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Foreword

 World War
I began with the assassination of Archduke Francis Ferdinand, heir
to the throne of Austria-Hungary, and his wife, in 1914. For the
next three years, President Woodrow Wilson kept the United States
neutral and out of a war involving over twenty
countries.

But early in 1917,
German submarines began targeting all merchant ships, including the
United States’ ships, with no warning, and outside the fighting
zone. In the same month, British agents intercepted a German
message encouraging Mexico to join Germany if the United States
entered the war. This enraged the people of the United States!
Seeing no way for the United States to remain neutral, President
Wilson urged Congress to pass a resolution declaring war on Germany
on April 6, 1917, joining the Allies. *

Two weeks into the
war is where Elizabeth’s War begins. The fictional MacNeil
family lives on a farm—in a fictional town, Keri—in the Red River
Valley outside of Fargo, North Dakota. The United States was
gathering troops for war, from which 204,002 came home injured, and
116,516 didn’t come home at all.

*Allies:

Belgium, Brazil,
British Empire, China, Costa Rica, Cuba, France, Greece,
Guatemala,

Haiti, Honduras,
Italy, Japan, Liberia, Montenegro, Nicaragua, Panama, Portugal,

Romania, Russia, San
Marino, Serbia, Siam, and the United States.

*Who the Allies
fought (Central Powers):

Austria-Hungary,
Bulgaria, Germany, and the Ottoman Empire.




Chapter One

Spring of Changes,
1917

 Dust rose
in the distance as Dr. Rhodes returned from town. I’d watched him
make that drive in his fancy new car after picking up mail and
supplies a dozen times. There wasn’t anything special about this
trip into town—it was the same as always—like everything else on
the farm after America declared war on Germany exactly two weeks
ago today. Dad and Douglas had planted the wheat and other small
crops. Mom and Pearl were in the house cooking, while Paul was
tending the animals in the barn.

I went back to
paging through Sarah’s magazine and spotted the most beautiful
dress. It was so sheer and flowing that you could almost see
through the bodice and the sleeves. I held the page up, imagining
myself in the dress. I had to show this dress to Pearl! My big
sister could copy any dress from a picture.

“Elizabeth!” Paul
hollered from inside the barn.

“Coming!” I sighed
and brushed the hay and dirt from my old gray dress before entering
the barn.

“Help me!" Paul’s
attention was on the horse. “Rosie is foaling right now. I think
the foal’s shoulders are stuck.”

“Oh-hh,” I
stammered. “I’ll go get Pearl.”

“No time! I need you
now!”

I inched toward Paul
and the writhing horse. Stopping short of my target, I dried my
sweaty palms on my dress. I’d only seen a foal born once before. It
didn’t have both front legs sticking out together like this.
“Elizabeth, please!” Paul’s brows furrowed over his watery blue
eyes. “I need help to push the head back to get the foal out!”

Paul refocused on
Rosie. Usually, Rosie was “as gentle as a lamb,” as my dad would
say. She was the only horse I’d ride. But Paul pulled and struggled
as Rosie fought his help. My feet clung to the ground like an old
tree’s roots searching for water—or, in my case, courage.

“If we don’t get the
foal out now, it won’t make it. If you help push while I tug on
the...”

I closed my eyes and
wrung my hands, desperately wanting to be anywhere but here. This
reminded me of Pearl talking about the baby our parents had lost
after I was born. They were devastated. Would Rosie feel sad in the
same way my parents did if the foal died? But my feet wouldn’t
budge. My eyes welled up with tears. Why did I always do this?

“Eliz-a-beth!”
Paul’s voice raised to an uncomfortable pitch.

I didn’t answer.
Pearl rushed into the barn, wiping the flour from her hands on her
apron. She pushed her black hair out of her face and asked, “What
are you shouting about?”

“The foal is stuck,
and I think the cord is detached.”

“You push the head
up and I’ll get those shoulders out, okay?” Pearl bent down next to
Paul.

