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      Chicago, Illinois 1875

      Kati layered the slices of apple inside her dough lined pan, and then sprinkled a handful of sugar and cinnamon on top. She cleaned her fingers off on her stained pinafore.

      Behind her, the boiler oven gurgled with hot water flowing through its coils. Like the ones below in Mr. Rist’s bakery, Ma used this one to bake and prepare their evening meals.

      Kati hunched down and opened the grate. This was her job now. It was up to Kati to take care of her and Pa. She wiped away the tears blurring her vision.

      Satisfied the coals were still red and the fire still hot enough to sustain the time to bake her pie; she closed the grate and slipped on a pair of oven mitts.

      Just like Ma taught her, she checked the temperature gauge on the side of the oven and like a clock the hand pointed straight up in the middle.

      She took the metal pie plate and opened the oven. A burst of steam hissing out of the hot coils in the stove's bottom warmed her cheeks as she slipped in the apple tart. It was one of Ma’s recipes from down in the bakery.

      She glanced down at the little watch pendant around her neck to check the time. It was Ma’s pendant; the one Mr. Rist gave Ma when she first started working at the bakery. Now, Kati held onto it, watching the time pass slowly.

      

      
        
        WANTED TO WORK IN THE

        COAL MINES!

        Annie Creek Mining Co.

        Seeking strong, hardworking men.

        $25 sign-on bonus. Company housing

        provided. Wages: $2 a day.

        Applicants may apply in person on

        Monday, September 3, 1875.

        SOUTH DAKOTA

      

      

      

      “Pack your trunk girl, we’re leaving in the morning,” Pa smacked a scrap of newspaper down on the table causing Kati to jump. Lost in her thoughts and the aromas of baked apples and cinnamon, she hadn’t heard him stagger up the back stairs of the bakery to their little apartment.

      “Leaving?” Kati’s heart raced. “Are we visiting someone?”

      Pa chuckled. He slid the amber stained paper toward her. “We’re done visitin’. It’s time we stake out of here. There’s money in South Dakota.”

      Kati grabbed the slip of paper and read. South Dakota. “What about Ma?”

      Pa looked at her with glazed eyes. “Leave her. She done gone and left us, didn’t she?”

      His breath hit her fouler than the words he spoke. Like a fist to her belly, Kati staggered back until she felt the heat of the brass oven door seep through the layers of her skirt.

      “It wasn’t her fault.” Kati’s lip trembled. “She couldn’t help, she got sick…”

      Pa slammed his fist down on the wood planks of the table. A tarnished metal spoon rattled and fell to the floor. “Toni, Jim, and Sezo are all headed there, and I aim on catching that train in the morning. You’d best grab what you can, because you’re coming with me, and don’t you think you’re ever going to leave me, either.”

      Kati swallowed back her tears. She nodded, clutching the thin scrap of the newspaper ad as she watched Pa head to the bed he once shared with Ma.

      The sweet scent of her apple tart turned charred, as it burnt in the brass oven behind her.

      

      Chicago Train Station

      

      The 6:15 rolled down the tracks through the early morning fog. Kati stood at the edge of the platform watching the iron horse charge toward them. Large metal wheels pressed on the rails screaming as the cars behind the engine came to a halt.

      Its whistle piercing the soft murmurs of awaiting passengers, the train announced its future departure, rather than its arrival. Pa rolled back his shoulders. By his appearance, he hadn’t slept a wink. His blood-shot eyes glanced about, and Kati wondered if there was still time for Pa to change his mind.

      With a hiss and blow of steam against the platform, the black iron engine sighed. A set of passenger cars moaned as doors opened and a mass of occupants stepped out into the September chill.

      Kati stepped back, and two hands reached up and grabbed her from behind. Startled, she whirled around. “I beg your pardon,” she said.

      A tall man, in his early twenties, grimaced at her. He released her and nodded to Pa.

      “Watch where you’re steppin’, Girl. Stay close,” Pa grumbled. “Last thing I need is for you to go on gettin’ lost.”

      Kati stared into the man’s brown eyes. So sad, she thought, wondering if he, too, was forced to leave his home.

      Then Pa grabbed hold of her and yanked her close to him, she stumbled back around to face the train. As they stood and waited for the crowd to clear, Pa reached into the pocket of his trousers and pulled out their tickets.

