

(o]

believe it. How can

Ma y bked oh dr sojnétHing. Cloraewoe.

miss the school hack.

they g

a wago

You kn

Once again, Donald dashed out the door, the screen banging behind him, no time

for breakfast. His mother had put his lut@dginto his fist as he le¢fand handed him an

€gg

sandwi ch.

At

The 8cott horkes pulled up latdhe fiont pest ar v e .
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just as the children made it to the end of t
day, aindét it?0o D o n andda dowrs Danaldestumblel avera d t hei
boyés foot at he madewlwias cWwaytto hlkeechatled c
engulfed him. Oh, no, he thought, here goes another day just like the others. He sat by

the back window and watched the fielttsaf by, cattle grazing in the morning light, the

creek winding through the poplar and hickory
spending a perfect fall dagside those four dustywalld,uc ki ng t he teacher 6s
trying to avoid talking aloudHow was school going to help him succeed in life? He

wanted to own a business, marry a pretty girl, buy a big farm and gett@h.in Sam

Hill was printing and reading, adding and subtracting going to help him do all that? Lost

in his daydream,walci ng a Cooper ds hawk soar and swoop
one to enter the building again. Miss McKinnon eyed him criticdllC o me on, Donal d

Doné6t dawdl e. ofiWEhémvehansmixlcedi ng day await:i

Donald struggled to replyi Yy-y-yes, Miss MM-Mc-Ki nnon. 0 He found
desk, sank into his seat, and opened his notebook. After the morning exercises, the
teacher | ooked out the window and announced:
van, and this time there are no harsecessary. This is the"2Gentury, the Century of
the Automobile The children whispered to each other breathlessly, trying to see the
modern vehicle. The teacher restored order, and in the door capeungladies
dressed in fashionable skirtstivbustles, matching kg gloves, hair swept up into
Gibson Girl coiffure, and highbutton shoes with French heelBhey were carrying

books and smiling at the students. Donal doés
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Mozella was already thinkh of books and authors shedd heal
had brought with them. Donald too was captivated by the two ditiese young
womenwerecollegestudents from Central Normal in Danville, earning credits toward

their educatiomlegreesThey hadhe enthusiasm of the young but the mature appearance

that collegiate life cultivates. The children were entrancgoldia was trying to

memorize the way their skirts draped from their narrow waists and their posture enhanced

the stylish outfits. Shead made up her mind: teaching school was to be her goal in life.

Miss McKinnon lined the children up by grades. They were allowed to pick out
fourbooks each for their school l'ibrary and br
Mozella eagerly looketbr Gene Stratton Porter @fioundGirl of the Limberlosand
Laddie She was thrilled beyond words to be surrounded by books. The authors called
out to her: Mark TwainSir Walter ScottRing LardnerCarefully lifting her Porter
novelsoff the van shi, she looked for two more. Mark Twain would be a good choice.

She foundPersonal Recollections of Joan of AedP u d d 6 n h e at lat®ifairhs o n
short and the Joan of Arc book thick and int
her pulse racig. She felt as if she held a treasure in her arms. Donald was more

interested in the book van itself. It wafkeliance trucknearly new, that had been

rigged out to haul books on makeshift shelves. He sneaked away from the crowd of

students insidéehe traveling library to admire the shiny hood and chrome trim. He was

captivated by the running board and retractable windscreen. The Horseless Carriage:

what an invention! He had heard about Henry Ford and his revolutionary Model T, the

car for everyma, in any coloh e @aht, as long as it was blacKis father liked to read
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the newspaper aloud at the dinner table, and he remembered hearing stories about the

fichur cfpmabiClae hol i c Church rig thaTexasarried r
city, maybe Dallas His father had made some cynical remark about the wealthy Papists,

but Donal ddéds appetite was keen for more know
steps allowed the children to climb safely into the back of the truck to pick outdks.bo

Donald had no idea which books to choose, so he selected four slim volumes, looking for

colorful coverswith dogs or horsesnothem.

Each student could check out one library book to take home, so Mozella checked
outGirl of the Limberlosand Don#d checked out a thin book about dogs. Goldia found
a book by Charles Dickens. On the way home, his sisters were eagerly rehashing the
bookmobil e adventur e, di scussing the visitor
Donald watched a herd of shéepy  a n e i g hthe schabldhackumpeed along s
the gravel road toward home. His head was full of dreams of driving a horseless carriage,
maybe inventing new devices to make the cars and trucks easier to driepaindHe
had heard their fatheliscussing the possibility of buying a used Oakland a neighboring
farmer wanted to sell. Head his heart set amModel T, but anything with four wheels
would be fine with him.With the Great War going on, he wanted to be ready to serve his
country, mgbe drive a military truck or, better yet, fly one of those Sopwith Strutters
hedd heard his father r &hedliesnbedadtyourigment he | ndi
with real courage, and Donald was headed fbg3 a d e . He coul dno6t wai't

about his plans to learn to drive.
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The year Walter started to schoolveas banner year for both bo»
relaxed and humorous approach to life made his transitiondtadoorfun to school
tedumeasi er, and conseque ntsunpier. Thofourndftdetns s c ho ol
had a rhythm going: up early, barn chores for the boys, hot breakfast for the whole
family, hearing the newspaper stories for the day from their father while they ate, their
mot her making sure tfkegr dliidntdean ftoa gteti sa,ndy t Hii
announcedi Mont ana el ects first woman to the | egqgi
represent the western state in Congress. Se
everybody in this countr yplagningtGattetndthea was four
teachersé college in Danville as soon as she
teach at Hendricks School as soon as she was qualified. Madilelve considered
herself a teenager as well and hoped to attend Intliaiversity, but she knew their
financial constraints might limit her education to the economical Central Normal College
too. She asked her f at her Qradgighdd and sade ws i s t h
AfiToo much killing. Thase Gesmaowyregp&highabd
thought someday hireodedof thobdjplamesamrdput &stop o theiry
war machineHe was i mpatient . | &m so small , he th
needs meThe War semed a million miles awayPresidenWilson was doing his best
to maintain a policy of neutrality for the U.S., Ora insisted, but they listened intently
when their father read from the Star about Prussian atrocities, the German sufmarine

the Hun menace.
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Walter was such a ldble kid that some of his appeal rubbed off on Donald, who
was now in &' grade with the higher status that entailed. The trouble was that the two
brothers loved mischief and were tempted to devise ways of making the schommay

entertaining for evelyody, except the teacher. Cotelly morning Walter ran to catch

up to Donald, who was waiting for the school
|l 6ve got. o Wal ter opened a paper sack caref
absorbedindtool gossip. Donald smil edddoywu see a f
p-p-p-plantodoww-wi t h  hi m? 0 Wal terds eyes |lit up.
to the big kids, Il &m gonna put it in her bot
erasers. e 61 | be surprised all right. o

Donald | aughed, i magi ni n{gV-Wah et etre a cbhuetr 6dso nri

getmm-m-me intott-t r o u b | e .-n-noughbtnouble with Ehriss McK-k-kinnon

alreadyo

ADondt worry, Donal d,iog garletde ri tr eaalsls uoruetd. h

cinch. o

When the school hack arrived the schogIMiss McKinnon was ringing her bell,
smiling at her students as they came through the door. Walter whispered to Donald,
AfSheds in;atdhosdWanodhhiedssMcKinnon chatted with one
of herfavorite §gr ade boys at the front entrance, Wal

elevated desk with his innocelobking brownsack opened the bottonrawer, and
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dumped thehubbytoadontothe erasers, shuttinge drawer silently. Walter moved so

stealthily and looked so innocent that only Timmy Gochenaur saw it happen. As Walter

slid into his seat, he saw Timmy watching him. Walter put his finger to his lips, signaling
silence, while Donald watcheginpressedvi t h  hi s laudbadtyl ®hekedid t her 6 s
Walter get his comic skill? Howould hemaneuver so gracefully? Why was he able to

el ude t he t ewherDenaldcsuldsaver espapesingdance? He knew

hedd never be alkéthisan@m pul |l off a cape

The morning passed quickly, and nothing out of the ordinary happened until
Timmy was called to the blackboard. He finishedanithmeticproblem,and thersaid,
AiMi ss McKinnon, this eraser i sterschoolédor ed wi th
you. Can | wuse a new one for now?o0 The tea
and reached down to open the bottom drawer. Thetpadr which had been trapped in
the strange, dark place all mornitegped frantically at MissMckinon és f ace, | anc
in her lap She shriekednd jumped out of her chairightening the toad, which began
leaping fromdeskto desk. It was desperate to escape the pandemdraughter and
shouts erupted all over the roomittle girls were screamiy trying to get away from the
creature.Jack and Mack Pennington were exploiting the chaos to push and grab at
Donald and Walter, who looked worried in spite of his big gBoys were trying to
catch the toad, knocking over ink wells and bumping in&oflag stand. The teacher
rescued Old Glory before it hit the floandshoued, i Or der ! Children, ta

Take your seats right now!o
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The toad fortunately leaped toward the light and fresh air, finally escaping
through the doorat freedom.Miss McKinnoncaught her breath, brushed her hair away
from her face, straightened her dress, and g
is no longer in the schoolroom, and whoever put the toad in my drawer will be punished.
Please resume yourstons 0 By this ti me i,breathmgasghoon, and
of relief, rang her lunch bell for the lunch hour, relieved to see the students filing out to
the playground. She caught her breath and began to devise a plan for catching the
perpetrato. This had to be pinched in the bud. There was only one of her and over forty
students, the older boys stronger thanwagby a long shot. She searched the desks for
clues but couldndt see any incri msakant i ng evi
the floor next tt e oDaluehlbadg&idce theestuttents were all
outside eating their luncheshile two of the &' grade girls supervisedwalter had
dropped the bag in the aistehis haste to escape detectidviiss McKinnon picked it up
and thought about the situatioBhe wondered if thimi ght have been Donal d
retaliation for her punishing him. Shedéd ha
right hand for printing or wrfatoibyfgrcingand she
him to write the normal way. Shead readhat tying his left hand feénd him would
eventually achieve results. She veéreadyconvinced that his stammering and sullen
looks were ways to get back at hégnoring her own lunch, she cided to deal with the
culprit right away: AStrike while the iron i

She went to the door and spotted Donald sitting alone under a tree, finishing his lunch.
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fiDonal d, come in her e edfpihthadmeawvap Mi ss Mc Ki
Donal dés heart sank. Oh no, h Eis rirfdcaced.h t , | k n
How could he protect Walter while defending himself? He was innocent, or at least no
more than an accomplice, but Timmy was as guilty as he Was teacher closed the
door quietly and | ooked Donald in the eye: A
dr awer ? | want the truth.o DBrenn, &HMe 6 fme | t t ea

| d-d-d-d i d ténest

nALl I right, rDbéotnaddmi ti fwhyaotu ywoubdve done, |
whol e student body in detention after school
his head and feliopelessnessngulfh i m. There was no justice.

was he going to do? Aftéine teacher rang the bell to resume classes, she announced that
unless the guilty party confessed, the students would all be held for an hour after school

to serve detentionA loud chorus of groans washed over Donald.

iBut Mi ss PRdm8rdamroont,edst ed, fimy daddy and |
dentist right Ferfwaethe class ltranpd sthaghstaderit whd had

considerable influence with the teacher. This time, however, the teacher was firm.

AiThat 60 sFetnodo tbhaed etpelaicehde,r AiUnl ess the studen

class confesses, the group will have to be p
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Donald was watching his little brotherds
He rarely cried, but wh eThe dlder bbthed suddBntynal d cou

st oo d -Migs McKifirdn, it was mm-m-my f-f-f aul tssor I § mo

Mi ss McKinnon | ooked relieved. fiDonal d, c
her ruler. iPut your |l eft hand teachemhf desk. 0
his hand as hard as she could three times i Al | right, Donal d, you \

the day i n t hvesiccedulowesThe dunce dhair@ &lé waas only trying to

protect Walter. He thought of the soldiers in the war who wapéured and tortured by

the enemy. This clhebddnidavdet @aspbadt acse t haitn
stalwart. Stalwart?The word just popped into his head, but it seemed to fit. What did it

mean anyway? He 6 d a Shkeaftérnosn, heweseet, was esndles§ aser s c h
he stared at the rough, whitewashed wall. He noticed that there were gaps between the

chimney and the roof. The wood stoves that heated the schoolhouse were going full blast

to counter the November chill. Maybe the@ahwould catch on firand all the kids

would escape except for the PenningtoHs felt better.

Miss McKinnon talked the trustees into hiring another teacher to work with her
since the township population was growing. Donald liked the new teaclerdaeshe
was a math whiz and let Donald work on problems instead of endless cursive. When the
class recited, shedd | et Donald go to the bo
but wouldndét make him say a wgswasfundfytolhe di dno

Sheéd make jokes about school and tell them

[Formatted: Right: 0.25"

48+



poems by James Whitcomb Riley and recited them from memory with a back country

accent and sound effects. Donald was amazed at how quickly the tisee gaspared

with the year before. She also knew about V
newspaper story about Roger s. AiDid you hear
just talks about newspaper headlines and makes fun of politics whilehoes r ope tri c

She lived on a chicken farm near the school and one day told them how to be a chicken

far mer . AYou go out with a mouthful of marbl
youdve lost all your marar mer,. ¢ oudDaormrealrdce aldad t
|l aughed so much in his Iife. Even Uncl e Mil
Rawlings did.

Young Donald treasured the laughter. He tended to brood on depressing,
bewildering mysteries and liked to be around people eduld joke and laugh. His
family had stopped attending church at Old Union regularly sometime in the past, and he
didnét know how to ask why. He suspected t
grudge hedd hear d ab o wrcleliad taken his family o thurbhi s un c |
only to be reprimanded by one of the elders, a neighboring farmer. He had scolded the
man for coming to church wearing overalls. Taktivehad stormed out of the church
vowi ng fAinever to da o $omaeofthe family lcad wowed tohaharor agai
iThe Holy Grudgedo and follow suitwhy Donald w

their church attendance had falteréte missed the Old Union friends.
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Chapter 3
Christmas 1916

Wal t er pul | efl[dadpodtne d,n¢c o0i mdre N
But Wal terds not caught and Don did

Family buysablack Oakland on the birthday of Don.
With a box, gpedal extendegndt r ai ni ng, Dond6s gone.

Tipsy dancing Doc was fia stompindo on
Ora smashes fiddle on Dodlow is bittersweet.

* % %

Donald was a sleepwalker. Sometimes his father or mother would find him
walking blindly through the kitchen in the middle of the night. He could make his way
down the narrow stairs from his attic bedroom without falling, botetomes he ran into
a chair orstumbled over the dodHis parents had heard that it was dangerous to wake up
a sleepwalker, so they were careful to guide him batks bedwithout disturbing his
sleep. One nightDonaldwoke Walter as he wettiroughthe door and down the stairs.
Walter followed him out to the barn, where Donald took a bucket, dipped it into the cattle
tank,took the bucket of water across the barndaty dumped the water into the g@igs
trough. He put the bucket back on its hook aradle his way in the dark through the
back hallinto the kitchen, up the steep stairs and back into his bed. Walter was so baffled
he couldnét get back to sl eep. What did thi
Donald had saved him from their teadhexr wr at h, Wal t er had felt o |

brother. He resolved to do something nicehfion.
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Donal dés birthday was Christmas Eve, so a
the big holiday, Christmas. Walter waited until Donald was absorbed ineaGray
novel he was readingpstairfior a book r epobt Waetkinecstehis, Moz el |
sister, who was engrossedn Sat urday reading herself. i Do
in a week, and we ought to do dshuttheyweieng spec
stumped trying to think of something hedd re
Walteraskedi He real ly | i kes reading westerns.o

AiNo, Walter, he can get those at school . ¢
iOK, how about a BB gun acorkdvaflrtidea. was cert
Mozell a was horrified: Aiwal ter, Dad woul d

Donald a gun.WalAtrer yoaulndin &t? 0t hi nk of anythi

promise to tell him if she thought of something.

Winter was a dficult time for the family.Theyanticipatedhe weekend even
though much of it was taken up by farm chofearing for the livestock was more time
consuming, and the bitter wind blew down from the north, making it hard to keep the

cattle tank from freezmpover.The brothers had to bundle up in their bulky jackets and
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thick gloves to do their routine chorehe horses needed more care, and thehgigso

warm mud to ease their humdrum lives. Milking the cow was a major battle in winter.