Paul pushed on a leg
while Pearl’s arm disappeared inside the mare. Normally, horses
give birth quickly, in about five minutes, and in the early hours
of the morning. Dad once said that if the foal is stuck for over
ten minutes during birth, most often it doesn’t make it, along with
the mare.

In one great motion,
the foal’s shoulders came out, followed by the rest of its body.
The foal was as limp as my old rag doll, Lady.

“It’s not
breathing!” Paul fell to his knees.

Pearl started
rubbing the tiny horse’s chest and throat. Paul opened its mouth
and blew. After what seemed like an eternity, he wiped his hands on
a rag and shook his head. The mare nudged the foal as Pearl backed
away. It was dead.

Paul's eyes narrowed
as he pushed past me.

“It’s my fault it
died,” I whispered to Pearl.

“Oh, no, Libby.”
Pearl hugged me.

“If I had gotten you
sooner, or helped Paul, the foal would be alive.” I turned away
from Rosie and her foal.

“No. When foals get
stuck and the birth is too hard on them, they don’t get enough air.
I’ll bet the foal was lost before you got here. A few moments
sooner wouldn’t have made any difference. It’s not your or anyone’s
fault when this happens.” Pearl stroked my wild auburn hair, which
had fallen out of its ribbon. “You go into the house with Mom. Paul
and I will take care of this.”

Paul was silent. I
knew he blamed me, no matter what Pearl said.

“Go on. It’s getting
cold out. You’ll catch a chill.” Pearl gently patted my arm.

I nodded. Shuffling
toward the house, I saw Dr. Rhodes and his grandson, Simon,
approaching. They were riding in their new 1917 Jeffrey Six. The
car had fifty-three horsepower and room for seven, Dr. Rhodes
explained last month. Pearl had whispered to me it cost over
$1,400. I didn’t care about all that. I just liked its looks.
Before the car got to our house, I overheard part of Paul and
Pearl’s conversation.

“Why do you treat
her like that, Pearl? She’s not a baby anymore. She’s eleven.”

“You know she almost
died—”

“That was a long
time ago. She’s fine now.” Paul’s tone was as cold as a winter
gust.

“Not that long ago.
You don’t remember because you were too young, but that
night....”

That’s all I heard
as the car shuddered to a halt. Dr. Rhodes hadn’t changed out of
his traveling suit that he always wore to town. Simon was still in
his overalls. Although it was a short walk between our houses, Dr.
Rhodes’s motto was: “Why walk when you can ride.”

“Hello, Elizabeth!
Is your dad still out on the tractor?” Dr. Rhodes smiled.

“Yes, and Douglas,
too. Pearl’s in the barn,” I added to Simon, who winked and rushed
by.

I focused on moving
the dirt around with my boots instead of hopping in the car and
honking the horn.

Dr. Rhodes put his
arm around my shoulders. “Is something wrong, Elizabeth?”

“Rosie just had her
baby, and it didn’t make it. It was all my fault,” I murmured.

“Now, why do you
think that?”

I shrugged.

“Well, it’s not your
fault. Not all foals make it—not all babies make it, either.
There’s nothing you or I can do to stop that.” Dr. Rhodes pulled up
his gray wool city coat collar and shivered. “Boy, it's sure cold
for the end of April. You’d better get inside. I’ll check on things
in the barn.”

He gave me a quick
hug and offered a bright smile. An important-looking envelope in
his coat pocket had brushed my shoulder. At any other time I would
have asked about our mail, but today I just watched his hefty
stature make a fast trip to the barn.

Most people thought
Dr. Rhodes was eccentric, but I didn’t think so. He was like a
grandfather to me. After retiring from his medical practice in town
last year, Dr. Rhodes started building an airplane in his barn.
He’d stopped farming most of his land over the years. He focused on
adding all the modern comforts to their home. They had running
water, heat and were working on electric lights. Dr. Rhodes already
had the first wind-up phonograph in town, which amazed me every
time Sarah, my best friend, and I used it. Hurrying into the house,
I was overwhelmed with the savory aroma of chicken bubbling in the
large cast-iron pot. My favorite.