      Kati reached over for her trunk, but the latches hadn’t been secured and the lid came open as she attempted to lift one end. A small rectangular tin fell out and onto the platform. Kati dropped the truck and scurried for the tin. As she bent down to retrieve it, she collided once more with the man with brown eyes. He held out the box for her.

      “Thank you,” she said.

      Pa grunted and grabbed for the tin, but Kati jerked away. “It’s mine.”

      “Then you best keep a hold of it.” Pa reached over for the trunk and the man bent to help secure the latches. His dark cord suspenders stretched across his back. Kati clung to the tin filled with her mother’s recipe cards.

      She’d hid them from Pa, otherwise Mr. Rist had offered him five silver dollars for Ma’s recipes. It wasn’t right for Pa to sell them, nor for Mr. Rist to have them. Kati held onto them as she had her mother’s hand when she’d passed not more than a week ago.

      Pa grunted as he and the man lifted the trunk and loaded it on the train. She followed Pa, and the man stepped back, allowing her and Pa to board ahead of him.

      Settled into a seat by the window, she stared out at the last sight of Chicago and whispered, “I’ll be back Ma to visit you, I promise.”

      Pa slumped down in the seat next to her, crossing his arms and tilting his head back in slumber.

      She pressed her hand to the cool window. Across from her, the man with brown eyes sat. He stuffed a cloth satchel at his feet and slipped the leather military cap from his head. He twisted it in his hands. Dark locks of hair fell over his eyes and brushed them away.

      It was then she noticed his far-away gaze out the window. “Are you leaving home, too?”

      The corner of his mouth lifted slightly. “For some time now.”

      Her hand slid away from the glass, leaving her imprint against its frosted pane. His burred accent intrigued her. “You travel alone?”

      What little of a smile she once saw faded. “My wife… She could not finish the journey with me. The travel across the waters… too much.”

      “I’m sorry.” Kati glanced one fleeting moment more out the window as the train whistle blew. Pa grasped his seat as Kati held onto to her tin box as the train lurched forward. “Ma can’t come with us either, she got sick, and…”

      Pa interrupted, “We’re headed to South Dakota. You?”

      The man leaned back in his seat. “West.”

      “There be money in South Dakota,” Pa said.

      “Gold?” the man asked.

      Kati leaned forward. Her tin box still clutched in one hand and whispered, “Coal. They pay two dollars a day.”

      Pa opened his eyes and scowled at her.

      “And coal is more valuable than gold?”

      Pa shrugged, closing his eyes again, he said, “Depends on how you look at. You can find a ton more coal than gold, guaranteed paid, and you can’t heat your boiler or light one of them fantasy lanterns now without it.”

      The man scratched his chin in deep consideration of Pa’s words. Kati turned her head as she watched the dawn spread across Chicago. She held onto the tin, clinging to hope inside her that the next stop would bring them back home again.

      Pa shifted in his seat and settled in for a nap while the train pulled further away from the only home, she’d known in these short fourteen years of her life.

      After a while, the man across from her leaned forward. “The metal box, it was your mothers?”

      Kati glanced over at Pa. Sure he was sleeping, by the rise and fall of his chest, she said, “Yes. It has all…”

      He held up his hand. “No need to share its secrets. Those are for you to hold on to, yes?”

      She bit her lip and nodded, not wanting him to see her cry. She turned and looked back out the window at the passing landscape.

      “Adam Keller,” he said, holding his hand out toward her.

      Kati looked into those brown eyes and allowed him to take her hand in his. Warmer than her own, and she felt the heat spread clear up to her cheeks. “It is a pleasure to meet you Mr. Keller. I’m Kati.”
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      Annie Creek, Lawrence County, South Dakota 1879

      Bending her head against the biting wind, Kati hurried along the frozen path to the company store. Fighting the chill, she kept one hand in her pocket while the other steadied a large cake basket hanging from her arm. She burrowed her chin down into a knitted neck scarf, ignoring the wagons and pedestrians disappearing down the street.

      A stocky figure stepped out in front of her; she heard the jingle of the bell and spotted the open doorway to the company store.

      Kati muffled a quick, “Thank you,” and hurried inside to escape the bitter December chill.

      “Why Kati, I didn’t expect you here, today.” Mrs. Simmons helped her husband, Frank, run the company store. Like most everything in town, the store was owned by the Annie Creek Mining Company. Frank was a cousin of one of the owners of the mining company. Kati’s Pa, like so many others, worked in the mines, getting paid by the cart weight of their labors.