Donald had to bing Bessie back from the farthest corner of the field, wtresernery

cow balked,turned and did an end rutessed her stubborn head, dacted Donald to

chase her toward the barn again. Once in the stall, she switched her tail repeatedly at the

boy, resisting his efforts to rub salve on her cracked udder and sore teats. Finally the

milk came, but often the cow kicked at the bucket, forcing Donald to grab it before the

milk spilled onto the ground. He knew the family needed the milk: their diet wis b

around the butter, cream, skim mil k and chee
and made every effort to avoid spilled milk, but sometimes the cow was too quick for

hi m, and hedd have to t afkVWhattheiinb iSfast tHhfe miad t

with you, Boy? We need the milk. You have
The boys |ived for the weekends. Satur da
dour depression and constant demands. Theyod

the famliar dance tunes, Irish, Scottish, Appalachian jigs and reels, weepy ballads and

waltzes for slow dancing. They yearned to go with him and see the neidjiriging

off their puritanicalaysfor one night.It was hard to imagineitT hey 6 d heear d st or
about the antics of their uncles ameighborsThey 6d even heard gossip
breaking outwvhen jokes or insults spun out of control. As Christmas approached and

Saturday drew near, Donald and Walter asked if they might go to the hd¢idag

Their father automatically gave his accustorandwer A No p e, Boys, those d

for adults. Children would be bored. o The
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Christmagime. Why not let us go just this once? We like to hear you play idulef
Pl ease?0 Their mother overheard and decided
have studied hardnd brought home good grades this teffhe girls are teenagershe

boys are young but know how to behaW¥e 6 I | al | go. 0

Orahadananmbonc ement bef or e hehisgChrigtmastvasso per mi s
bespecial had a big sur pr iakesd mé ioto thisfanlishneds,&mnce vyo
goingtogiveyoyour Chri stmas present early. It o6l
Ora wentut the door leaving the family looking at each other bewildered. What could

he be talking about? They heard the mare trottimgydown the lane, then silence.

iMom, whatoés going on?0 Goldia asked. il do
secretived t el y. 0O A few minutes | ater, they heard
coming up the drive. Running to the window,
carlCome quick. o Donald coul dndét believe his

enowgh for the whole family to ride to the dance, or anywhere else for that matter. They
all ran out onto the porch. Ora opened the car door, stepped out onto the running board,
and called out, nwel I, do want ackeeatd e or not

while Dora walked cautiously around the back of the car to the front passenger seat.

AiWait, Dor a, |l et me open the car door for yo
Donald asked, AiDad, is this the Oakl and
ifnYes, Son, IthHe nmdbhegy savietddb sspan Oakl and,
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Donald never forgot that first trial run in the Oakland. In spite of the dust from
the gravel road, the feeling of exhilaration was new. His father proudly took them to see

their Uncle Jim, pulling into his driveay and honking the comical horn twice. Their

relatives were duly impressed but skeptical
|l atest thing, but give me a good team of hor
Aunt Gertie protested: fi Nbrselesskarrmgeisy ou 0 r e

going to take over. Wait and seBora, you all come in and sit awhile. | just made

cof fee and therebds some cake | eft.

iwedd | i ke to stay, but the dance is toni
go to celebrate the holiday®s Or a had hi s brsoot hheeré dJ isne et uhronw t
easily the engine started. They watched as Ora used the neededacking out of the
driveway with only one hand on the steering wheel, the other resting on the back of
Dor ads s e aseebehind Hine Denaldivwas wild with desire. virsted
desperately o drive this car, so he began to schem
heard about vitamindH e 6 d e aThat shauld do.it. Meanwhile the dance was

beginning in only a few hoar

Orahad mixed feelingsT he car coul d be a mistake, but
wantedone of these horseless carriages for a long titde.felt selfconscious about

taking his family to the dances for which he plaged earned a little extra monédyut at
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least they were going in styl®ora made sure the ctifen were dressed in their best.
Mozella wore her red plaid dress. Goldia was decked out in herdmggvelvet skirt
with a highnecked white longleeved blouse. Donald and Walter b@aavear their
knickers but felt growsup in sweater vests. Their father was elegant in his traditional
dancenight suit, and their mother had her hair swept up on top of her head. They
thought she looked as excited as any of them. Asléfiefpr thedance about dusk,

Sarge barked forlornly. This was new. Leaving him alone on Saturday night? Sacrilege!

Arriving early, they piled out of their new car proudly, looking for neighbors. A
few farmers were there setting up tables inside the communitgrcégaving a dance
floor vacant in front with room for the musicians in front of that. Women were putting
food out on tables alortye left side of the large room. Ora spotted the neighbor who
played guitar and greeted Wiimw2aoml $amiiHaddpy

the week before with a wrist sprained from a farm accident.

AfiMuch the better, Or a. Thankee kindly. A

Oradés face darkened but he kept up the ba
Sam.Say, &% m, have you met my family?Zandhishi s hered
brother Walter. Right her¥ds IGodwimdwinfde MDa

donodéax ha?
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Sam nodded his greeting to all and said,

himon the bass fiddle. o

AOh, heodll be along directly. Donét worr
Kernodle wal ked in. AfDocds had a few alread
punch? We 61 | have to keep the kids away fro

AHavenbbtutseéeaenal ways seems to happen al ong

ot

Ok, letdés warm up. Yo lgiobdqf iy eyaar?s el

Ora began tuning up, and Doc shHisuted, fASa

raucous laughter filled the room, and @knched his jaw.

The crowd was filling the room. Donald looked around to find a friendly face
from school. His heart stopped. There was Fay Scott and his family. His pretty daughter
was sitting primly talking with her mother. Should he go over aag hello to her? He
decided against it but sneaked a glance her way. He caught her eye and she smiled. Then
he saw their teachelllookthere.l s &MissM-MoKinkda.l t er , AF
Y-y-you st ay h-b-bringyeuragig-glassd fl punch. o Wal ter said
hoped the music and dancing would start soon. The fiddle strugkKluffee et odbal er 6 s
a reelwith lively cut time rhythm.Then the guitar and bass joineddending the

dancers on a rollicking reel seétVithout taking areak, the banthunched into a jig
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Donald réaakl ¢d & &ValterMasremrancegl.. Hearing their father

practicing his fiddle at home was nothing like thishe fiddle caughthe spirit of the

dancers who began clogging two at a tima joyous whoop. Doc Kernodle was

dancing with Miss McKinnon, and she was transformed. Her hair was up and her cheeks

were flushed; her eyes danced as she whirled around the Asdboc rounded the

corner nearest the mustaodahaughedsted@Pepdsopns
The band worked up to a final crescendo and finished with a flourish. They segued into a

waltz, and Doc hung onto Miss McKinnon for dear lies @ St ar of the Count
mellowed the spirits with its contagious % éinDoc maneuvered Miss McKinnon

toward the fiddler, and again Doc | anded on
sai d. The evening wore on, and Walter began
Donald also felt very sleepy. His mother and sistene chatting with neighbor girls

andtheir parents and ignored the boys. After more jigs and reels, thelfiddighed into

a dreamy waltz that threatened to put the bo
drooped, he caught a glimpse of Doc again dancloser and closer to his father. He

was doing this on purpose, Donald realized.
Orads, and before anyone knew what had happe
his fiddle. The music came to a crashing.h&Vithout a word, Ora grabbed his fiddle

casestuffed the fiddle into ithoddingto his wife and the children to follow him. They

drove home without a word spokeDb.onal d6s f at her never played

Christmas Eve was a solemn occasiantli@ family. Dora had planned a

traditional feast with baked chicken, sweet potato pie, green beans, hot rolls, and peach
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pie, but after they ate, nobody felt like celebrating. Donald went out to tend to the
livestock: to feed the cows and pigsand mneker e t he water hadnoét fro
tank and troughs. He marveled at the new snow and the frozen branches on the trees, but

his heart was heavy from the scene at the dance. What on earth had possessed his father

to break his precious fiddle? Nothiad a crack down the back and had no resonance.
Mozella had determined to |l earn to play it,
if she planned to be a violinist. Maybe their Uncle Roy would give her lessons.

Everyone admired his talent andew he planned a career in music. He might be able to

find a fiddle for her. Donald finished his chores, his face hurting from the cold wind, and

went in the back door. Wal ter was grinning
you t hi nktenweudhirthday® Danald looked bewildered as they gathered

around hi m. fi H a take oftiypur hoatau Comietantbekparior. Wenall

have a s ur pDorald walkdéddnrto sgediis Unale Milford and his father

smoking their pipesHis mother was knitting, and his sisters were sitting eleggged on

the floor as if waiting for something to happéwalter jumped up and handBdnald a

smal | package wrapped in newspaper. #fASorry a
Happy Birttd ay ! © The girls sang fAHappy Birthdayo

open it, Donald, 06 Walter urged. Alt was my

Donald carefully unwrapped the package, opened the red box, and stared. He
c o ul dieve his elges. | It was a silver harmonicraat least it looked like silver. He
smiled at his family anglgoe xpcruascetdi che ,nts ehlef .s aif

Everyone | aughed, and Uncle Milford said, fi B
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dancing to your French harp. o Mozell a stole
enjoying Donaldés pleasure along with the re
room and experimented with his new gift. It took some getting used to, bubingab
the hang of it and was playing simple tunes.
work on his favorite songs until he could really play music. He thought about how
school had discouraged him, but now he was sure he could conquer the wuoeldf s
favorite Wild/l Rogers quips came back to hi m:

get run over if you just sit there.o
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Chapter 4
The Great War

USA is off to war while Shorty heads sshool.
His siblings seem so smaivhy is he a fool?

Uncle Milford wins the war aboard his Navy ship.
Now home, he takdsis nephews omanIndy 500 trip.

ThoughtheUS wins the warthe League of Nations dies.
Wilson cannot sell it, no matter how hard he tries.

The children werenortified by the scene at the dance, but having that Oakland
sitting in their driveway giithad cheerethpirbumts at i on.
his wild desire to drive the Oakland grew. When no one was looking, he would sit in the
driverdstsgat oameach the pedals with his shc
the dashboard. He and Walter watched as the
see, Boys, 0 Ora would say, fii tfthescari mpor t ant t
overhegs, you can damage the engindheir father stressed the value of maintenance,
keeping the oil level safe and the tires correctly inflated. He taught the boys how to

change a tire andhereto fill the radiator.

One night Ora was awakened by a stresmend. He crept silently into the
kitchen, seeing nothing amiss. Hearing the sound again, he followed the noise into the
parlor. There was Donald in his pajamas, feeling his way blindly down the narrow attic

stairs. Ora backed quietly into the kitcheatching the sleepwalker carefully stepping
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through the kitchen to the well house where he filled a gallon bucket with water. The boy
walked back up the stairs with his halfl bucket, his father silently following in his

footsteps.In spite of his cation about waking a sleepwalker, Ora grew alarmed as

Donald approached Walter, sleeping in his sn
better prevent a disaster. f@ADonald, what are
Alédm filling the radiator with water, Dad

Ora slowly and arefully took the bucket of water from Donald before he could
dump it onto Walterds sl eeping form. He put

bed, marveling that Donald had not stuttered.

The next morning Ora read the newspaper to the family withtgxcitement.
ALi st en h ewilsnis declaeng ivat enrGermany. Says here that German subs
have been sinking ships rightand léthe Stahas Wi | sonds entire speec
message; he says, 6We have nGermanfaimere | wi t h t
around here willSarecgdmdwas &reaar tt hwitt. ® Dona
was | earning to inter prTedyeahvwas 19i7aandtteer 6 s subt |
sinking of the British ocean lindwusitania had been big nevayear or so backout this
was even bigger from Donal diHewgsmlgradecti ve.
and learnindo love science. 88 coul dndét wai tsonerminegand t o t he ¢

flight. He 1iked matHw®e 6tdobtartd afddé platihthewars ndt s o
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Hedd been reading about Eddie Rickenbacke
pointed out the Speedway Brickyard, the race track just twiergyniles or so east of
the farm. They had to pass it on the way to thekstard, taking pigs to market. Donald
remembered that Eddie Rickenbacker had been in the Indy 50thsd&st heard his
name.He 6d never won, but Donald |liked Eddi eds
dealings were more important than anythéise.i Fast Eddi eo0 was a pil ot
news because of his flamboyant personality and photogenic face. When Rickenbacker
joined the service and became part of the famé‘k&@adron, théndianapolisStarwas
full of stories and photos aboushadventurous lifdbonal d was di sappointed
cancelled the Indy 500 because of the War, b
about it, Donald figured.He looked up to the popular daredevil and hoped to model his
career aft er HeRould haedly tvat foikttee mrésal Pratt reunion. His
Uncle Mil ford Pratt knew all about the War a

ask Uncle Milfordwhat he thought about his plans for the future.

The Pratt Runions were yearly events that thddiien looked forward to with
eager anticipation. Their aunts, uncles, cousins, and stray Pratts from all over the state
gathered in the Lebanon Park to exchange gossip and insults. The girls loved to be the
brunt of Uncle Ji méobedhwmar t ha&nd |l lae talrway s Whiy
so grown up | thought you were one of the | a
her wuncl e éade lieobingshe ntHe 6 d Isla,y ,h ofivMbodz eyou get so
a Pratt and al | ?00us,Theen of uogohd twoa sf eseudmpQoux ey 0 s

Hobart always said. Uncle Roy brought his fiddle and played for the gathering as the
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afternoon waned. He was hoping to audition successfully for the Indianapolis Symphony
Orchestra. M ejigsnamd heeldfoethe gilse GalisindMargayet loved to

dance to his fiddltunes, and other cousins might join in as the mood struck them. The
family | egend about Samuel Cl emenTalthwas an an
Cl emens Pr auntMidredgskedides? 0 iAVe | | itds over in
woods in back of the old Pratt Homestead just off the Jamestown Road. The whole

family is buried there with her. There must be six or eight headstones. They say her

father was Mar kusid Wwhey cadesto Missaurhfem Kestuckydyack in
theearlyl¥Cent ury. o So the |l egend grew, but nob
provethisillustrious connection Aunt Gertiehad gone up to the Allen County

Genealogy Library in Fort Wayne,butéhd gotten di scouraged at th

The Pratt Reunion in 1917 was all aboutthewiah ey 8d consi dered <car
the yearly gathering but Donal dés Grandmother Pratt had
ifWedbre not hinderengnghenwhebahbdbonrodo bhetd sa
Goldia and Mozella enjoyed catching up on gossip with their cousins, Margaret, Ruth,

Marjorie, and Esther. Cousin Wesley was still a toddler but already showing signs of
being a prodigy. He lovedtosingandd t ened i ntently to Uncle RO
exceptional intelligence was evident in his questions and intense interest in the

automobiles parked around the picnic area. Donald liked Wesley and tried to answer his
questions the best he could. His Uncle @ok Wesley over to the Oakland, lifted him

up to |l ook under t he ho-ayinderjodiwitteachundrede r e, We s |

horsepowerThat 6 s a Isomtbtofi t P@r s &\e ghehglaughedo k ed s ol e
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The Pratts were arguing about tha w . AiPres. Wilson could h
n e ut r @nklé RoysaidUncle Jim objectedi Now wai t, this is our w
Ger man government has over and over sunk our

l et a bully pockeNlfodomsasoendd. dltods the airpl

()]

win this war, and ia i godridbe that GermakRlyingC i r c WUnsle Jamreplied,
fiYeah, the Strutters are starting to make a

pilots who throw cautiontoth wi n d . That 6s how wedre gonnabd

Donald had been waiting for his chance. His father liplpeand his uncles
stretched, lethargic after eating too much good food. Uncle Jim looserssltldsotch
and settled baclto a lawnchair. As Uncle Milford reached for anottasviled egg,
Donald edged over to hi m -ddogouthiskabodtold AiUncl e N
Rickenbacker? lD-Do you think heés gonnad6 race again
smiled and said confidential y , AfDondt you worry about Fast
on the track or flying one 6a them Strutters
his uncle and ran off to find Waltelthe men ower ed t Beemreadingabouate s , fi
MataHar? Theysay sheds the best spy in the histor)

Allied secrets to the German high commamdl maybe vicey verseyFearless, they

say. o0 The women wusually avoided talking poli
their husbandut Donal dés sisters were |listening i1
paying attention to their croquet game. Mo z

book and pretend to be taking it to the Allied Commander. Nobody suspects a bookish
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girfheseci ally one wearing glasses. 0 Gol dia anc
round of croquet, but Margaret | aughed: i Wh 'y
and argue with the men?2o Mozella replied, f
advantagel t 6s just good s potadmimBatesHari p . 10061 IGob ati a
sheds making a fortune. o The other girls |l oo

Mata Hariwas arintriguing celebrity. The newspapers and magazines loved people like

her. She wagrobablyrich.