“Is everything
okay?” Mom continued stirring the huge black pot on the old black
stove without looking up. She added globs of dough to the water to
make the tasty dumplings.

I breathlessly
explained what had happened. Mom’s response was the same as Pearl's
and Dr. Rhodes. I smiled, but her words didn’t make me feel any
better. The familiar creak of the door announced Dr. Rhodes and
Dad, who was still in his grease-stained overalls. I gulped.
Something was wrong since Dad never came into the house in his
overalls. He always left them hanging in the barn.

“Alvina, it’s time.
They need me now.” Dad pushed his lips together in a frown.

“I understand,
Walter.” Mom kept stirring.

“Time for what?” I
asked.

“Your dad has to
leave for a bit, Libby.”

“Yes, honey, I have
to leave in two weeks. Here’s my letter.” Dad handed Mom an
envelope that I knew was from Dr. Rhodes’ pocket.

Mom stared at the
paper and then dropped it on the counter like it burnt her. “I
hoped… Well, it won’t be for long.”

Dad brushed some hay
off his work clothes. “Maybe. At least we have our crops planted.
You will still have the boys and Ralph to take care of the crops
and animals.”

Mom’s face showed no
emotion as she closely watched her dumplings float around the
chicken—like they might drown.

“Where are you
going, Dad?” My throat tightened.

Dad sat down.
Sitting? Oh no!

“I was accepted into
an officer’s training camp in Illinois. It starts May 15, but I’ll
be leaving here on May 5 to get settled. When I graduate at the end
of this summer, I hope to be one of the officers training our
troops to go fight overseas.” His green eyes were smiling, as if
everything was going to be okay. It wasn’t. Dad ran his hands
through the same wild hair as mine while he gently rocked in Mom’s
chair.

“Why, Dad?” I
squeaked through a dry mouth.

I knew Dad had
fought in the Spanish-American war when Mom and Dad first got
married. But he’d done his duty. Why did he need to leave now? We
needed him here on the farm!

“I speak fluent
French, thanks to Grandma. Plus, I know how to ride horses, shoot,
fly a plane, and I rode with the Rough Riders. More importantly,
Elizabeth, it’s my duty to our country. This will be the last time
I’ll be able to serve.”

“I’m afraid the
plane part is my fault.” Dr. Rhodes stood behind Mom and patted her
shoulder before folding his arms. Dad had helped Dr. Rhodes build
his plane.

“Everything will be
fine; you’ll see.” Mom had a plastered smile on her strained
face.

“Mom’s right. I’ll
get the troops all trained to go overseas. I’ll be back before you
notice I’m gone.” Dad grinned.

Maybe this wouldn’t
be as bad as I first thought. We could visit Dad in training camp.
Why, Illinois didn’t look that far from North Dakota, on the map at
school. I dreamed of the day I could ride the train and see other
places besides our little town, Keri.

“Can we visit
you?”

“We’ll see,” Dad,
answered looking at Mom.

Cold air blasted
into the house, followed by Paul and Douglas.

“Did you hear?” Paul
punched the air. “Dad’s going to train the troops to fight the old
Kaiser!”

I couldn’t believe
that they both seemed excited about Dad’s leaving. What if they
left, too? Thank goodness Paul was only fourteen. However, Douglas
would be twenty-one this summer. What would we do without both
Douglas and Dad?

“Simon volunteered,
too,” Dr. Rhodes’ smile didn’t make his eyes though.

Not Simon, too!
Simon, twenty-one, was Sarah’s older brother and Pearl’s boyfriend,
or “best friend,” as Pearl put it. Simon didn’t see it that way. He
wanted to marry her. I knew Pearl didn’t want to get married now.
First, she wanted to move to a city—Fargo, or San Francisco. Pearl
planned to start her own dress shop, or at least work in one, to
begin with. She hadn’t shared this with Mom, Dad, or Simon because
she knew they’d be against it. Now this darn war had changed
everything for Pearl, too. She couldn’t leave the farm this summer
as she’d planned. Oh, I wish Sarah were here to talk to!