      Her skirts swished as Mrs. Simmons wove her way around the mercantile counter. She opened her arms and ushered Kati closer to the boiler stove in the far corner. “Here, let me take that, Dear,” as she reached for the basket from Kati’s arm. “I’ll set it on the counter while you warm up a bit.”

      Kati forced her frozen cheeks to lift, and her lips curved in a gracious smile. “That’s very kind of you, Mrs. Simmons, but I’m all right. Really.”

      “Pish posh, you’re as white as a snow drift! Now you warm up and let me take care of this.”

      Kati allowed the basket to slip from her arm. No one argued with Mrs. Simmons. Even Mr. Simmons seemed to tip toe around her.

      Kati pulled off her mittens and tucked them into her pockets. Copper pipes extended from the back of the brass boiler like spider legs, feeding hot water along the planked walls into large coiled radiators to heat the store. She stomped her feet to bring some life back to her toes and rubbed her hands together.

      Out of the corner of her eye, she watched as Mrs. Simmons opened the cloth folds of her basket and pulled out the first loaf of pound cake.

      “Mrs. Fox will be delighted. She is hosting an engagement tea for her daughter Callie after church on Sunday. You know she’s marring the Fudora boy.” Mrs. Simmons looked over to see if Kati was listening.

      “Yes, I know.” Satisfied that she could feel her toes tingling with warmth from the stove, Kati walked over to the counter. She was a little surprised and disappointed not to see the old timers who sometimes gathered in the store. They were probably a lot smarter staying inside today. Kati shivered remembering the blustery cold.

      “Why, what do we have here?” Mrs. Simmons beamed, reaching in for the little round cake. “A fruit cake.”

      “Oh, not that one,” Kati folded the stained tea towel back over the fruit cake. “It’s already promised.”

      “I see.” Mrs. Simmons lifted her chin. “Is there to be a Christmas wedding, then? I hadn’t heard.”

      “No.” Kati bit her bottom lip, and then said, “It’s a gift.”

      “I don’t suppose you brought any vouchers with you today?” Every Friday afternoon the mining company handed out vouchers. A mine worker’s family could shop on credit during the week, but then it was deducted from the mine worker’s pay. Even the little timber-slated house Kati and Pa lived in belonged to the mining company. Most folk in town referred to the company housing as shacks.

      Every week when Pa got his voucher, their shack rent and any other expenses Pa had incurred in town had already been deducted. The company store and the saloon were no exception.

      “Then I’ll just credit the cakes toward your bill, shall I?” Mrs. Simmons pulled out her ledger and took a pencil from behind her ear. She slipped on a pair of wire spectacles hanging from a chain around her neck.

      “That’ll be fine.” Kati inhaled the deep scents of coffee beans and tea leaves with thoughts of how wonderful a cup of hot anything would be to ward off this cold.

      “You know, Callie would probably appreciate a fruit cake. She and her mother were in just yesterday picking out fabric for a new dress. They’re planning on a spring wedding.” Mrs. Simmons pushed the lever on the side of her spectacles and one of lenses flicked up as she focused on her ledger.

      “I’d much prefer a winter wedding. I love the way the snow glistens in the sunlight. All the holly and Blue Douglas wreaths with red bows, and the lit candles on the window sills of the church are so beautiful.”

      Caught up in the enticing smells of the spices and grains behind her, Kati didn’t realize she’d spoken her thoughts aloud.

      “It is a blessed time of year—especially for celebrations.” Mrs. Simmons leaned forward and said, “Mr. Keller put the rest of his voucher on your account again when he was in last evening.” She pointed to Kati’s basket. “That there fruit cake wouldn’t be for Mr. Keller, now would it?”

      Kati felt her cheeks grow warm. Although Mr. Keller was a widower whom she met on the train when they first came to this territory a few years back, he worked in the mines with Pa now. He was a private man, said little, but when she brought him fruit cakes, it made him smile.

      For a moment, those sad, brown puppy-like eyes of his would brighten, and she’d hope for that one moment he would care for her as much as she had grown affectionate toward him.

      “Well, I believe the look on your face is answer enough,” Mrs. Simmons said, primly. She slid the ledger back into its spot under the counter and slipped off her spectacles.

      “Mr. Keller is a family friend.” Kati didn’t know why she always felt the need to justify herself.