Donald and Walter began paying close attention when their father read the paper
aloud every morning. They were especially concerned dbaele Milford Pratt, who
was going off to thevar. He was in the Navy andl 0 u It ldameddfight in trenches, but
there was no safe place on the battlefieldsraniceven a the oceansespecially on the
oceans The German subs, thelibats, were deadliest of all, if the stories in the papers
were right. Their comical, wonderful Uncle Milfordight not come back. It was a
sobering thought, but the bogtlsevouredhe war storiesthe doughboys, the Sopwith
Camels, the Strutter fplanes, huge tanks, Big Berthas, flame throwers, gas masks to
protect soldiers against chlorine gas and other terchiemicalweapons the Germans
were using. They heard Ora reading about a new ship called an aircraft carrier. It
boggled their young minds. The US was bound to beat the Krauts, but who would have
to die? Would they have courage if they were old ehdaade in the military? What

would it be like todrownwith a shipload of your buddies?
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At school as 1918 brought steady gains for the Allies and America, the teacher
tried to instill patriotism in her students. With American victories capturaagilines
this part of hef o b wddfisuft, ®dut the war troubled the childrenTimmy raised his
hand, AMiss McKinnon, why familgcameefrohi ghti ng t h

Ger many. 0

ATi mmy, President Wil son hadwithmthede i t cl ea
German people. German leaders let power go to their heads. We must fight tyranny and
make the world safe for democracy. o Wi | son
weight in gold, especially in politics. Here was an ithesischool dildren could
understand and remember. Walter was listening carefully, but hengasyand
glanced over at Donalddow could a boy fight tyranny? It was just a word. How could
guns and airplanes overcome ided$@w could killing people bring demoag? He felt
guilty that he and his brother enjoyed thewlat was a puzzle that he c
together. He anBonaldhad more fun pretending to be Eddie Rickenbacker than any
peacetime herolt seemed wrong to Walter that war was so much fun. iGald s b e st
friend Julie raised her hand: fAMiss McKinnon
girls had been discussing the execution in h

the teacher asserted and then changed the subject.

Duringthe summenf 1918Donald and Walter played war ganeslusively

Their tree house was a Sopwith Camel, and they fought the aerial war from the hickory

[Formatted: Right: 0.25"

66+



tree beside the red baibonald was Eddie Rickenbacker, flying his deadipline

against the Germankle wasalways skillful at eluding Ardie. He coul dndt get
of the war &s-cosdstha-d-deadfy BapwitkCamel, dd-dodging Archie,
g-g-gunningdowrt he WH-&ROysi ng Circus! o Waig?toer Tk ed,
older brother lovedtoexpli n t hese t hi megsant-aroraftiAfmel Wieen . A Ar c h
F-Fast Eddie gg-goes up in hid-bi-planew-with the NN-Ninety-fourth, h e 6 dangern
everys-s-second from Archie 0 Wal t @ He ywW-tWdliterdl .6 y othinkt h

y o u 0| fif-flyeawaeirr pl ane? 0 Wal ter just smiled his

Donal d saidday g§®me a ém-niylown plane W-W-Wai t and see. 0

As the Great War began to wind down and America helped the Allies defeat the
enemy, the children caughti ct or y 6 s Dfoenravl edn ta nsdp i Wailtt.er coul d
ask Uncle Milford a million questions when he returned home from the war. Ora invited
his brothefin-law over for dnner ore evening after Dora mentioned again how eager the
children were to seleim. In civilian clothes Milford looked older and not as impressive
as his nieces and nephews rememhdratithe boys were in awe of their sailor uncle.

AiDid the Krauts shoot at you?o Wal ter asked

Donal d i ntHHewasmpn askhjp, VAWt er . o

Uncle Milford smiled sadly: inwel |, Boys,

the damage wasndt catastrophic, thank the Lo
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Wal ter said, iDi d vy,theFlyng AcepEvdedri et hRe rcek?etn b a c

Their uncle | aughedNavifrlaifde niogndotWadd eexc

reels make out. 0o

Donald hesitated, bDtDoyoemm-mgsthewvawe?loy as ke

The Il ong silence embarrassed the boys. C

he shoul dndt hasveg.hedFiamal Isyai Mi,| fiicSrodnet i mes,

close friends in war, and you miss your budd

Young Walter sensed that their uncle didn

he changed the subject to the IndPSince he and Donald loved the races.

AUncl e Mi | évermdet Hoddy @Vilcgx® u

iNow, Boys, thereds a felladé worth your t
of wus. He drove a Stutz in the foBtHe5 I ndy 50
win this year with a Peugeot. Heds a great
As Memorial Day1919gr ew near , Uncle Milford, a Pre

an interest inDonald and Walter, decidetley needed a break from their farm chores.

Orahad no ing¢rest in the racing sport, but he agreed to let Milford take the two boys to

[Formatted: Right: 0.25"

68



the races. Dora wdsesitant but she was proud of her brother and knew her sons
admired theiruncle A Now Mi |l ford, make sure the boys b
big bPDohgld was so excited he-ddoybdbd -hhrdkywea

webll see ol d dmhoneahypaM Il coex?0 | m

Walter was eating a big breakfast, wolfed down his eggs and bacon, and looked

up at his ol der b rud tdh ebre:. oi Dunn o, Donal d, co

The splendor of that day at the Brickyard was beyond words. The smell of the
gasoline, the heagtopping umbleof all those engines, the laughter and cheering of the
huge crowd: Donal-dLowas tWad nNdpumbetBeifieart eddssL
H-H-Howdy! o Uncle Milford got the boys hot dc
final straightawaybefore the pagodaDonald thought the world had never looked so
promi sing, so hopeful, so modern.s He coul dn
splitting the air with their deafening roathe terrifying risks every time the daring drivers
sped around the ovalearly bumpingeach other. Uncle Milford was at home, at last,
and able to watch the Indy 500. The race had been cancelled becthesearf the two
years before, so here was a chance for racing fans and other patriotic folks to celebrate
Americads victory. They were proud to atten
decded to call the annual race tlyaiar. The final laps bught such excitement that
Donald thought he might not surviyde had to remember to breathe in and dddwdy
Wilcox was in the lead, lap after lap, and whenHloesierflashed by in the lead the

final lap, Donald heard a brass band playingatuneshdh known since hedd | ¢
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sing: i Back Ho meDoralgl heigan toising withrthet bamchaad sbivers

ran up his spine as he heard the huge crowd all around them singing the Hoosier anthem
withhim. A When | dr eam about bashhThenimongforlmyght on t h¢
I ndi ana home, 0 the crowd, including Donal d a

Donald was wishing he had thought to bring his harmonica.

The next day was Sunday, and their father never read the fat Sunday edition of the
Indianapolis Star until after chureth Old Union As they waited for their mother to put
Sunday dinner on the table, mouths watering, smelling the stewed chicken and
dumplings, baked rolls, and cherry pie, Ora turned to the sports page and read aloud:
i Ho wiliyl ¢ o x W0Danald abd\Vaber read over his shoulder as he continued:
fiHoosier driver from the Iittle city of Craw
hour, racing to victory at this yeards | ndy

cameawmy wi th unprecedented winnings of $20,00

Donal d addygyd:u isheodedndydo-ecr swd . 0

Wal ter said, AiUncl e Milfetradogdt us hot do

Donal d wanted his father to umdadr st and hc¢

Howdy was dd-driving car #3. It ww-was a PeugeotMan-oh-m-man, could that-car

g o !'He felt such a longing to experience thatitarating excitenent again. With the

war over, peace time offered different opportunities. America was on the mavaldD
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had heard over and ov eHevowedHoedd bdetteniasclool.t o mo v e

That was where hebébd have to start.

When the Treaty of Versailles was signed, Miss McKinnon explained the part
President Wilson had played in writing his FoertéPoints and used the civics discussion
to explain the importance of | earning to con
United States sign the treatyMXMolTheThle St.eacher
Senatewul dndét approvat Wwdnds Veasdilkasts dpme , Mi s
Mc Ki nnon, shouldnét the United States join t
sai d, AAmerica should avoid entangling allia
protect ourselves. 0 whDonaled Pcroeusli dnetntt dusn ddeerssi ti
of Nations was unpopular in America. He and Walter, young as they were, had heard
Uncle Milford, after he returneflom the warintact, talking sadly about the destruction
and waste ofhations fighting each otheWoul dnét a | eague of nati on
peace? The boys, in spiteefuberanenthusiasm for the airplanes, the battles, the

powerful weapons, were at heart pacifists.
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Chapter 5
The Oakland

Donbsuspended for fightai bhgeMddok, a dbu
Dad supporth i s s o radien. Momaervea cobbler of peach.

When tires go flat, radiator boils, the bolting of horses near,
In keeping the Oakland runningon proves he has no peer.

Blizzard of 621 {takes moheelrife of a
Family saves the little guy, raising it like a brother.

* Kk

Goldia had shown her remarkable ability to absorb education in great
quantities in short periods of time ahdd earneth e r associ atebs degree f
Nor mal T e a&gelhaoresite tudedleighteen. This allowed her to fill a sudden
vacancy at the Hendricks School after Miss McKinnon ran off with Billy Kennedy, a
handsome officer whoo6éd returned from the war
Kennedy. She was somewhad@i than Billy, but his status as lieutenantl the snazzy
uniformmade up ira semblance ahaturity what he lacked in years. Small rural schools
like the Hendricks often found it difficult to replace teacliemnid-y e ar , but Gol di a
timing was exce#int. She had been riding to classes with an older school chum every
dayandstudying at night for a year and a half in order to qualify as a teacher in the state
of I ndiana. The coll ege had all owed her to
theteavy | oad. She went to see the head trust

here to apply for the teaching job thatods ju
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my transcript and three |l etters of recommend

and could see no reason not to hire her.

Gol di a6 $adimixexd fedliegabe ut t heir sisterds new po
figured things c ou Bdoolbvas sgheciMozella was skaptidal. wor s e .

fiGol di e, how are yau @wnngitsd etre afnai rbrwitthhe ry

Goldia replied, AfiMozell, when have you e\

any class? You can help me organize the lower classes and even teach sometimes. We

can be a team. o0

AOK that might work outbut Walter is shy and Donald has severe speech and

writing probl ems. How can we deal with that
ADondt worry, Mozel I, I wonoét play favori
Donald. Youdll see. I 611 be as fair as any

With their sister teaching scho®alter and Donald kept to the same routine
The brotherstill rode the school hack, which had not been replaced with a school bus
since the county found it more economical to leave things as they were for the time
being. Mozlla also rode with her friends in the hack, but Goldia took the trotting mare
and their tweseater, a light buggy sometimes called a brougham, so she could maintain

her new status as teacher. As the school year got underwa:gnadeboy who had
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sewred as janitor dropped out of school, and the trustees appointed Donald janitor since

he had made a reputation in the community for hard work and reliability. He could ride

home after he completed his custodial chores with his sister, theeaeker. Itvas a

solid plan, and Donald feltgrommp , wor ki ng for a wage, howeve
for his education, maybe aeronautical engineering. That was the curreas thgevar

ended Although their parents had not gone to college, they just assugieébilr

children would naturally want to pursue higher education. That was the wave of the

future. How they would pay for it was the problem.

The Pennington brothers were stild]l gi v
developed ploys for avoiding them ceftécting their stupid insultslt helped that the
oldest Zach had dropped out of school, and only Jack and Mack were left to torment
him. The first day back at school with his big sister standing erect and stern at the head of
the classroom behindtleel evat ed desk was a shock. He <col
he avoided raising his hand or volunteering answers. Miss Hines was commanding
respect and engaging the children in learning. Donald felt a warm sense of pride in his
sister 6s axkt lPemintiyn.gt oM , however, was det er mi
new position and grab control of the situation. He tossed a spit Medlledr just as
Donald looked up at him. Walter felt the back of his neck and went back to writing his
lesson. Again Mek threw a slimy spitball at Walteoutthis time Walter saw him and
ducked. The spitball hit Jeannie Scott, the lovely, perfect paragon of girlhood. It hit her
face, and she gasped. This was too much for Donald to bear. He leaped across the aisle

andgr abbed Mac-B-Bsn dvtr i tshh:balleal @pbrothér, yo8.0.B-B. 0
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Mack, with no hesitation, slugged Donald with his other fist, giving him a bloody nose.

The room exploded with excitement. Donald hit Mack in the stomach, but Mackllande
another solid punch to Donaldés face. Bl ood
his handsome, brown shoes were stained with his ceadblOh, how Donald hated

Mac k! He hit Mack again in the gut. Gol di a

Mac k! Stop that fighting this minute!o

Goldia was busy calming Jeannie and the other girls while she shouted orders to
the ol der boys. iSam, grab Mack and keep hin
a cloth from my top drawer and wipe up the blo@donal d, you sit down an
Henry ran out to the pump, yelled at Ralph to pump some water onto the cloth, and
hurried back in to clean up t hbe-batherss . Donal
Henry. MM-My clothes are ruined. -L-Let me use theagtoec-c | ean of f my f ac¢
His nose hurt like nothing else he could remember. He wondered if it was birteken.
handed the cloth back to Henry, who scrubbed the desks where the ruckus had occurred.
Mozella was talking quietly with the younger gingonderingv h at  Goekt chova 6 s
was going to be. Gol dia went to her desk wh
serious offense. No matter who started it, both Donald and Mack will be suspended for
ten days, with homework to be turned in whesytheturn. This will remain on their
schoolr ecor ds. o Mack | ooked relieved, but bef o
from him, he snarled, #fAl d&m not doind any dan

ever come back tothisgbu n k s clhsouaded like an unexpected vacation to

Mack, but Donald groaned inside. i Wh at i s Dad

[Formatted: Right: 0.25"

75



sure to get a whipping.o The afternoon | i mp
Donald in a tight grip. At last Goldia rang tfieal bell. The students hurried onto the

school hack, leaving a heavy silence in their wake. Donald was mortified. Without a

word, he began sweeping, taking out the ashes from the stoves, carrying in wood for the

next day. His sister sat at her des&ding papers. As dusk lengthertkd shadows and

the room grew dark, she lit the coal oil lamp and finishecobpework. Then she got

up:iCome on, Donald. Youdve donkythewayyugh f or
where did you learn about S.O7B. They climbed into the buggy
take the reins. The moon hadnot ri sen, and

darkness the trotting mare Belle knew every one of the seven turns. Donald slowed the

horse as they gained the driveynentranceHe knewBe |l | e was notorious fo
the posto; she would cut the corner too shor
careful.

That evening at supper Donald concentrated on his food, not raising his eyes. His
father alslkkedDomaM d, how was your day at scho
Mozella held her breath. She knew Walter wo
she was uncertain how Goldia would handle th
whole ting and figured she should be the one to report it. The air in the room seemed
heavy. fibad, Donald is suspended for ten da
stopped eating, ooked wup from his green beans and por

sayyDonal d? I's this true?bo
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Donald took a dxkgd MWwMaektPénningiorytierew,spHiD
b-balls at WW-Waltera-and one s-slimy one hit dJ-Jeannie, so |-g-grabbed his arm.

Th-Th-Then he g-punched mmmmme inthe ff-f ace, 0

1

Diddgband yourself, Boy?bo

i YY-Yes, Dad. | hithiminthe-gggut . 0

AfGood. O

Donald | ooked up in surprise. Hi s father

the strap? He quickly took another bite of his supper, waiting for the ax to fall.

Hisma her said, AWould everybody | i ke some
The air in the room |Iifted, tension drain
his homework all week here and bring it in n

That night Donald coul dn dddergWdtervas s | eep,
shoring across the way. Donald slipped out of his bed and tiptoed downstairs. The full
moon was rising. Was it the harvest moon? The wolf moon? He thought the face in the
moon looked like his: chubbggerious, bewildered. He resthis elbows on the sill and

watched the moon shadows shift under the trees as the wind blew the branches, leaves
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falling to the ground. Winter was on its wa

free of school boredom. Life was good.