“When does Simon
leave?” Mom asked.

“That’s the funny
thing.” Dr. Rhodes shook his head. “He doesn’t report to his camp
in New York until Monday, May 8. So, by pure chance, Simon and
Walter are leaving on the same train on the day after Arbor
Day.”

“He’s so lucky!”
Paul said. “I wish I was going, too. I’d show those no-good
Huns!”

“You’d better wash
up, Paul. The dumplings are almost ready.” Mom’s voice was barely
above a whisper. “When did Simon sign up, Doc?”

“This morning,
before we knew about Walter. Simon was lucky they gave him so much
time to report. He can help me finish a few projects before he
goes. Helps that I’ve delivered most of the people around here, I
guess,” Dr. Rhodes chuckled.

“Wasn’t that quite
the coincidence, Alvina?” Dad stood up.

Mom nodded.

“Maybe you and Simon
will both come back the same day, too, Dad!” Paul pumped the water
to wash his hands.

“Maybe,” Dad
replied.

Douglas cleared his
throat. “Does Pearl know?”

I studied Douglas as
he tried to sneak a taste of dinner under Mom’s watchful eye. He
was the best-looking boy in Kerie, even in his work clothes. He
towered a good five inches over Dad. All of Pearl’s friends tried
to get his attention. So far, no one had. Pearl’s friends would
comment that his hazel eyes, black hair, and quiet personality made
him mysterious. Douglas was too busy working the farm and fiddling
with engines to pay much attention to anything else, including
Pearl’s friends.

Dr. Rhodes nodded.
“Simon’s telling her and…”

The front door flew
open. Red-eyed, Pearl came in, with Simon following.

“Ne-ed some hel-p
with dinner?” Pearl stammered.

“No, it’s almost
ready. Can you and Simon stay, Doc?” Mom asked.

“No. Thank you,
though.” Dr. Rhodes buttoned his coat. “Sarah’s expecting us right
back. She cooked tonight.”

Dr. Rhodes winked at
me. He knew I couldn’t even boil an egg. Right after Simon and
Sarah came to live with their grandparents, Mrs. Rhodes passed
away. Sarah learned to cook as well as Mom or Pearl.

“Goodbye, Dr.
Rhodes.” Pearl started up the stairs to the loft without looking
back. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Simon.”

Simon grinned and
assured her she would see him every day until he left. Mom had
predicted on New Year’s Day that Pearl and Simon would be married
by the end of this year. Mom’s subtle smile while she gave Simon an
extra big hug told me she still thought she was right.

Those two weeks flew
by fast as Dad finished a few projects and got ready to go. Sarah
and I kept our distance from Pearl and Simon, who spent every free
moment together. Pearl agreed to think about being engaged at
first. By the end of last week, they were engaged. I’d never seen
Simon happier. That’s all he ever wanted. Pearl said little to
anyone; not even me.

Soon, it was May 5,
and Dad, Mom, Douglas, Paul, and I piled into the old Ford. The
secondhand car from Dr. Rhodes only seated four, so I hopped onto
Douglas’s lap. I loved going for rides, even if it was to the train
station to say goodbye to Dad and Simon. “Come on!” Paul yelled to
Pearl, who was still in the house. The engine turned over on Dad’s
first crank.

“I’m ready!” Pearl
snapped as she climbed onto Paul’s lap.

Pearl wore a pink
hat, and dress that she’d designed. She looked beautiful. Everyone
had on their best church clothes—even Paul. Dad and Douglas looked
uncomfortable in their suits, but I loved dressing up. Pearl had
made my dress last winter. It was cornflower blue with long
sleeves, and it had lace and bows on the sweetheart-cut front. Mom
thought it was too grown up for me. That’s why I loved it. It
looked like something the ladies in the magazines and movies
wore.

“Sit still!” Pearl
scolded Paul.

“You
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