      “I’m sure he is, dear.” Mrs. Simmons patted her hand. “It’s hard times, it is. A girl your age should be married by now or thinking of getting married. Does your father know about you and Mr. Keller?”

      Kati’s knuckles turned white around the handle of her basket. “I’m not sure I understand you, Mrs. Simmons. There is nothing between Mr. Keller and me. He’s a family friend.”

      Mrs. Simmons smiled, “Of course. Now if you won’t need anything today, I’ll take these cakes and put them back on the shelf to hold for Mrs. Fox.”

      Kati hesitated. The wood box was low, and they’d been out of coal for several days. She couldn’t order any without Pa’s say so, though.

      “I’m working on a new icing recipe. With Christmas coming up, I thought some small holiday cakes might be nice. I’ll bring them by in a day or two.” Kati flung the end of her scarf back up around her neck and slipped on her mittens.

      “Twice as many, if you can; those little cakes sell fast—especially at this time of year.”

      Kati stepped out into the cold. With her exit, the bell jingled.

      Small flakes of snow drifted in the air. A supply wagon bounced down Main Street, and Kati turned on her heel and headed toward the mines.
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      Shivering, Kati snuggled deeper in her tattered overcoat. She pressed her scarf up over her nose and clutched the basket in her other hand. She’d hoped the sun would shine through the heavy clouds and warm up the day. Not this afternoon.

      The large snow drifts on either side of the roads couldn’t compare to the frigid temperatures and happier days she remembered growing up in the one-room apartment above the bakery. Every once in a while, when the cold clung in her lungs as it did now, she could catch a whiff of the delicious smells of cinnamon, apple, and cherries that would waft up into their rented room.

      As always, she waited near the large oak tree within sight of the mind entrance. Ice frosted the branches of the tree with a light coating of snow. Kati huddled close to the trunk, since it blocked the icy wind. A cluster of clouds gathered overhead, and she prayed for the snowstorm to hold off, if only for a day.

      Two quick blows of a whistle sounded, and men started emerging from the mine tunnel. Despite their appearance, she could recognize several of the grimy miners with their gas lit head lamps and pickaxes.

      The moment she saw him, Kati’s breath caught and held. He pushed up his screw ring goggles around his woolen boiler cap. Her heart pounded as though she had run to reach this spot. His coat collar stood against his neck to block the icy chill. Walking with a group of men, he made his way toward her.

      Quickly, she pushed back a long strand of hair that fell from beneath the hood of her overcoat as she stepped out from the tree.

      Mr. Keller stared down at his feet as he shuffled, shoulders slumped, with his hands in his pockets. Her heart slowed and then ached, as it always did when he seemed lost and lonely. She always included him in her evening prayers, but she feared her love alone could not remove the sadness that plagued him.

      He would have walked right past if she hadn’t fallen into step beside him. “Have you forgotten your scarf Mr. Keller?” She offered him a smile with her question.

      He glanced over at her. Somewhere under all that dirt was a firm jaw and long, angled nose. His eyes were like a raccoon peering into the night, so bright against the darkness, yet so forlorn.

      “No, I didn’t forget. Nem in this cold. I gave it to someone else who needed it more.” Mr. Keller paused, allowing the other men to walk past them.

      “I see.” She glanced around, seeking the multicolored scarf she’d knitted for him two winters ago. That was her Mr. Keller–he would strip off his coat, too, if someone needed it.

      “Have you brought us some cake there, Kati?” asked Paul Dohannis, a short, brawny sort of fellow.

      “I’ve sold them all to the company store today, Mr. Dohannis. Perhaps you can stop in there on your way home.”

      Mr. Dohannis waved his hand. His fingertips black with soot through his fingerless gloves. “Charges three times as much what you sell it for.”

      Kati was speechless. She never asked Mrs. Simmons how much she charged for her cakes. She assumed the company store would have to make a profit, but three times as much?

      “You know, Kati, you could make a lot more money just standing here and selling your cakes,” Mr. Keller said.

      “Really?” The thought of not having a constant bill at the company store appealed to her. The only reason Mrs. Simmons allowed her to take things on credit was because of her cakes. Pa’s vouchers always seemed to end up inside the saloon, with nothing left for putting bread and butter on the table.

      “Sure. Everyone loves your cakes.”