The next mening, Donald woke with the others and went out to tend to his
chores. He passed the Oakland sitting in the driveway and had an urge to get behind the
wheel. Watching the others head down the driveway to catch the hack, he figured his
older sister had feearlier and would already be at school, building the fire in the stove.
During this cool fall weather only one stove was necessary, but Goldie would still have a
double | oad with Donald grounded for the wee
into attractive young ladies, but more important, Donald thought, they had ambition. He
knew Mozell wanted to start teacher training as soon as Central Normal accepted her
application. She was following in her older sisters footsteps: taking a double luiad, ju
and senior courses together. She had also requestedattdéstqualify for early
entrance into the college Danville. Donald went in the back door and heard his mother

calling: fADonald, you havendt shahldotbordeakf ast

i OK ,-M-Wlo m. o

His father was drinking his second cup of coffee and reading the newspaper.
AiProhibition has stirred up a hornetds nest,
folks right and left for selling moonshine and running gin heu$ke police arrested the

owner and customers at a speakeasy in I ndy vy
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Dora nodded: #ABut Ora, you know drinking

own weaponWe havetogve prohibition a chance. 0

=13

Wel | , a | c tslvaylto thea who wafft it. lPcohikitian | | never wor k.

fiDad, 0 Donal d v e-Goldewasd:-teling gsiaeostthe on: fi G
troubles in Ireland H-Have you heard abouttf®B-Bl ack & Tans oppressin

Il ri sh?o

=)
<
0]
(7]
(0]
o
>

but theailtrsi scha nwitl Ihorlids e huep .l r iT

Donald finished his oatmeal and pushed his chair back. His father cleared his
throat and said, ASon, how would you Ilike to

it up. He coul dndt believe his ears.

fiShShSure, Dad, butdo y ou t Hoibigdnoughd MM-dly | egs ar enot

very H-long, and the kids call me Shorty all thetime. Y-You t hink | &dm ol d er

ifiLetds go see. O His father took him to t
box the ight size fot h e d r i. \He opénsd tre eaa door and motioned for Donald

to climb up and sit on the box. Donald coul
reach the pedal s. iLet me work on this awhi

where Ora searched through his wood scraps and tools. He had Donald measure the
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pedals, and they finagled booster blocks for the pedals, fastened them on securely, and
Ora showed Donald how to check the water, oi
other day | was reading about a new electric starter that a feller named Kettering

invent ed, but meanwhil e, webdbre stuck with th

They turned it over untthe engineaught, coughed, and chugged smoothly.
iOK, now So nardpedalsite your hight fobtevhilevyou operate the clutch
with your left foot. Your right foot has to be ready to use the brake at any tumald
felt the car jerk and stall. Heasawkward and green. He could do it, though; he knew
it. He triedthe coordination between his léfiot and right bot again, and this time after
a quick jerk, the car moved forward and down the driveway. Donald was sweating,
hoping they didnét meet any itwhangepiseasd. He kne
their hoses. When they got back home, Donaldwas happy he coul dnét ci
himself Why was his father | etting him drive t
December, andlthought her e wer en6t anfordlivmgescaabout age |
requirements aboutealing a license, hknewthat what they were doing wasky. He

hesitated, thea s k ed hi s f at dliked:d-drivibgahe car, but amemaybd y |

I 6 m -y-pyoung?o

Ora | ooked hard at his son andMoszedi d, i Son
to Danville twice a week from now on. Sheos
donot have time to take her. She canoét driv

day. Sheds goi ng t oFritapanedSawrdeyYos thnk yoe caredo y
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t h a A oy, whether he itechnicallya teenager at twelve or noemembers a moment
in time when he is no longer a child. His relationship with the rest of his world changes.
The air he breathes has a different quality. His heats be@ headier rhythm. Donald

squared his shoulders.

il e X g-eand-d-dlo d t , Dad. o Donald said conf i«
chores with record speed and hurriedtkto the Oakland that eveningde climbed in
and sat on the wooden boxde memorized the controls, the knobs and gauges. What if
he ran into somethingpanvi |l | e was about ten miles from
father to buy feed and supplies, checking the odometer and learning to calculate the miles
per gallon of gasoline he Oakl and got . He already knew t
The North Salem road was one of the few pave
gravel road from their house south to the hi
left to the Bartlettlog cabin. Ther e hed6d have to watch for tra
then follow the crooked road to State Road 75 that would take him into North Salem. At
the crossroads in the center of togm hedd tu
to Danvill e. I't wouldndét be | ong before he

the route from home to school and back.

Mozella came out to the car after her day at the Hendricks School. She was
actingasGo |l di ads t e ac h itshghadhpassdad the entnance exaomand h a
matriculated into the Central Normal College freshman cl&e climbed into the

passenger seat and smiled at her brother. i+
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to drive me to my classes at Central Normai Danvi | | e. What a swell
aware of his lack of confidence and worried that his suspension from school had made his
shyness worse. Secretly she was uneasy about his ability to navigate the big Oakland.

Ten miles there and ten miles bae#is a big responsibility for an eleven year. olthat

if they had an accident? She had read about
the road. What if they had a flat? What if the radiator boiled over? What if it blew up in

the middle of the tr p ? How would they get home? nAr e

asked him anxiously.

i L e t-dddeve w the end of the lane anébkb-b a ¢ k . tydudp show vy
Donald replied. He got out, went around to the front of the car, cranked the endine unti
it caught, coughed, then chugged contentedly. Climbing back onto his box, Donald
pushed the clutch iand theret it out gently to engage the gear. The Oakland gave a
jerk, but moved forward in the twilight. The brother and sister sat in silenbe aart
reached the end of the lane. Then Donald tiserkverse band to back up the driveway,
veering offonlyoncevi t h Mozel |l a gasping abDdobdémal d | au

worry, Mo zgegbig o get eDSDarvillegind bb-back. NN-No prdblem ©

The first trip into Danville with his sisteshould have beemncomplicated since
Donald was still under punishment for the fight and s n 6t suppabhawled t o be i
anyway Mozelawas wearing her best skirtoand shirth
with their parents for new shoes andreefcasehe Saturday before. Their dad had let

Donald drive once they reached State Highway 39, which was also paved. It was a good
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trial run and gave Donald more confidence that he could get his sistdletgeeathout
wrapping the Oakland around a trade was areteenager behind the wheel of an
automobile. Life was dseautifulas it was ever going to get, he thought. The fall day

was perfectly clear, the colors of autumn: green, gold, a touchgstrasd the sky deep

blue, the crystal blue he associated with Crater Lake, on a postcard his Uncle Jim had
sent. The Oakland negotiated the turns and accelerated down the hills headed into North
Salem, but as they approached thefwoay crossroads taitn onto Hwy. 236, Mozella
shouted, ALook out, Donylrdghtt t hBPorabkdast ammed
the brake, but it spooked the horses, sending them racing down Pearl Street. He could
hear the farmer cursing and shouting at the hor&naldcaught his breatlsignaled

with his left arm and headed left onto 238alfway to Danville, the steam began rolling

from the radiator in front. Mozella ai d , AiYoudd better stop a mir

i We s h o u-p-mplenti &f dtirae topget you to «lass by 10:00. | brought a
cccan of water. o Donald climbed down from h
and tried to turn the radiator cap-meHe flinc
that rag in under the-d-dashboard Mo zSpdtting the rag under her seat, she tossed
it to him. Carefully holding the rag to protect his hand, he finally got the cap off and
poured water as steam boiled out of the radigfivanking the engine, they got back on
the road and waved the few cars going the other way as they sailed along past the
Danville city Iimit sign. AAl most there! o C
feeling important that he knew a shortcut and pulled up in front of the college entrance.

fiThankasl,d DonHope you get back home all right
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Mozella climbed down and walked regally up the steps. Dqualdd away from the

curb, drove around the courthouse square and headed back west for home. As he coasted
downhe | ong hill below the | ofty brick house
explosion, and the car lurched. O no, he thought, a flat, the thing he dreaded most. His

mi nd went bl ank. How did the jack pwor k? He
by step in his mind as he eased the Oakland off the road. It was on an angle, leaning
precariously away from the highway. He found two big rocks and placed one in front of

each front wheel. The rear left tire was flat, so he put the jack in theispgatter had

shown himunderthe left axel and used the lever to jack up the car. It seemed to wobble

as it rose Taking the spare tire out of its tire well, he rolled it into position and loosened

the bolts holding the flat onto the hub. Easing thedff the hub, he put the spareamd

then screwed all the bolts into pladéde jacked the car back down and replaced the jack

in its storage compartmerithen he found the wrench he needed and tightened all the

bolts. Dusting off his hands, he crankhd engine until it caught, climbed back onto his

box, and he was off. Taking the road back slowly, trying not to overheat the engine, he

heard hoof beats gaining on him, speeding up. A trotting mare pulling a sleek buggy

whizzed past him, the driver labigg as he urged the horse to go faster still. Donald

knew what was coming: fAGet a horse! o the dri

When Donald pulled into the driveway, he was exhausted and hungry. He parked
the Oakland quickly and ran into the house. Hddcemella pie baking and saw his
mot her working in the garden, pMbdMemng the | a

he call ed oM-Manhlegcpuldleatd-h-h girMs e ! 0
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Dora was more relieved than she let on to see her son back in onarlgbe

caraswell ooking none the worse for wear. iHow

o
]

. K., Mo m.-D-Dawh?eor e6s D

AHeds waiting for the Oakland so he can g

letter and get his medicine. His diabetesastgt i ng wor se. He and | 6ve
thereds plenty |l eft for you. I left it on th
AThhanks, Momo Donald ate |ike a starving

with the beef stew and biscuits. He opened the Nordgefand poured himdeanother
glass of cold milk to drink with the pie. He knew he should be thinking about doing his

homework, but the weather was too perfect to stay indoors.

Ora came through the back screen déiting it slam behind him. He washed up

atthewellhose basin and addressed his son respect

drive into Danville go?0

fi J u-Bne, Ddd, but the-r-radiator overheated and | had t@4put more water

in to get to #town. Then ecoming back | had to change-#ldt, butithn k | di d it ri ¢

AHow did the box work for you?o
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nGreat, Dad. o He didnot mention fr

run off the road by the speeding buggy and its insolent driver.

When he drove back to Danville to pick up his sistehatbllege, he nearly ran

i ghten

over a squirrel trying to cross the road just as the Oakland was bearing down on it. Here

wer e

hazards he hadnodt counted on. As

were useful for keeping the mouse populatondasvo, he hoped heod

He had time to think while he drove to the county seat and back. His father had read

them a story in th&tarabout Joan of Arc that morning. The Catholic Church had made

her

a saint. He d e aboudherd Mdzal batl méntiopedt o f

something about Mark Twaiind Joanb u t he coul dnot r eme mb

l ong

avoid

ind a

er the

the car alongside the curb in front of the college building and waited for his sister. She

came dashing out and down thiele walkway, siling and almost running.

i
and
cl as

f

f

Hey,

put

Donald, youbére right on ti me.

her books down on the floor.

s today. o

Wh, MtM-Mozell? o

You

k now laysreadbfaoth tha hewspaper in the morning? He read

us an articlehis morningabout Joan of Arc being canonized, and today the professor
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discussed her place in European history. He said she was a farm girl who was inspired by
voices in her head to ledéide French Army against the English. She did it too! She
convinced the French dauphithat means princeCharles to give her a horse and

armor. She gained the respect of the French army, even some of the officers, and she led
victorious battles agast the English. The Irish need adf Dublin to fight the Brits

today-in 1920.0 Mozella took a deep breath. fil

fi F--Funny, | ww-was just thinking about Joan of Arconthewaway her e. 0

fiNo kidding? She must have been smabe. Most of the French officers were

jealous of her. She was popular, you know, like Eddie Rickenhacker Sh e was my ag

i Ho ve-cccometheylbbur ned her at the stake?o0

AThe Brits captured her. The chearge was
put the men to shame and embarrassed the cbfficials. That s my theory
They rode irsilence awhileMo z e | | a Yoa khdweMhark Tviiain wrote a wonderful

book about Joan of Arc. | read it when the Reading Circle van came around on# yea

more girls had courage |ike Joanb6s, women wo

fi EDad said they yp-passed the amendment to letawo men v ot e. O
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AYes, isnodt {"Anendmentisadact? We wbien cah Bnally vote

and use our imfligence to move America forward. t 6 s "€dmrt 20y . o

=13

Whooéyyeugggonna vote for?0o

=13

I'téds a secrbeut blalguoets,s Doodnlall dv,ot e f or Har

Everybody is fed up with Wi lsonbés failures. o

=13

WiWhy is everybody so-h-hard on PP-President WW-Wi | s on ? 0

ifHe had a st r iankapacitatedo nibeydbse ah eDdesmocr at ; t h.
Mom and Dad dondt |ike him. At |l east Dad¢éMo

the Prattare all damned Democraasheartand s he.6ds a Pr att

Donald thought about that awhil@. WiWhy are the RepuRepublicangl-dead
setaggai nst the unions?0o0
il donét know. Uni ons s ugaferearkipladkeshh e wor ki n

and higher wagesMust be the strikesThe strikes are getting oaf hand 0

Donald was driving with more relaxed ease already, taking the curves with

nonchalanceAs he stopped for the crossroads in North Satelodel Tright behind
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thembumped him, and the Oaklahdu r c hed, | ol t iMozgllfroxmedandd 6 s si s

regained her dignity: AWhat 6s that guy tryin

Donald shouted bWatkchati tt.hee dri ver: i W

The man sneered, AfKeep yer shirt on, Shor
turned right and hoped the rear bumpad donats job. Dad wouldhave a fit if the
Oakland were damaged, abdnaldfelt responsible for their car. He secretly was
relieved that the guy hadn6ét gotten out and
iShortyo coming from thatéd niseod re ntth imoliitrhg i akk
making race car competition his career. It
business.It might even be an advantage. He thought abaujoitkeys in the Kentucky
Derby; horse racing wake other spore and his familyollowed. He loved the stories
about Dan PatchThosejockeyswere really short, but they strutted around as if they
werekings.l f he coul dnét make the grade as a chai
mechani c. Hedd at | eedrackandsedk upaththevexcitekiena r o u n d

Automobile technologgvas t he trade of the future. He 6 d

The winter of sixth grade was a challenge for Domaldheir farm fell into the
deep freeze of 1921Frigid temperatures were breakiggords. Keeping the water in
the cattle tank from freezing and thawing the water in the troughs for the pigs and
chickens was a constant battle. Snow febecemberand Donal d nevdrought he

seen such a beautiful sighg the crystal trees and ihbushes when he stepped into the
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deep snow to do his chor&¥alter shared the farmtashksn d di dndét seem t o mi
bitter wind and flying snow, blinding them a
take | ong, however ,hedrort RVhher, | smhaWdirder. magi ¢ t o

Somedayggodnmnad | i mpewberenotwsno

Wal ter just smiled and replied, dAWell, sp

The bitter cold continued into early spring, and one day after school, Ora said to
the MWnes:ofithe cows is missing, and | &dm afr:
You two need to wrap up good and go find her
heavy boots and snow gear, pulled their winter caps down over their ears and trudged
downtheback | ane to the Simpsonds Woods. They
called that, but it must have been like the Free Place: owned by the Free Family. Who
the Simpsons were or where they went was a mystery. Fortheadssyshad gone to the
Free Plae to swim and fish in the creek, and Donald assumed it was called that because
it was free, no admission charg&hen one day he heard his dad and Uncle Hobart

talking about Henry Free and his home in Florida, where he spent the winter. Ora called

himafisnow birdo and | aughed about these rich
know what to do with. Hedd gone to school W
his children playing in the creek. Hedd nev

Donald and Walter trudged into the woods, searching behind everygileisimd

boulder, looking for the missing cow. The tears were freezing on their faces and ice was
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forming in their noses. The wind seemed to be picking up, and they set their jangt agai

the painful gusts. At last Walter spotted a black and white hump behind a big log. He

began to run: AThere she is, Donald, come on
was a newborn calf nestled in tédblgandurve of i
tried to bawl, but the sound was a pitiful w
canot | i ft twé ldow,sr ez ttlhhe dealtth i f we carr)y

fi | 0-stdy with the ec-calf and her mother while yougpge Dad. 06 Donal d
offered. Walter ran back, stumbling in the snowdrifisking himself upandfighting

the drag of the heavy wet slush. fdend their father in the barn tending to the horses.

ADad, come qui ck. We f o ulitld calf. AFileey mi ssi ng ¢

|l ook real cold. o Ora grabbed the reins of

Wal ter sensed his fathero6s urgent concern
iNo car or truck c oWsltedbutgdtindtl Hr aguegh htelri sd osnrea w
good horse is about as troulitee as anything. You get on in the house, Walter, and

warm up before your nose freezes off yer fac

Ora drove the horse pulling the sledge back into the woods until he saw Donald
waving frantically. He pulled up to the calf whose head Donald was cradling and saw
that the cow was half dead. She coul dndét ev

loaded the calf onto a horse blanket Ora had brought and lifted the tiny, awkward animal
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onto the sledgevrapping the blanket carefully around the calf. The cow let out one
weak, muffled bleat and lay her head back down in the snow, her huge, desperate eyes
filled with fear and des p aweliftthecavemoaHed | ook ed

sl edge too?0o

iNo, Son, Il &dm sorry. Shedéds too far gone.

The cow was heavi ng,LoakfDyDiDnagd ,t os hgeedts as thirl d a
Wecccan | i f-it &liméesmt.r o nlgd m Donal d, butche on the v
trusted his fatherds judgment. He watched h
Donald gave one last look, wondering what it felt like to lose your baby and freeze to
death. He climbed onto the sledge with his father, and they took fHeachklto the barn.
Oraliftedthec al f wr apped in the blanket aWhd wal ked
Whatareyoudld oi ng, Dad?0o0

Ora shouted back over his shoul der, i We h

stomach and keep him from freegin We 6 | | use a baby bottl e.