      “Do you?” Kati asked Mr. Keller, and then, feeling embarrassed, she covered her mouth with her hand as she realized how brazen her words must sound.

      Mr. Keller flashed a white-tooth grin in her direction.

      Her step faltered, but Kati quickly recovered before she tripped, as they resumed their walk down the road toward the lines of miner shacks on the west side of town.

      “Is it fruit cake?” he asked. For a moment he almost appeared as eager as Mrs. Simmons to get his hands on the little round cake. Kati nodded, keeping her hand over her mouth, lest a dozen giggles would float up from within her. She didn’t want him to think her a schoolgirl.

      “Is it for me, by chance?” He stopped.

      Kati nodded again.

      Mr. Keller pulled one hand from his pocket and placed it over his heart. “You know how I love fruit cake.”

      “I do,” she said, as she reached over and took his bare hand in her mitten-covered one. “Your gloves, too?”

      “I’ve worn them down past the fingertips, I’m afraid,” he said. “Nem worry, I’ve had Mr. Simmons order me a new pár. The company store is out of stock until the next wagon comes from Deadwood.”

      When she gave his long fingers a squeeze, he tilted his head and looked down at her.

      Her pulse leapt as he squeezed her hand in return.

      From behind them, more men emerged from the mines. Mr. Keller slipped his hand out from under hers and placed it back into his pocket.

      Her cheeks aflame, she offered the fruit cake from her basket.

      “Now there’s a lucky man!” one miner said.

      Another jabbed Mr. Keller in the arm and winked; “Now if I weren’t married, I’d marry her just for the fruitcake.”

      “Kati…”

      “They meant no harm.”

      “I know, but it’s just that I can’t pay you,” Mr. Keller said.

      “Pay me?” Kati nearly dropped her basket. Had she not heard him correctly? She wrapped her arms around her keeping the basket between them. “Pay me?”

      “I have no money,” he said.

      Why was it that everything in this town was about money? Several more men shuffled passed them while Kati tried to suppress the anger drawing up inside her. She pulled her shoulders back, the cold nipped at her cheeks, and her lips trembled beneath her scarf.

      “You think I want to be paid? How many times have I brought you fruitcake and asked for payment? Is that why you put money on our account at the store?” Even her hands trembled now to hold her composure.

      “I just thought…”

      “Can’t you accept a gift from me for what it is? Simply a gift!” She thrust the basket into his chest. Kati marched away, leaving him standing in the middle of the road clutching the basket.
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      Adam Keller’s mind spun as Kati marched off down the road. He wondered what it had been that he said to make her so upset. He pulled out the fruit cake, wrapped in a stained piece of cloth. “It’s just a bit of fruit in a cake,” his words slurred with the brogue of his homeland.

      A hand clamped him on the shoulder from behind. Stephen, a fellow mine worker, leaned in and breathed deeply over the cake. Adam jerked it out from under his nose and held it aside. “You gettin’ married?”

      “Married?” Adam furrowed his brow. He thought of his dear Adrienn, gone these past seven years.

      “That there is a weddin’ cake.” Stephen was a tall, skinny boy, not much older, he decided, than Kati. He worked deeper in the mine, digging out rock and harassing the goats to get his cart load out faster than anyone else.

      “A wedding cake, you say?” Why would Kati give him a wedding cake? Surely, the boy was mistaken. It was a fruitcake. Kati always made him fruit cakes, did that mean she… he shook his head. Not Kati. It wasn’t proper for a woman to… they didn’t go a courtin’ did they?

      He wondered if customs out here in the western territories differed from the east.

      “How long ago did you say you came here?” Stephen asked. “It’s a tradition you know.”

      “No, I don’t know.” Adam put the fruit cake back in the basket. How native could he be? Loving the daughter of his shift boss was one thing, but thinking she could love him, too?

      “You can eat any kind of cake you want, but when they make fruit cake, it’s always because someone is getting hitched,”

      “You have nem mistaken this for a Christmas tradition, perhaps?” Adam often thought of the strudels with apples and cherries and cheese filings that his wife made on special occasions. Here, in the west, it was fruit cake.

      “Eggnog is for Christmas,” Stephen said. “And peppermint candies.”

      Stephen walked through the grove of trees and Adam followed. His thoughts turned to Adrienn, and the unborn baby she carried as they headed for America. Without help from a doctor, she experienced great pain, and then the sickness had come. Adam had sensed that something was wrong, but he hadn’t panicked. He held onto her and prayed. Adrienn’s arm wrapped around her abdomen, cradling their unborn child, her fingers dug into Adam’s flesh.