Walter met them at the door and helped his father unwrap the tiny bundle. The
calf tried to stand on his wobbly legs, but they collapsed. He bleated mournfully, looking
for his mother. Dora came rushiimgto see what the commotion was about. She heated

water, filled a baby bottle with milk, and plunged it into the hot water. Testing it, she
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handed the bottle to Donald and said, AnThi s
togethimtodrinkemugh mi |l k to grow. 0 Donald took th
toward the tiny calf. The baby explored the nipple, then quickly engulfed it with his

hungry mouth, sucking fiercely and making loud gulping noises. Donald laughed.

fi T h ic-salf knowsvhathh-h e 6&d odi ng al | -hfhiugphgtr .y! OHe 6s h

Walter watched from the sidelines, a feeling of joy washing over him. What a
beautiful creaturel Hedd never seen anythin

ibDad, what hapmethker o Dhe yalfldsing her bac

iNo, Wal t er , itdéds too bad, bWetmiglsthee was ne

able to butcher the beef when it gets above

Wal ter didndét think he could eat a steak

Goldia and Mozell were dttiat the Hendricks School marking papers and
cleaning up. Mozell was nearly finished with her credits, hoping to teach school in a
neighboring el ementary school before the yea
drive too much on the dangerous, ioads, but this last snow storm had lasted two days,
and the roads were bound to be slippery on Friday. Maybe his Dad would drive Mozella
to Danville while he took care of his new calf. The little critter was going to need

constant care. When his sistgot home from school it was growing dark, and they
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came in stomping the snow odafdoitghngher boot s.

hous® 0 Gol dia cried. Mozell a was enchanted wi

Can you believe how ti nmye hfer d s?0 Donal d,

=13

i WWalter and rim-me, we wwent back to-l-look for the mm-missing cow,

and we ff-found her anearly dd-dead with this little eg-guy shiveringm e xt t o her . 0O

Mozella stooped down. AWould it be OK if

Donald gavehebottle of warm milk to his sister, and Mozella fed the little calf
unt il Gol dia coul dnét r ers Heixa prettyhitéerthing | f . oK,

isndt he?0

Donald felt a surge of pride and joy. Th

care d it and make sure it grew up strong.

The calf stayed in thgpringhousejust outside the kitchen in a makeshift pen
until springweatherarrived, Donald cleaning up after the little animal and feeding him
on a regular schedule. As soon as the calfalidesto eat solid foods, they fed him corn
and cattle feed. Donald named him Milford after his adventurous, kindly uncle. It was

the highest compliment he could imagine.
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School ended the middle of May, and the brothers took on additional
responsibilites: plowing the fields, planting the soybeans, mowing the back lot, cleaning
out the barn. They were used to working from breakfast to after sundown, as long as they
were able to see in front of them. When work was done for the day, Donald and Walter
liked to throw themselves onto the lush grass in the back yard near the big iron kettle
where their mother made soap. Donald would lie face up with his hands behind his head
and | ook at t dseethsnmamilky way? RHba manestars-d-goyou

think there are?o

Wal t er | au gnteum the stafs2VEBiresteir has a theory about the
infinite universe. No beginning; no enHlis theory of relativity is changing how we

|l ook at I ight and matter. o

=13

EDo you know whwhat the speed ofltlight is?

il f gazilipestof milesasecondo you understand Einstei
and theorieg? Boy, | donot .
AMMaybe 1611 undgernstiaand ihti gwileng hlo od . I to

b e f or 4-belgdirig to NW-North Salem High. MMaybe my tteachers wwv-will

explain all this stuff there. o
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Wal ter watched the stars in silence. The
shooting star! 0 whi btreak marktise davkesky avitheadlianteh e

They each had dreams dssive as a meteor shower.
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Chapter 6
North SalenHigh School

Driving a model T, creating history, M
Kids love her teaching skill, but a steadfast will is still her greatest feature.

Don and Henry dggn better barns using their skills at math.
Henry makes the basketball t eam. Don t a

KKK visits local farmers, but they most impolitely say NO!
White sheets & pointy maskidheysayj s a cowar dés way to gc

* % %

The Twentiesn Americaroaredwith all the audacity of progress and prosperity,
but it was in the cities that the roarings heard The two brothergsolated on the farm,
took turns fetching thindy Starevery morning.The front page headlines, the photos,
the daly stories of scandalous, heroamdambitious people were their connection to the
wider wor | d. I f the farm wasnotheypouldbdlame i ng t he
Pres. Harding, what was saidfavored bankers and corporatiorsthey needed a gl
laugh, Will Rogers was always in the news with his latesywigtnment Donald was an
adolescent and trying to make sense of the crazy wbBddhim adolescence wa
strange and distressing land, a place of change and shifting allegiancespf state
uncertainty and posturing. Donaldhs impatient. As a teenager he could drive a car,
farm the landand raise a calf singleandedly. However, he was restlassifilled his
parents with worry  Harvidcel his sisters he was hopeless. He hadrita@eeading

the newspapers religiously every morning after his early morning chores before Goldia
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went to the Hendricks School in the buggy, which she still preferred. Their father

insisted he needed the Oakland, so it wasaticalarrangement Donatl was reading a

frontpage story about the | r i sglgeté&@dng?iTheBWNar . i Wt
Brits are backing down, but all the Iriskdeblo is ff-f i g ht e a@ohaldstonipedr . 0

out of the room, angry at the world, but soon thegrd mug from his harmonica.

Walter thought what a perfect gift the harmonica had been. It seemed to be the safety

valve that protected Donald and anyone around him from his darkest moods.

Walter ate his breakfast patiently, waiting to get a word in edgefviséa y be t hey
should send Nellie Bly over to investigate. O
manner and customary reticence left his opiniomsiing under the radaHis take on
the daily news was bound to have alsaicundertone. It was Mozellaho had first
mentioned Nellie Bly to Walter. She admi®d ybéldschemes and heourage She
had told Wal t e sensatmmalstoriedNexgoditiip &).S Brientad asylums
by faking insanity and experiencing the horrors {firahd as an imate.Walter picked up
on her fascination with the darfiMgyphpeuohnal is
Nellie could fake an Irish brogue, join the Sinn Fein, and win the Brits over from the

inside. Even the Protéeshtraaltandvodl d join Nel

Mozella stood up from the table and said,
It was i the papers just the other dayheSlied of pneumonia. What a laeghe

country oDonal ddés harmonica intrudeddhimrom the ne
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singing mournfully: fi Sdrreedhat eveyoiechaveeesnt di st r es s

Theydre hangind men and women for the wearin

Mozella was packing to head out West to report toModf Creek, Montana,
school superintendent. Shad landed a job teaching school beginning Labor Day and
was eager to be out ¢rer own, earning her own mone&he had saveenoughto buy a
seconchandModelAand felt independent . Wal t er askec
| onesome way zdlajastsmitecdat rer?béother.Mste knew she was going
to missthefamily, but there comes a time, she thought, when a person has to strike out
on her own. She hoped she wouldndét have to

West. She really hatathanging flats. Donald had shown her how to do it and made her

try it, so she was confident shedbd make it t
spread out, and was figuringonapad ofpapeHow | ongdés it gonnad t al
Mont ana, Mozell 20

fioh, | figure the Model Tcandoitsixd ays i f the weather hol d

coupleofextraspr e tires and plenty of water. o

Walter watched his sister pack the Model T for her departure the next morning

earl y. iWi sh |1 c oWadltat saig wistfully.t h  y o u, Mozell , o

AiYou be good and help Mom, Walter. I 611

Donald needs you to keep him cheered up. 0
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Wal ter understood his sisterds meaning, a
him like aheavy weight.Donaldwasgiven to moods of eepdepressiomff and on but
his spurts of higtspirited fun were worth waiting for, Walter thought. Lately though,
Wal ter sensed that his brotherdéds dark spells
anger could spin dwf control and sometimasas misdirected towards Walter or his
sisters.Donald also had nightmares and sleepwalking episodes. Walter liked to laugh
about how he had almost had a shocking shower in the middle of the night when Donald
was ready to pour ater on Walter, the human radiator. His sleep disturbances were
serious though, and Walter was often awakene
When Walter would mention the sleepwalking, Donald would sometimes deny it and
occasionally turnon Walteit Y o «dd och 6t know what y-Waltérr e t al ki n

Y-Y 0 u 6 r e-m-makisg stuffrup,t-t r y i nndmakeome feel likeawei r do. 0O

Donald plannedo enroll in North Salem High School the following week and
had been tense and edgy. Walter faglihe was just nervous about making new friends
and adjusting to a new schooHe had lashed out at Walter, accusing him of leaving the
gate open and |l etting -Dbeabdtwocegeamuathe i nt o the
cows, Walter? If the-f-frostcomes early, tth-t h ey 6 | | eat fbibloaten al f al
N-n-n-nobody cares about the cows buttimeo Donald slammed the gate shut after
they rounded up the heifers and steers and drove them into the barn lot. He steamed and

stomped, furious at evybody, but Walterever meek and goetaturedgot the brunt of
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it. He tried to be philosophical abduti s b r o anti kead Iéasnedfta jakesand

distract Donald with one of Will Rogé¥atest witticisms, but Donald worried Walter.

It was true thafall weather had come early as September descended on Indiana
and mornings were chilly, with frost in the air. Walter had never seen bloat, but his older
brother remembered when a heifer had eaten frosty alfalfa antelfgdss unable to get
up, swollen horriblyfrom the gasses in her fegection stomach. Donald had been
haunted by the sound of her pitiful groaff$ie young cow was on her side swollen like a
small hill, unable to moveHis father had tried to get her up and told Donald to help prod
her, but she had been down too long and died as they watched. The next cold season his
father had given Donald the job of chasing the cattle, keeping them moving so that the
gas would escape befdteould cause bloat. It wasrewarding responsibilithecause
Donald could run with abandon, knowing he was preventing the horrible degtve
him a feeling of satisfaction and exuberance. He loved the animals and liked their
reliance on him for their safety and welfarhe dense, intoxicating fragree of the

sycamores filled his head and the chilly air filled his lungs.

The night before the first day at North Salem High School, Donald was eager to
talk about his plans and expectations with h

itdol e be beka freshman? All those uppercl as

A Awww-justlietthemt-t ry i4goi nlbdmodget egoteducati on

college like MMozell and GG-Goldie. MMight mm-makeff r i ends t oo . 0
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Walter was sympathiet Heknew his brother was as shy as he but even more

awkward in a crowdHis cocky swagger hid a world of insecurityi Tel | you what,
Donal d. You find out what high school 6s r ea
success, OK?0

Donald laughedi OK, Wal-d-ccao ,t Hhatl!l o d

So in the fall 0f1923 shortly after Presideriiardingdiedand Willa Cather was
honored with the Pulitzer Prize for Literature, Donald enrolled at North Salem High
School, home of the Blue Devils basketball team. Heta@short to make the team but
enjoyed watching games with the noisy, lively crowtbosier madness was a fact, and
Donald yearned to be a foot taller so he could play basketball, but he was a realist and
figured his ability in math might end up being mémportant.Before his sister Mozella
had left for Montana, she had taken him and Walter to a game at NSHS, and the raucous,
friendly fans of the local team had filled Donald with ambition to be part of the team

when he was old enough to attend highosth

When he walked through the huge front daufrBlSHSfor the first time, he
looked around to find a friendly face. The sturdy brick structure had classrootine for
required high school subjects, anddDon, as h

around for Mr . Smithds room. His schedul e i
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was happy to see math was his first class every morning. He also had Mrs. Black for
English and American History, and Mr. Gardiner famdamentals dscience His sat
assignment put hiracross the aisle froldenry Myers, a fellow NSHS freshman who
lived on a farm east of North Salem on State Hwy 23énry was a genial, kinbearted

boy who liked Don anénjoyedmath, so the two of them hit it off from the first day

=13

Say, Don, where do you |live anyway?o

iOn a -northoffhereuyp7 5 t owards Ji mtown. 0O

fiDo yohave any horses?o0

AWNor k horses, yeah.-Belle[dnedRPet @rslrickétddo Ji m, an

=13

Are you goinbé out fer basketball 2?0

=13

Nawédgugsdm t oo -WdhwrdboutH you?09o

=1

Yup, maybe if | make the freshman team,

=1

BEDo you like the races? Evedbbeen to the I ndy 500?20

iYeah, Dad took wus | ast Memor i al Day. Bo
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ot

¥YYou bet! D-D-Didyoueversss ee such a crowd??o0

=13

N o pvewere rooting fodimmy Murphy but Boyer had a supercharged Duesy.

Old Jimmy coal dndt beat that.

i | -Mlrphy tdb. The gpapers said he went over 150 mph onbiHmards

this year. They call himi KKingoftheBBo ar ds! 0

AfYedhd you see Tommy Milton win | ast year
AYup, Uncl e -itiméfand mob ko vy favorite dilarl t e r . 1\
is Howdy Wilcox. WWe sawhimwwi n in 1919 too. o0

As the bell rang, Donald realized that the scliagl was flying by. Time sure
was a mystery, he thought. Having math early got the day off to a super start, and he
didnét mind history or English either. The
Mr. Gardiner was that interested in teaching smerHe was coach too, so maybe that
was his main talentThe best part of high school, so far, Don decided, was making a new
friend, and a friend who lived on a farm and liked the Indy 500 races. Henry was a real

nice guy, Don judged, and since he likadth too, Henry was golden.

nwel |, Don, back to cl asses. How do you
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il toés OK-LotsHbettarthgn Hendricks. Maybe | 6m just ol der

Don looked forward to math class since he and Henry had improvised a rivalry
that was mordike a sport. Mr. Smith caught on quickly and encouraged the boys to try
chall enging each other. Hedd send them to t
laughing with them when they finished neck and neck. Geometry was a practical aspect
ofmaththth appeal ed t o Don acheiesHoesalve gnequatibrhteay 6 d s e
worked pragmatically in building a hog house or chicken coop. They even worked
together on a better barn, a structure that would give farm animals more room, make
feeding easieand herding less stressful for the cattle. Pigs would adapt to anything, Don
observed, but he knew they liked to play and would be healthier if the barn plan included
room for their freewheeling antic€ows were more easily frightened and spooked when
a new or restrictive configuration confronted them. Putting a new herder gate up was all
it took to scare a cow. Don hated that look of terror and the bawling that accompanied

any effort to move cows, take them to markefyend them in any way

One maoning about a week into the school year Henry came into the classroom
out of breath and said, AHey Don, did you re

yesterday?o0

Don was sitting at his desk andgotl ooked u

killed by a shok absorber. MVian, whataway t o go. 0O
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Henry replied: AWhat a daredevil. He star

iYYeah, he even rode with Eddie Rickenbac

=13

The story was all over :MumpbyKiledomDit page.

Track. o

iCCCand6t beKibkblVvVedi by sKock absorbers. o

AfYeah, the paper said when the shocks mal
wooden rail throwing Jimmyinto the rail The impact caved in his chest, killed him

instantly. o

fi SStarted otias a riding rm-mechania

Mr. Smith, his tweed coat unbuttoned, strode into the classroom with his jovial

greeting: fAGood morning, Scholars. o

Henry and Don sat up straighter, ready for the first problem; however, Mr. Smith
noticed t havte [hoins dniodtnedbto ohka o u tSayaDorthows e e med di
about trying this equation?o He handed Don

on it. Ordinarily Donald would have been eager to put it on the board and work on it for
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a solution,buthee acher could see Don .Mussbe Mahdag n 6t hav
morningblues Mr. Smith thought. Finally Don saii, MMay be Henrtytgd | i ke t ¢
it.o Henry went up to the board with the eq
FernJodanh el ped Henry solve the problem, but Don
Smith called Don over to one side and asked him what was bothering him. Don was

embarrassed to admit he was depHejustsadd becaus

fi m&sorry, MMr. Smith, Igguessled-di dn o6t swelblastmnt gbt wo

Anwel |, Don, math is your strong subject.
should earn an A. 0 Fern interrupted to ask
and Don lefto go to his next class. Death seemed so unfair to him. Why should a
young, daring, intelligent fellow like Murphy have to die so young when criminals and
|l azy bums |lived | ong, useless |ives? He was

equationin math and solve the puzzle.