      Later, her pale, stiff body lay an empty vessel of the woman who’d he shared his hopes and dreams, their child, forever in sleep, within her.

      Once they reached the street of company housing, Stephan veered to the right. Adam watched as the door opened to Stephen’s shack and a young, pregnant woman, not older than Kati, held open the door.

      Adam wiped tears with his coat sleeve. Wet streaks froze on his cheeks as he continued on his way to Mrs. Bradsford’s boarding house.
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      Resigned, Kati reached for the yellow calico apron hanging on the wooden chair at the table. She opened the little door of the wood stove, stroked the fire with a stick, and then tossed it into the fire.

      Later, she’d remember to implore Pa about more coal. For now, she’d use the few twigs she’d gathered and heat some stew as she tried to forget Mr. Keller.

      Soon, she would likely become known as the “Fruitcake Lady”, nothing more than an old maid stuck in this shack with her father for the rest of her days. Now that Mrs. Simmons had guessed her intentions, all the folk in Annie Creek would know how foolish she was! And, oh, Mr. Keller! What would he think when the gossip reached his ears…

      Kati fought back tears. Let them gossip, she thought. Let Mr. Keller know that she wasn’t a fruit cake. She was a woman in love—in love with a man who couldn’t see she had grown out of pigtails a long time ago.

      Kati sighed. She tried to recall a verse from the Good Book, but it was hard to think when her heart hurt like this. She didn’t dare pull out Ma’s Bible, lest Pa catch her. So, instead, she prayed.

      When she heard the front door slam shut and Pa stomp the snow from his boots, she spun away and stirred the stew. Silently, she finished that prayer and offered another short one that Pa hadn’t already spent his entire company voucher this week.

      But even while she said the words in her head, her heart ached.

      “Whatcha doing there, girl?” Pa rasped, sinking down into a chair.

      “Heat’n up stew. It’s almost ready.”

      “Warmer down in the tunnels then it is in here,” he complained.

      Kati reached for a chipped bowl from the shelf and filled it with a generous helping of stew. She set the bowl in front of Pa. Before she could grab a spoon for him, he picked it up and sipped the broth. “I went out for a bit.”

      “Left the fire die, did you?” Broth dribbled down his beard. She remembered when Pa shaved. His face was smooth, and when he came home, Ma would place her hands around his face and kiss him.

      One day, she wanted to greet a man like that. Mr. Keller’s white-toothed grin flashed in her mind. Quickly, she pushed it from her thoughts. “The wood box is nearly empty and there’s no more coal in the bin.”

      “Vagrants,” Pa mumbled.

      Filling a bowl for herself, Kati sat across from Pa at the small table. Last spring, Mr. Keller had fixed the leg from wobbling.

      “No one took the wood, Pa. We’ve just used it, is all.”

      Pa grunted. He hadn’t bothered to take off his coat or his cap. There were traces of dirt in the lines of his face. Sparks of anger flashed in his eyes. “Or you’ve given it away, just like you’ve been givin’ away those cakes of yours!”

      “No, Pa,” Kati shook her head. “I didn’t. I swear!”

      “Perhaps you should spend more time batting those pretty little lashes of yours at one of the timber boys, than wasting your time trying to sweeten up ole Adam with cake.” Pa pushed the empty bowl away from him. “More!”

      Kati glanced at her bowl of stew. She hadn’t taken a bite. She traded her bowl of steaming stew for Pa’s empty one.

      “I thought you liked Mr. Keller?” Kati asked.

      Pa made the noise in his throat that showed he was in a hurry and didn’t want to talk anymore. She knew she was keeping him from venturing in to town and drinking with the other men on his shift. It was a Friday night, after all.

      “Didn’t say I didn’t.” Pa rose from the table. “You’d best get it through your head, Girl. Ain’t no mine-working immigrant gonna marry my daughter!”

      Kati jumped to her feet. How dare Pa classify Mr. Keller that way! “We’re all immigrants, Pa. Callie says the only genuine people who belong here are the Indians, and now that the war is over, we’ve gone and thrown them on separate parcels of land. They are like prisoners in their own home.”

      Pa’s jaw twitched beneath his whiskers. “That’s business for
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