When he got home it was getting dark, and he called Sarge, figuring his old friend
would give him some comfort and cheer. He called the dog again and walked back
toward the red barn where his dad checked on the horseseevegyn i n g . AfiDad?0 Di
called as he saw a figure coming through the big double doors under the hayloft opening.
His father didndédt respond but wal ked toward
getting old. He seemed more stooped and slow. Ora stopgghtiad Don on the
shoulder, a rare show of affection: @ASon, I 6

afternoon. Hedéd been cripplind around fer g
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blind. He was a good dod.buried him back under the tkiary tree where he liked to lie

on summer days. o0 Don couldn6t respond. Hi s
What would he do withut Old Sarge to offer his waraiffectionand devotioR He felt

as if his world had imploded. Here it was agdireath staring him in the face with no

answers to his questions.i nal |y all he said was, fiPoor do:

Class elections were coming up, and Don backed Fern Jordan, who had gone to
elementary school with him at the Hendricks School, and whawmsng for class
president. She was a smart, responsible girl @tjoyed the spotlight, and Don figured
shedd make a good president. He thought the
high school was all about, he figured he might as well pasieigie nr y di dndét want
responsibility and said he was tongiigzl when it came to speaking in public. Don
smiled at that, thinking hodwenhtadqordideece s hedd b
coming out her ears, Don told Henry, trying to convinice to vote for Fern.She was
running against Horace Tucker, a rich boy who Don was convinced was a snob. His
father was a gentleman farmer who al ways wor

|l ooked down on dirt f ar me rissfatheriokcewhBrohea 6 s f at he

we nt into the bank. He overheard Mr. Tucker
these | ocal farmers come into the bank with
iSmells | ike money t o imethébankDromthabnmooent i ked t h

on. A bank was a funny thing to feel loyalty toward, but Don did.
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The day Henry made the freshman basketball team Don helped him celebrate.
The science teacher, Mr. Gardiner, had talked Don into takingpsigonof team
manager. He toldim it would be good experiende;e 6d get to go to the g
in free, so Don agreed to do it. One reason
Henry would get to hang out t ogofhisfaeer after s
choreslt never occurred to him that his brother Walter would have to take up his chores
on top of his own. Don had to admit to himself that the manager had a boring job, but he
enjoyedbeiy fione of t h efellgwsjudens poard kim dndhe hackgvhen

the team won a game. Henry was improving his game and hoping to make varsity the

next year. Don wanted to help his friend fr
drummed into their heads and work on each one until his gantegdtt er , so t heydd
basketball after school even when there were
Meanwhile Walter was feeling lonely and abandoned by his older brother. He
finished his chores and did Donosataed wel | .
hard work, but he noticed that Don didndét se

to take up. One evening their father said,
is doing your c boarhadnotieed aswell thWalter svas lutifally o

finishing Donaldés chores after he did his o

Donald looked up, surprised, and nodded, but he replietiook, Dad, Walter
is old enough m-now to take on smore responsibility. HH-High School is H-like a

job with mmore homework and-duties. ldd on 6t-t hmee fbr chores anym
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Donés father W8&esndti foypyvouncaddt get yer d

yer high school work done tdaha, byaosukberteb ag ol n ntae

B u i{DadDthe #team counts on fm-me . 0

1

The farm donoét run itself

=1}
n
o
o
o
n
o
=}

Donald hung his head and tried to think of a way to satisfy his dad but avoid
giving up his schoehat,BDB-Dadi t-wdekdtlodtwwithir el | you

Walter. WWe 6 lgétthgworked one . O

Ora looked skeptical but agreedionorDonés pr omi s e.

That evening Don told Walter he needed to talk to him after supper. Meanwhile
he f i gur e dthinkefégbodhinaentie¢o offer Walter. If he had been unfair to
hisbra her, hedédd make it up to him. During su
unusually quiet. Goldia, still teaching with Miss Rawlings at the Hendricks School, had
just gotten in and apologized for being latéhte evening meal. She sat down, out of
breat h, and saw that Wal ter 6s head was down.
Hendricks befor e youW%dulerdfalinggasldemagyourdeskhi gh s ch

today. I s something wrong??o
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Walterlok ed up and smil ed, iNope, Gol di e, | \

homework after chores and supper. o

Donald sonscience wagiving him real pain His brother had taken on his
chores with no complaint and even aolow wasnot
Walter amazed him. He was barely 12 but knew more about farming than atg®ne
Don could think ofexcept maybe their father. Waltead an instinct about caring for
farm animals and had a sense of responsibility that made him a natural at fat®ing.
loved order and was a hard work&onald was beginning to realize, however, that
Wal t e r-6adured willnghess to do what had to be daasan easily exploited
quality. Donald was feeling ashamed of hi ms

changewhat was making him ashamed.

Walter came up behind Donald while he was doing his geometry homework.

fiSay, Don, do you think 1611 do OK in math w

=13

Oh, s\Wattee. ,MMWHMath is easy. Mr. Smith imakes itff un. o

=1

Woul d you help me with my homewor k? I d

=1

BBe glad to. BBythewwa y , -beédnumeanibng to askyryou about th
that. ThThanks for dd-doing my chores wiwhile | w-went to the kb-basketball games

with the tt-team. MMaybe | cc-could do somethingfory ou i n return?o
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Wal ter smil ed an deachiogiht ¢éodirive thefOdkteZad a b o u t

Daddés been tthoeor ebfuss ynno aleseod f or me to drive t

Donald beamed at hisWglbuegerthaoddhea.swdlS

Wal ter went on: iMozell wrote us a |l etter
seen it?o0
Donald shook his head. Wal ter said, i Wa i

you. 0 Wal t er r an i nérwastwédsking hé dishel @ad askethleer e hi s

abouttheirs i st er 6s | etter.

Dora smil ed: filtds on the table there, Wa
nodded and ran back up the narrow stairs to their room, waving the @tieof breath,
he looked umt Donald as he sat on the narrow bed. Neither brother would admit how
much they missed their sister, but the letter was from Wolf Creek, Montana, and it was

both a vicarious adventure and a latigtance visit from Mozella.

Walter unfolded the thin pap and read aloud:

Dear Family,
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You should see the mountains out heB®nald and Walter would love
the creeks antheantelope. The Rockies are swelome of the peks near Wolf
Creek are over 1000 feet high.They tell me that grizzlies live neas here, but
I havendt Isetehni naknyl éylelt .t ake their word fo
if a grizzly approaches, but the trouble is, nobody agrees with anybody else.
Some say to make lots of noise and wave your arms. Others say togqulegndie
not threaten the bear. I't makes you wond

theyore talking about. I guess 10611 avoi

My students are mostly Scandinavian. Their families came over from
Norway and Sweden, and they know how to waakdhThe climate must agree
withthem. They 6ér e respectful, so teaching is a
dondt s pe athediilrgnall dohThe WolErneek School is similar to
the Hendricks School. | have thirty students from grades ooeghreightso it
keeps me busy. The building is a log structure, not brick, but they heat the
building with two wood stoves. Donal d wo
wood shed. ltés just outside the front d
overhangng roof to keep the wood dry. Some rancher in the community brings

loads of wood all winter.

I found a family with a room to rent ¢
Erikssons. They have a little boy in third grade who is a good student, so that

makeste si tuation better than it might be.
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saving some money already. We eat a | ot
Mrs. Eriksson is a good cook and easgeét along with, but her husband is so

straitlaced andtern that | never know what to say to him. He never says much
anyway, so meals are quiet. I mi ss Walte

commentary on the daily newfonald, are you still playing your harmonica?

Mom, | miss your peach cobblers and friddcken. Dad, | even miss the
smell of your pipe.You should come out here next summer, but | know how the
farm keeps you from taking vacations, so
month or so. How is Goldie doing with her teaching? Are youwstgdard to
get ready for high school, Walter? How do you like North Salem High, Donald?

Youdre a Blue Devil now, so | hope youdre

You boys would like the rodeos her&he local cowboys go for that sport,
but not theBlackfeet. Their reservation is north of Wolf Creek. One Saturday |
drove the ModeA up to the Blackfeet Reservation. It was pretty bleak, but the
Indians were friendly, and the children were curious. They swarmed around the
carand wanted metotakehem f or a ri de. I l et them s
pl ay, but there were too many of them to
have worried and caused a fuss. They all invited me back, so when you come out
here, wedl|l g owithutipe BlaakfeemVilkRogerfs cameut lteie
to perform at a rodeo in Great Falls last year, Erik Eriksson told me. He said he

wanted to go, but his fshtkhert watul dnWoul aék
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fun to see Will Rogers in person? Walteheard another quip the other day: Old

Wi | | sai d, il f | could kick the person in
I couldnét sit dhatiunny?f-amdsotauewe ek . 0 | snot
Fal l weat her has been beautlilf uli kseo f ar

winter up here.Leaves are falling and birds are leavifithey say it snows all the
time once winter sets in. Wolf Creek is on the east side of the Rockies, but | can
never remember if the east or ferest side ¢

myself.

How is the old Oakland running? The practice out here is to make a truck
out of your car. Somehow, they cut it in half and rig up a wooden bed to haul
things. It seems like a lot of trouble. Old Jim used to pull tons on the sledge or
the wagon without so much effdrtat least on our part. Dad, how are your
Belgians doing? Old Jim is getting old. Are you going to buy a tractor one of
these days? You dondét see many tractors
thing for farmers. Outere there are still a lot more horses than engines with
i hor s e Bytheweay, how is old Sarge doing? He is really getting old and

feebl e. I miss him. Maybe 10611 get a do

Study hard, Boys, and write me a letter sobmiss you. Mom, you and

Dad write too. | know how busy you are, but it gets lonely out here, and it may be
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along, coldwinter]l & m saving my energy; | might fal

my energy to climb out.

Love, Mozella

Walter lookedupadonal d with that twinkIle in his ¢

High School graduates you, if they ever do,

Donaldhad a faraway look in his eyes. He promised himself he would write his
sister aletterandtellhebaout ol d Sargeds death. Shedd be
He looked up. Walter was watching his face eagerly. Don admired his brother. He knew
he had loved the old dog as much as anyone else, maybe more, but he was always
looking to the future, alays hopeful. i ¥You bet! Dad says he@can nnever leave

the £f-farm long enough for avacationpb ut we 6l |l do it somehow. 0

Wal ter folded the Il etter carefully and sl
admi tted to any bbeahyogdttheletter kramihis sister. e Hadl
longed for a letter ever since she drove away in the Model T, and he was glad he had
been the one to get the mail the day the | et
ask her how to get to Wolf Crieérom the farm. He knew it was a long way, but he
guessed that by the time they took a trip ou
promised to teach him, and in spite of his faults, Don always kept his ponmigalter

heard the harmonicd. Ol Wls &nnad came drifting into the r
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Donald often remded how quickly time passetw that he was in high school.
Math continued to be his favorite subject, and his buddy Henry kept him on his toes.
Don was grateful forhisgoodfi end and happy that the Pennin
NSHS. He liked music class tddiss Saunders had them sing fgqaart harmony, and
Don liked to sing tenor. They learnsgirituals and American folk songs which Don
would then work out on his haonica when he got homeThey discussed current
events, ordinary stuff to Don who was used to hearing and readihglth8tarevery
day, but it was fun to toss around ideas and comments. The Scopes Trial in Dayton,
Tennessee, held them spellbound. Bod Henry thought it was unfair that a high
school science teacher had been arrested for wanting his students to think for themselves.
Calling it AThe Monkey Trialso was a cheap s
about Darwinds didide o map kef ae wiih Wiiammdennirige y
Bryant was a powerful speaker and convincing debater. Local headlines soon moved on
to the D.C. Stephenson scandal, and the boys wondered if his lurid, corrupt crimes would
ruin the KKK, since he was Graimtagon, or had been. Don thought Stephenson might
make a good argument f or BEascousi Modnsk etyh eTorriya | aos
antts ci ence c¢cr owd. The troubl e was, as Don po

monkey doing anything as primigvand brutabks Stephenson haflegedlydone.

Summers were times of freedom of sorts and a chance to see thepifitel
sister Mozell, now a transplanted Montan&he brought tales of the Wild West: stories

of intractable mustangs roaming the eglf, mountain lions and grizzlies haunting the
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mountains, and cowboys riding the range and performing in rodeos. She told them about

a student in her school who had won the local st@ging contesand another who had

the audacity to try bull riding.t8e s ai d, #AFrankly 1 86m more i mpr
stick with the violin. Now thatés an i mpres
to teach her students music and had given a
in loaning her a violirand giving her lessons had paid off. The boys, however, wanted to

hear more about the rodeos and grizzlies. f
fibecause they pedplay f aMaldaway afsrkemd about the

Mozella expléned that the rodeo competitions were a lot like th¢ @ubs in Indiana.

AiThey work on skills that are practical in r
ani mal s. You know, t hat 8k knevwowhat®heltodbl Roger s g
Willwas to Walter and Donal d, and she didnot S

heroworship.

Will Rogers had not only given the boys a sunnier outlook, thanks to his pithy,
humorous wisdom, but he had piqued their interest in rodeo entertainmehtswitipe
tricks. Walter would sneak out in back of the barn and practice roping the cows, but they
protestedbawling their confusion and outragé&/a | t er coul dndét stand t h
look in their eyes. His soft heart rebelled at the violence to d&iméhe rodeo sport.
Walter finally mastered the art of the lasso but decided there were better ways of
controlling cattle than using rope tricksle mastered the art of lassoing fence posts.

Donald avoided horses for obvious reasdma he too was &inated by rope skillsHe

di dn o6t sehishearirgdn the ather ear, so he never rode horses, but he would
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secretly try lassoindirst a post, then a calfinally he lost interest and made up his
mind to stick to the practicaHe did, howeve , note Willds | atest wit
the one in the paper that morning; he had read it afiXwl know everybody is

ignorant, only dmtnhdefhiméeel bettdit alsowwbnikd tcue.s . 0

The Class of 1927 had a class song Bt and Henry liked to sing boisterously,
in erraticharmony. The class had started with thirteen freshmen, so they sang of the
fiLucky Thirteeno bol dl pasealleffeay ofthggcuraedy si | |y su
number. Fern Jordan continued to showrhert ur a | |l eadership ability
mind that the boys teased her about running for President of the United States some day.
They reminded her that Nellie Ross was Governor of Wyonaind,encouraged her to
follow the example of Amelia Earham@ run fearlesslyFern and heyoungfriends had
celebrated the amendment that gave women the vote in 1920 even though they were not
old enoughtovoteye-er nds her o was Sister Aimee Sempl
famed evangelist disappearad a Venie, California, beach their junior yedine NSHS
students eagerly checked the newspagaity for news of her whereabouts. Don and
Henry thought she was pulling a publicity stunt. Agatha Christie had done a similar
disappearing a@ few months beforeThese women were just looking for fame, Don
thought. When the papers finally reported that Sister McPherson had turrdsteg
but unharmed, Don and Henry were convinced that she had pulled a fast one on the
public. Her famein spite of the whispereadimors that she had met a lover and done
who-knowswhatal,Li ncr eased even more rapidly, and Do

tt-t oo gul | i bwhgold WillRbgart i o cywital abowppo | i t i cs. 0O
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One night Ora had a visit from men who liviedhe neighborhood. They showed
up mysteriously on the front porch and knocked at the door. Don let them in, thought he
recognized a couple of them but had homework to do, so he went on upstairs where
Walter was working on a school paper. They heaides growing louder and their
father answering the voices in his patient, sardonic way. Finally the conversation grew
heated, and the men left, slamming the door and stomping down the front steps. The next
morning before school Walter asked their dadithe men wantedThere was a long,
uncomfortable silence. Wal ter sensed he6d a
he was wunwel come. At |l ast their father | ook
you, but the Ku Kdroundthissounyr @ mgashamédf eo sadgmi

but | once belonged to the KKK. | was even an officer, but | quit the Klan, and they

think 16m a traitor. o

iWhatibsaushe about ?0 Wal ter asked.

AwWell, they say the KKK rioreafesandrsligioang,e whi t e
but | ately theyb6ve been mainly begmdsi nd the d

andCathdics, Jews to@m

i Wiwhy are theyf-f or Pr ohi bition?0o
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Ailf ye want my honest opi nifeehsupedr,6d say th
tell 6éem what they can and can 0 tocrdsses They t
dondt mak enosera Ishate td confessethis, but they convinced me to join

when | was younger. Appealed to my patriotism and loyalty to the whité&race

Wal ter was troubled: AWhy do they burn cr

AfiThey say ités a warnindé to blacks, but i

Itds hate oand ignorance.

Awhy do they wear white sheets and pointy

AfiBoys, yoaslbthem Seameeardydo me, at least now it doés.

The spring of his junior year at NSHSon and Walter went to the Indy 500 races
with Uncle Milford again, but Milford had a serious proposition for @ad told him
about it as they drove into SpeedwdyD o n , riemd $Bpairfigler in Lizton has a repair
shop thatés doing real well with so many far
hand to help with the shop, learn basic auto repairs, cleandpive him support. He
wants a reliable fellow who is interestedduto mechanics, so | told him about you. You
think you could work for him this summer?0
a tailspin thinking how he6d get to work, ho

dad would say. Finally he blurtedu t -W-WeéM | , s ubrbed ggreat waptd b
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save mm-money forschool. DDad keeps telling mm-me h e ¢ a nraytcollegé f or d m
expenses. -Tuition alone isoutofthe-g-qu e st i on. |--myowlh ave to ea
way. 0 U n grihnedarid itddl Don meaould go apply at the shop on Tuesday, the

following day. Spangler would be glad to see him.

Walter knew Don was on cloud nine. They had gotten an electric stader
figured out how to put it the Oakland, bypassing the crank and makiegcar easier to
start. I't hadndét worked at first, but Don h
over. The Oakland was heavily used but mainly on short errands and hauling jobs. The
Kettering starter had been a big help, and Ora had beensimpeed wi t h Donés ing
and initiative. Uncle Milford had heard about the Oakland starter escapade and made an
effort to talk with Spangler about his nephew who was in love with engines. He also
decided to work behind the scenes to make certain Dogogaet training in automotive

mechanics.

The 1926 Indy 500 was a classic. Rookie Frank Lockhart won the race in the
rain, after the race was stopped at Lap 71, restarted and stopped again at Lap 160. The
rain made the dangerous sport even more hazsrdod Herb Jones, a local Indianapolis
boy crashed and was killeddon and Waltehad brought raingear but were soaked by
the time the race had endetihe brothers learned the story only later in the Indy Star of
the 23yearold rookie, who had been saftuled as a relief driver for Bennett. Lockhart
eagerly took the wheel after Kreis became ill with pneumonia and wowed the crowd.

The fierce competition between the Miller and Duesenberg cars was an annual bone of
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contentionwith the Millersgenerallycoming out ahead, but the brothers loved the

fiDoozi eso! Don couldnod6t get enough of the r
their way to the pagoda where the riding mechanics and drivers were congratulating

Lockhart. Jimmie Lee, chief mechanic favdkhart, saw the boys and came over while
thehooplomoccupi ed the reporters and spectators.
Wal ter said, fiThe crash was bad, but we | i ke
asked him what he did, and whenLee hi m hedd been a riding me
years, Don asked how Weé rter anotagd. Riflimgre | ift . Lee
mechanics don6t get much credit, but theyore
up the fuel pressure and makeesurt he dri ver knows whatdés goi n:
mind took it all in, and he decided in his heart if he never made it as a driver, maybe he

could train to be a riding mechanic. I't wou
Indy 500 somehow.t keemed more practical and within his reach. Maybe a few years

of training and experience would do it. One more year of high school, and then the world

was waiting.

Spangler hired Don the next day. Don had talked his Dad into loaning him the
Oakland and when he drove the old car into Spal
tried to seem confident and eager to work for the fellow. Spangler asked Don questions
about his training and interests and was satisfied that the young teenager would be a
reliable employee. He showed Don where heod
do. The more Don saw of tools and grease and parts, the more excited he became. He

asked Spangler where he could buy a pair of coveralls like Spangler was wearing. The
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o der man | aughed and said, ATel |l you what,
back there. Il 6m a |ittle taller than you, b
f i n eon showedup on time every welgly that summer and enthusiasticallgaried

the garagén the evening after a day of changing oil, changing tires, adjusting

carburetors, and checking spark plugs. He was in his element. When it came time for

school to start, Don was depressed just thinking about studying books and sdting a
desk for hoursonend, but Walterurded m t o be sensiypdedve i€Cowimeg ¢
got a year to go. Give it your best shot. o
NSHSby sticking to a routine and doing what had to be ddrteey also reathe

newspapers.

Donés | ast year at bebbo dutinythSeptenbenofHi gh Schoo
Mi ami 6s devastating hurricane. Henry Myers
in their math classes, and both were alert to important national and world hews
amazed Don that most of the students seemed more caught up in planning for the senior
prom than in informing themselves about the
hurried into algebra class where Henry was working omteistn ut e homewor k. @ Se

Henry, dd-did you see the photographs of thbig Miami hurricaneint oday ®@s St ar ?

ifYeah, donot t hi nk | 6 dotawraunde whodought ve down
land down there near Miami, said it was the real estate opportunity of the futureleiWo

what he thinksnow? t hink 1611 steay right here in 1nd
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i St or yStaisaid wintdseg-got up to 125 mph, kiled-hundr eds of peop

fiTalk about hurricanes Jack Dempseyds a regular destr

comingup againstGen Tunney in a couple of days. o

fi Na wnotinterestedinpr i ze f i ght eprpo.i ntWhhat 6s the p

Don did give Henry a hard time about Gene
otherwisethe two NSHS friends managed to keep the math teacher on his toeis in th
friendly rivalry. Both boys were also fascinated with science and liked to chattemge
science teachefi He vy Don, did you read about Goddard
mo on b ef oMreSpdulding gvdriied Don and Henry not to get cdraay by

the popul ar science magazines. He didndét t

As winter tightened its bitter grip around Hendricks and Boone Counties, the
optimisticstudents at North Salem High School simply planned for spiiihg. girk
particularly were already plotting strategies for the May prom as basketball season came
toacloseWhenHenry saw Don in the mornings, hedd ¢
what és in the news today??o The bdoys woul d
offer their solutions to local and world probleniEie prom was not on their mental
radar, at least not yet. They were more interested in the Chicago excitement with Al

Caponeds ¢ a n-ganmshmeagon nmgsacee. o and Henry figured that
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Bugs Moranwas behind the 1926eptembeattack on the Hawthorne Inbut the gang
violence in Chicago convinced the boys that Chicago was not the place for them. It
might be exciting to read about Capone and Moran from their rural homes, but they had

thesense notto wantto liveinfeai.Di d you read where theybre b

school forNegroesinIndy?T hey wer e gonnadé call it Thomas
somebody objected to naming it aftks. ® sl ave
i Whowwas he?0

AfiHe was a free black man who fought and w

He was the first American to die in the American Revoluéion.

fiD-D-Did Gov. Jackson approve that? Thesag the KKK got him elected.

iYeah, Ilagscare tofthe house awhile back to get my dad to join the
KKK, but he di dnHetremindettkemtalioet D.C. Stephénkon,ithatg .

Grand Dragon they got on murder charges. He did terrible things to that wioman.

i Nok ikddi n 6 ?>menc &8manet aqn see Dad adiddanet | oi ni n.
hetttur ned 6em down, 9paBdthefdcdonés kempnind an

opinion,t h e y ébureh o hypocrites.
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AThe guys that came to see Daaongedtdbd hi m a
the Klan and pressured him to get on board, look to the future of the white race. Dad told

6em he was a member of the human race. 0

Don | augdoeodd. anfsGuer . Yer Daddéds OK, Henry.

Where had those four years at NSHS gdbef?wondered ashe put on his best
clothes for their 1927 commencement in the high school auditofibere it was again:
the mystery of time. He could never get those years back, he was thinking, no matter
how he might want to some day. The sun came in through hislssdabom window as
he straightened his stiff collar and tie. He combed his hair carefully and decided his blue
eyes were a definite asset. So what if he was stilt3hide had grown strong, tough,
and healthy. His mind this bright spring mornimgson his future.Their class flower
was the rose, so when he walked in the door of the gymnasium Miss Saunders, beaming
proudly, handed Don a red rose for his lapel. Walter was in the audience with their
mother and father and big sister Goldia. Don linpdwvith his classmates) front of
Henry Myers, for the processional AiPomp and
twice for the graduates to file regally onto the stage for the ceremony. Fern insisted they
leave six feet between eastudentso thethirteen could experience the moment the way
a big city high school graduating class might do it. The solemn occasion needed to be

savored, she thought, but Don just wanted it to be done with and behind him.
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Chapter 7
General Motors Institute

High sdool diploma in hand, Don heads to college at Flint.

At GMI hemeets manyrials, butalwayss ay s, @A Gl ad that | wen

No cash for frills; long nights of study; college is not a breeze.

Don survives tough freshman year, on milk and toasted cheese.

Donpl ays some coll ege football but is tl
Decides that racing or auto mechadce more realistic dreams.
*x ok
Don6s mind was not Heradtagpledt® GM|,iGaneralc er e mony

Motors Institute, for a scholarship at the urgafdMr. Smith, who had written a letter of
recommendation forhimn pr oper, rather hyperbolic style
his proficiency in that subject as well as his fine performamseience classDon was
hoping tosign up for the freshmarlass at this young engineering school in Flint,
Michigan, beginning in the fall.He had reaéboutG M1 6 s finfluencedby €harles
Kettering, an inventor and automotive entrepreneur who believed in-the sgstem.
Don was impressed because it vagsractical way for a relatively poor student to work
and study in an alterting setup: six weeks of concentrated study, then six weeks of
paid work in the automotive industryHe had never visited the campus but he had
pored over maps of Flint andaw eager to see the famous automotive city and the Flint

River. Don was pondering his opportunities and dreading his inability to measure up
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when he heard the Principal Startled, elstood n a me .
up and somehow managed taka his way across tidSHSstage to take his diploma in

hand and get down the steps without stumbliHg.looked up to see Walter grinning and

his parents beaming with joy. He knew in his secret heart that he wanted fame and

fortune, butas young as heas, he was a realist. ecknew he was only a country boy

from a little farm in Indiana and would have to work twice as hard as his classmates to
achieve what he wantedAnyhow, he reasoned, fame just made you an easy target.

Better to be safand honesthan famous, rightHis teachers had drummed into them the
importance of integrity, and Don believed iafter all, Al Capone was famoubuthow

much longer could he expect to last on this earth?

As spring planting occupied their time after gradugtidon and Walter were too
busy to think much about world events and national problems, but Don continued to read
the news aloud every morning before they wertto their choresHe had agreed to
work for Spangler afternoons during the summer monthshardoked forward to the
lively debates in the shop. After busy mornings getting the crops in and taking care of
the livestock, it was fun to listen to the adult conversations. Somehow they always got
around to discussing Al Capone and his Chicago g&am thought it was strange how
they made him into some kind of American he@ne June morning he said to Walter,
fiLook a@aheyHr gl tm@et Al Capone for racketeering. Chicago police

know hhis headquarters is the Hawthorndg-buthe 6s t oo smart for the ¢
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Wal ter replied, fAWell, he gets his illega

Everybody knows it. Bootlegging is out in t
Don thought the police and officials in big cities waré | crooked, but he
want to disillusion his little brother too n

sure. He was concentrating on the letter from GMI, and the mention of Detroit stirred up
hisimpatience and worry to fresh turbulentéhere was that letter? Maybe they

woul dnét accept a student from such a small
scholarship too. It would be hard enough to survive even with the scholarship, but

without it, how could he stay for the years it might takedbagdegree and a good job?

He knew his dad was worried about the far mods
incollege. Thecwmp program had seemed the best solut
the grade?He knew he was competing with other béysthe GMI acceptance. He

finished breakfast, and the brothers wendo the planting.

The morning the letter came, Don was ranting about the latest string of gang
mur der s i n Chggayajgsormmow downhtreeis rvalsgvith sulmachine
gurs. T-Torrio is the head honcho in Chicagebibut Capone directs thedidirty work
and ggets away with am-mu r d e r . abntinuédsis rdvieg, Walter came dashing

through the door waving an envelope.

AfHey, Don! Looks | MbeotrtBBel hseti euteroml Ge
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Don grabbed the letter and slit it open with his knife. The letter had the GMI

letterhead and was signed by the president Al Sobey

fiDear Donal d: 0 the letter began, iWe ar e
begantolaug and read the r est-GGMIlaeceptetl ym-me. fi Wal t er |,
Theydre even giving me a schoHoaw sahboput tlhadts?
Doncoulch Gte me mber when he had ever been so happ
justlooked concerned. His mother was glowing. She tried to tell him how proud she was
but knew Ora was worried sick over how to pa
to manage somehow. He had his heart set on
thi nk we ¢ an &b-butdHavedorthihk of Aminsy, fbut ure. 06 Ora t ook

and tapped it against his palm. He looked up skeptically.

nAl Il right, Donal d. Thios ei extravggdni s y o u .
coll ege foogoshdess. havedre woaokproggeam way ¢t hr
sounds good, but you have to get up enowvne v e r  mworkimard) ahd getey

papers in on time. No excuses anchno r s i n 6Soayouqet a gstholarship?

Donald nodded. He was paitiify aware of the responsibility this entailed, but his

el ati on was -Look, Padu Irkmbe dow to wiiwork like a mm-man, and

Walter can edrive mme up to Flint when theterm starts after LaborD a y . I wonot
need a-car there, living on-c-campus. ¥YY-Yo u 6 | | need t HMalteOakl and,
candriveittbback home. 0 Wal ter was eager to help
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get several more years out of the Oakland, and this was one of the few long trips the old

car would suffer. Wagr was excited to think he and his brother would be on their own,

nearly four hundred miles from home. He was
radiator s. Just get him behind the wheel an

noK, Don,malndm wWéewrl | drive up through Fori
the wheel. Youdl |l be going up before high

Hey, did you read aboulicky Lindy making hs Atlantic Ocean crossing in that little

airplane® Don laughed.His brother was good at knowing when he needed to think

about something exciting and distracting that had nothing to do with his stress and worry.

The boys had been following Charles Lindberg
AiNext thingelyobpa EaoWwar Amwi |l | Bhebrothenghadg it . 0O

agreed that Amelia was the girl of their dreams.

When heand Walter drove through the entrance of General Motors Institute, and
Donwalked onto the GMI campus for the first time, his hea#t faster and his pulse
quickened. There was ti@&MI Academics Buildingpbr and new, built by th
new owners, General Motor&Valter had come with hinas promisedp drive the
Oakland back home. Don had taught lindrive itd u r i n g nidroyeados high e
school Not only that, but since the old car had been in use for over ten years, Don had
taught Walter simple repairs anolitine but crucial maintenanceThey had mapped it
out, all 0 milesfrom the Hendricks County farm to Flilichigan They had left

early, their mom packing them a humongous lunch and lots of water. Ora had retreated
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to the barn to finish chores, he said, but C
with farewells, so they were offl Now here he was amgusscared to death, and ready
for the worst. Walter was hoping to spend the night and head back to Indiana the

following day, so Don had to locate his dormitory room first.

They asked upperclassmfam directions to the freshman dorm, and after gptmu
of smartalecs tried to lead them astrathey found the right hallDon was eager for
Walter to see the campus and wantedrpress his younger brother witls collegiate
ways, so he parked the Oakland in front of the dorm, and they went in sééreh
college canteen for an early supp#éss they strolled across the grassy quad, Walter said,
iSay, Don, you think youdl/| be coming back h
and shook -Md,s Wealatdeb-hif Niy fodine. Thh te a ihérs the

opportunities are theseddd ay s . 0

They strolled nonchalantly into the canteen and ordered the cheapest items on the
menu overhead. Chomping on grilled cheese and drinking milkyteeylaughing
about getting lost in Fort Wayne on theiryagp to Flint. Relaxing and getting their
bearings,thewer e startled to hear an upperclassman
Oakl and? Theyoére towindé it awgettilgaup. Gul pi ng,
Walter followed hisbrother each ones rervous as cat in a barn full of dogsDashing
across the grass at a gallop, they shouted as the campus police stood watching a tow truck
tow away their beloved Oakland: fAWait, Waité

truck. The campus officerslkoe d i ndi f fer ent and said, i Now,
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t hat your car ?o Don nodded, sick at his sto
whil e we had |l unch, of ficer. 0 Yofuvddh ,hawel It ,o

down to the police statio, pay the fine, and retrieve it.o

Don and Walter were horrifiedWasting money and getting in trouble already.
They werendt just h d&heggotdidestionstohédpolicestatone f ool s
and walkedapidlydown Flushing Ave. Don wasc& with worry. Hismost urgent
difficulty was money. What would Dad say? Here he was incurring unknown expenses
his first day on the GMlcampu§ he boys were out of breath, a
down, Don, the Oakl and ettseredviththgkeytothe anypl ace
starter. The russet and gold leaves were raining down on them as the wind gusted across
the river. Walter laughed at the fall blizzarddry leaves Hewas worried too, but his
method of dealing with situations like thissva j o ki ng and di versi on. f
remember what we were talking about the othe
latest escapade? Capone and his gang get their money from bootlegging illegal liquor.
Heds successful b e ¢ anek Eventthle bforeunions weee agaiast k et , a

prohibition becausé t 6s wr ong to depri ve@Remémberweor ki ngmai

laughed atthatone®Pr ohi bi ti on i sndt working because t|
themsel ves what they drink. Wild/l Rogers said

fi Walter, how ec-can you joke around atat i me | i ke thi s?0 Don
interrupted.
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fiCome on, Don, we o6l | figure out somet hing

Communism is |like prohibition; itds a good i

Y e ah,-Wibis simartéf than all the4p-politicians put together. He oughta

run for office. WWish he was here rightmn o w . Maybe heddokaow wha

The police station wasald squarebrick building on Flushing Ave. The boys
entered. Don hesitated, butW&a er ur ged hi m on. iCome on, D

parked in a stupid restricted area. Maybe t

They approached a dispatcher at a desk who had them take a seat. Don looked
around at wanted posters and saw his tage superimposed on the ugliest mug shot.
How in Sam Hill was he going to get out of this one? The police officer who motioned
for them to enter his office | ooked gri m. f

restricted area on the GMI grounds belomgsty ou guys?0

Wal ter answered: Alt belongs to our fathe
farm west of Indianapolis. o
The officerés face |lit up. AfHome of the

Walter and Don nodded in assent. They relaxed a little bit and viaitdte

of ficer to continue. He | ooked over his pap
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Don replied: Al 6m enrolling at GMI, gonna

own business some day. 0

iOh, I see. Youdl |l gettasgoned pubwcthewnl g

bestceop system in the nation. o

Don eagerly added: iYes, Sir, Il 6m enroll e

school . We dondt have much money to spare. o

The officer looked up, the shadow of a smile and a hint of humor gyks So

how do you propose to pay the fine to get yo

Don and Walter looked at each other, stymied and embarrassed.

AThe fine is $10. Do you boys have enoug

Wal ter said, AiTo tell adme Dadgateime Of ficer,

enough to get home, almost 400 milesbut we donét have $10 to s

The officer tried to |l ook solemn and r emi
obey the traffic and parking regwoidations. 0

AiThis new campus has restrictions that they
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Department discussed this with a GMI commit:t

enough signs posted yet, but they expect the

Donald and Walter didnodét dare | ook at eac
concentrating on the officerds face, as they
of ficer concluded: fASince you boecadwih e not r
our police department, at leastnotget he | ooked up ominously, Al
a warning ticket and |l et you take your <car. o

Walter and Donald exhaled together, looked at each other joyfully, and thanked
the officer, shook his handna hurried out to the lot where their beloved Oakland was
sitting. Don drove back to GMI, pulled into
P a r k @and rgrup the steps into the freshman dorm where he registered and got his
room key. He and Walter éimd the room, heard ngigonversatiorthrough the door,
and knocked. Aallf el | ow one might have called a fsnaj
and when Don introduced himself and his brother, he shook hands withressoid
invited them in to meet hisifre nd s . AThis is Ben Norton from

Sam Snyder from NewryBiddlecoey . Welly enamédd ridm ot

Gl ad to meet you. o

=1

Hel l o, pleased t emymebertotyhoeur tWaol.t erThi sl 6ins

=13

Oh, Wé@he .been assigned this room. We 6 r
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Don wasndét sure what he meaamyp sby weladt, bu
jacket and blue knit vest. Expensive clothes, he was sure of this. His shoes were soft
black leatherand fis long pants were wooHe thought the vest might be cashmere.
Not a wrinkle in sight. He sensed that Wal't

what t o-Wsllany bb-brofh®Y Walter meeds a place to sleep for one-night

before he headsb-b ack to I ndiana. 0

Harrysai d, Al tds OK. He can take my bunk |j
having dinner at thMarriott, and afterwards theyodll be pick
have a suite there. Th er Marlotttonighed pl enty of r

Donald and Walter thanked him profusely and excused themselves. They were
both hungry and fdomathingtdedtefore tgodndich atert tWalter g e t

opened the door, and Don was out into the hallway in a flash. Wkdtsd the dorm

door carefully and smiled. fAWell, that worke
Don was humiliated. He didnét want to sp
they walked back to the student canteen. Do

smooth, sophisticated appearance and suave manners. An Easterner! He imagined how
they must be laughing at his bumpkin style and cheap clothes. The dormitory room was
too expensive anyhow. Hed6d give itnga try, b

house where he could eat in and save morigry their way to the police station he had
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noticed several old threstory Victorian houses along the river, and he thought he
remembered seeing a ROOM FOR RENT sign on one of them. Fall was in the air, and

Don looked forward to exploring the city of Flint. It was like landing on an alien planet.

He and Walter ordered egg salad sandwiches and both had milk again. Even the
cheapest thing on the menu would quickly eat up his spare cash, Don thtoghtate
in silence, Walter watching Don, knowing instinctively how insecure his brother was.
The boys were starving, so Walter suggested he spéimgean ice cream for the two of
t hem. ifiChocolate ice cream will d&d you up

they savored the dessert, watching the future grow brigleocolate works every time.

Walter left the next morning for Indiana, and Don walked around the campus
trying to figure out what Initiation Week entailed. There was a meeting of dihfers
at 2:00 that afternoon, so Don got to Academic Hall early, found a seat near the front and
looked around him. It was a large auditorium with uncomfortable wooden folding seats,
tall windows, and a drafty chill in the air. He shivered and watchesl tmye in and sit
down filling the rear rows first. He coul dn
always tried to get close to the speaker. He noticed the echo in the room was distracting
so he knew hedéd have t-wokinggentemaniclimbed éhe A di st
steps to the stage and sat down to the right of the podium. Don wondered if that man
could be Presider@dbey. A second gentleman proceeded up the steps, strode resolutely
to the podium, | eaned f or wkieshinem ®amnebfgoomed: AV

will soon be Madhatters, so a special greeting to that elite group. You may feel a little
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silly wearing the derby and sporting the sch
Laughter and applause followed, and Don relexéttle. This guy was all right. The

speaker continued: ildm Charles Kettering.
starter on your car, if you should be so clever as to have one, is my invention. It has

saved many an arm and improved th&oenobile ina small way That is one of the

primary goals in your higher education at GMI: invention, innovation, integtite

thre®ofAdh the aut omot i Doewas captivatedbythisi n Amer i ca
inspiring man, with his sensible approacid &is confident demeanor. His speech was

short but riveting. Don made up his mind to

AfiThere will always be a frontier where there

When Don returned to his dorm roomeairy was dtting at his desk, smoking a
pipe. I't smelled | i ke ho meWhatibdididyduthinkvas unea
ofK-Ketteringbs speech?0o

AAww, heds a screwdriver and pliers mecha
but the wave of the futurei r eal estate and invesat ment in i
rudimentary education in mechanics so | can transfer to a bigger school and get a more

prestigious degree in engineerimgbusiness managemend

This left Don speechless and angry. He changbde s u bQogow know fi D

what thth-this M-M-Ma d hat t er stuff is al/l about?0
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Harry | aughed. ifiOh yes, the eggheads are
dubious honor of wearing silly derby hats and carrying ridiculous canes to impress the
freshmen on I nitiation Day. Didnott wowl|lmdatditce
waste my time working my tail off to get into that club of losers. | intend to join a
frat er Sigmaylpha Edsilordfer me. Only the oldest and the best. Theyatelti

leaders, movers and shakers.

Don didndét wa rkiiew absolutelg mthing aboht &aternititsi

he had been impressed with the intelligence
He s a i-Vd-\Well,fihéy were m-nice to mme andseemed like smartk-k i d s . 0 He
felt instinctively that he should be defendi

about the group to do it effecWhWhatl y, so he

courses are youtttaking? We sign up for our classéomorroy r i ght ? 0

ARIi ght . il need Fundamentals of Mechanic

English and higher math course. How about vy

i \WWell, | hope to #-take a math-course and enroll in an autemmechanics

cccurriculum. o

i GM |Wwe phying us to work for an employer in the Flint area during the six

weekceoper ati ve segment . I hear we stay with
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Seems -ggook systeantagpme , pr acti cal . 0O

=13

AfiMaybe so, but itds ftooro myucthasltiek.e al tcraandde
transfer to a school with better credentials
Don took in the information,-geomédchi ng Har
confident style Growing angry at Harr-Wiysregouperi or a
w-wasting yur tt-time with a ffraternity? Whatedl-d oes t hat accompl i sh?0o
Harryodos face fell. He sensed his roommat

woul dnodt tuhned esrosctiaanild benefits of the Greek So
to schmoozerad booze. That s the main reason Proh
Al pha Epsilon gets t héletbrredawaydfronooDohang | i quor a

commenced writing.

Don left and began walking from the campus towards downtown Flint. He
brooded andumed, mulling over what Harry had told him. Was this cynical information
true? Should he be trying to rush one of the fraternities on campus? Which one? He felt
totally ignorant about such things. With the Madhatters he was swimming in more
familiarwa t er s . He knew how to work hard and st
about schmoozing anhébaozde 6iedd kend dleed acsne ©
basketball practiceSo hed6d stick with the Madhatters, f

h e 6 de timegrade and join them. If not, that was all right too.
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He walked for hours down welik avenues, past colorful, bright advertising, up
dark, filthy alleys where he startled a tom cat. From the firaydsedrawn to th&lint
River. After matriaulation the following day, he dug into a routine, studying every night,
and making certain not to miss any classess fiéquent nightly rambleshen he
c o ul d n éwayssendedaipalong the dashjmmering water that reminded him of
the Wabashbacki | ndi ana where one of his uncles hat
visit Uncle Hobart during the summer when his parents, in one of their rare vacation
moods, had taken the family for a reunion on the beautiful river in western Indiana. He
loved the relaig lap of the water and the patterns of sunlight on the current as he sat
watching for fish and crawdads. He could think more clearly by the river. He liked to lie
in the grass, his hands behind his head, watching the cloudspmaeefullyalong,
listening to the musical sound of the rushing river as it floplagidly down to the Ohio.
Oh , he | oved the river. Someti mes hedd fall
where he was and how he got thefée Flint River was a far cry from the Wabakht

it served to calm his agitated mind and liberate his cramped spirit.

Don managed to survive Hisst six weeks of academic work and even joined the
GMiI football team. He was too short to get much opportunity to play, but the coach
encouraged hino stick with it, told him it would build character. Don soon became
disillusioned, however, sitting on the bench game after garne cold drizzlevhen he
knew he should be studyOngtopHebdDaortGerubeen

conclusiot hat hedd made a blHagygae bimhaHare timeabodtr y f oo
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the footballteam A Co me on, D o n-aelw dchoolGhir athieic pragramr a n d
has no history, no prestige. The coach teac
wastilg your time sitting on that bench game af
feel stupid irritated Don, especially when he knew Harry was right. They won their

games but only because they played only trade schools and other young experimental
communitycolleges as inexperienced in the art and science of football as GMI. If Don

could have seen into the future, hedédd have |
GMI football team. It lasted only a few years more, and then when GMI became

Kettering Unversity, popular campusshirts proudly announced: KETTERING

UNIVERSITY FOOTBALL - UNDEFEATED SINCE 1919. Undefeated because KU

football ceased to exist in the 1930s when they decided football was irrelevant-to well

trained engineers and mechanics.

As the term advanced, Don and Harry soon came to an amicable agreement that
Don would moveout. He founctheaper quarters off2venue, where he had found a
room for rent in a boarding house where he could have more privacy and eat meals he
prepared himsefrom the grocery market downtown. His landlady, Mrs. Murphy, was a
kind-hearted lady who served regular meals in the dining foomn additional feebut
Don preferred to eat oatmeal and raisins with milk for breakfast, bologna and cheese
sandwiches folunch and hot dogs for supper. His favorite drink was chocolate milk,
which he kept col@utside the window on the sill, and he had a small hotplate for those
rare occasions when he bothered to cook hot dogs or heat up Heugnjoyed the

independece of the boarding house and the freedom from scrutirigrimy-pants Harry,
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his proper roommatandH a r rsnyoétysfriends He and Harrgreetedeach other
frequently in classes and on the job, but Don found more compatible friends among the

unfashionale eggheads and geeks.

He was thrivingm the ceop program and earning more than enough money to
pay his own way through GMIThe automotive industry was an exciting, challenging,
rewarding field that suited Don perfectly. The school issued thergsudsgulation
coveralls in which Don felt completely at home. They reminded him of his first real
boss, Mr. Spangler, who had so kindly lent him his first pair of coverallsaagthtt him
many practical skills: how to use basic toatsl how to relate toustomers. He could
apply the common sense approach heodod picked
work experience more valuable. One problem he had, however, was resisting his love of
tinkering. He sometimes became distracted by an inventivarttbiet the job he was
supposed to be on go begging. His instructors and supervisors grew accustomed to
reminding Don to get back to his task and stop inventing on company time. He resolved
that someday hedd own his owhecduldtnkenasd ss and b
he wanted and wouldevelopsome innovative device that would odwtionize the
automotive industry Al ways in his mindds eye he saw M
tweed jacket, waving his arms in enthusiastic exuberance, remindingnioi his
classmates that Ait doesndét matter i f you tr

if you try and fail and fail to try again.o
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The summer after Don dimtinfeitorretakaswalassa at GMI
chance to resume his friestdp and employment with Spangléde enjoyed telling his
old boss all about his instructors, theamsystem, the GM organization, and what he
had learned in class and on the jébe had an easy, relaxed relationship with his boss
and didnatg miimd etmdlalrirassing mi stakes hedéd me
taken unnecessary chances in wandering the ¢
fi |  wm-smugged once over in Elm Park in a back alley that | knewas a rough
part of ttown, butthe youngpp u n k  dgd-gdenté tmugc h . o He told Spanc
speakeasy that some of the students frequented. Don and his boss agreed that Prohibition
was a mistake. The older man defended it as a way to curb alcohol abuse, but Don
argued that it mly encouraged young guys to throw their money a@rathe black
market and line the pockets of outlaws like Capone and The Purple Gang. Don said,
iYoumgugs t hi nk-ttodgd ® these itegal-g-gm goints. 1t mmakes
6 em f e 8pangleriagkeddon what he did for entertainrireRtint. Don admitted
that he couldndét afford to do too much and n
Capitol Theatem Flintwh er e hedd s e en someohhisWadbattesr t wo wi t
buddies.Don s ai dcallt thleh e€ya pd t tlch of akydal tt edrswelba s

theater.l 6 d r at h e rbutfppnntoav IFtl alny &I have to do.

Spangler said, fADid you hear about the Ku

Attucks High Schoob pened its doors?o

ANNo, what happened?o
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iThey say it took over an hobDonfrdwveed. t

The annual Indy 500xeursion with Uncle Milford had become a family tradition.
Don felt himself a part of the automotive andimgcscene.He found out who the rookies
were andpicked outherookie he thought could rival George Souders, who had won the
year before, a long shot, by eight lapshdtl beeran excitingk a ¢ e  Hexmisée2l the

rivalry of Jimmy Murphy and Tommpartin, both seltaught mechanics and real dare

he mai

devil s. Hedd never forget how Ji mmy Murphy

chassis and won the 1922 race. Uncle Milford had talked with the boys about that ironic

turn of events and engravedondés mi nd t he i mportance o

On that Wednesday, May 30, 1928, Lou Meyer won the Indy 500, but Don and
Walter had been rooting for Souders, who had knocked out the competition the year
before. He came in® but Don was still shan from the hreehorrible crashes.Don

wondered if hedd have the nerve toerecont

f ing

i nue

killed on the track. Theyéd watched the car

victim, who died from a concussion on the waytte hospital.Death was a predator,

stalking people who took risks but grabbing unsuspecting victims along the way as well.

He loved the brickyard, 3.2 million brickeachhard enough to kill a race car driver or

riding mechanic.He remembered Ketterirtglking about taking risks. Don resolvid

take all the risks necessary to succeed, but
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and the horror of injury and deathHe did love excitement, and the Indy 500 was in his

blood.

Returning to GMI inhe fall felt like going home. The year on 1700 Vi Ae.
began with another appearance by Kettering who urged common sense in all endeavors
and insisted that experience isnbét just the
Working for GM was god experience, and Don soaked up every bit that came his way.
His instructors praised his efforts, amd effortswere rewarded in his math classes.
English, however, was his Waterloo. He dreaded the term papers and sweated blood
getting them writtenHe was so used to seeifi@ds cr awl ed at the top tha
fainted at any other gradé C+ was cause for hepand celebrationHe did gethis term
paperdn on time and learned something with each agoniasgignment, but his

desperate spelling drcreative grammar plagued him

He still read the newspapers down in the student loungerafiébruary 18was
disgustedd o read that Al Caponeds gang thead all ege
rival Chicago @ng led by Bugs MoranThe St. Valentné s Day Massacre in Cli
was the horrifying climax of the endless gang war fueled by competition for the lucrative
bootleg trade. Dofelt guilty for secretly admir n g  C abpld coridesce and daring
schemes, but crime was crime, and murder wag/thist. The newspapers reported that
Capone himself was in Florida basking in the sun while the Chicago slaughter occurred.

Later in the term, he read that Capone had been arrested for carrying concealed weapons.
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Capone was a slippery one, Don thoughtety 6d have t o puwrdinalyi m away

crime like tax evasion.

Meanwhile, he survived his last year at GMI by dogged persistence and a steady
diet of oatmeal and raisins. He was determined to work batdis papers in on time,
and succeedHe looked forward to his 6 weeks of-op work and gained a reputation
for reliability and productivity. When hehadr ead about the St. Valent
Massacre, hee doted that one of the bloody victims machine gunned to death was the
gango6s a icand anotleecvias an innocent optometrist who evidently was
seeking the thrill of hanging out with mobsteiSomehow that put everything into
perspective. His steady diet of work and Spartan lifestyle might not be very exciting, but

he was still alive.
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