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This is her story.


























No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored
in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means-
electronic, mechanical, digital, photocopy, recording or any other—
except for brief quotations in printed reviews, without the prior
permission of the author. This work is catalogued on file at the
Library of Congress.

Copyright 2014 by Lisa M. Prysock

All rights reserved.

Cover Design by Lisa M. Prysock; cover image
contributed by ID 92861397 © Juliasha | Dreamstime. Illustrations
by Lisa M. Prysock and graphics if any, public domain.

For information or to contact the publisher or
author:

Lisa M. Prysock, 7318 Autumn Bent Way, Crestwood, KY
40014

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places
and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used
fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or
to events or locales, is entirely coincidental.

Unless paraphrased, otherwise noted or indicated, all
Scripture quotations are taken from the King James Version of the
Bible.

Hannah’s Garden: a Turn of the Century Love Story

Copyright 2014 by Lisa M. Prysock

All rights reserved.

ISBN:

ISBN: 978131168964
















Hannah’s Garden: A Turn of the Century Love Story

Lisa Prysock

Copyright 2014 by Lisa Prysock

Smashwords Edition






Smashwords Edition, License Notes



This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook
may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like
to share this book with another person, please purchase an
additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and
did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only,
then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy.
Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.









































Other Titles By Lisa Prysock

 Volume II of the Victorian
Christian Heritage Series:

Abigail’s Melody

and

An Inspirational Regency Romance Novel:

To Find a Duchess

and

The Lydia Collection:

The Redemption of Lady Georgiana

Protecting Miss Jenna

Persecution & Providence
















 More
Titles by Lisa Prysock

Arise Warrior Princess, a devotional

The Shoemaker, an Old-fashioned Christmas
Regency Story

Geneva, Brides of Grace Hill Series

Whispers in Wyoming, a Contemporary Western Romance
Series with authors Danni Roan, Kari Trumbo, and Rachel
Skatvold:

Dreams of Sweetwater River, Book 3

Marry Me Katie, Book 7
















DEDICATION

 Exodus 35: 29 The children
of Israel brought a willing offering unto the Lord, every man and
woman, whose heart made them willing to bring for all manner of
work, which the Lord had commanded to be made by the hand of Moses.
32 And to devise curious works…

This book is also dedicated to the loving memory of
my grandparents who loved to read, loved books, loved God’s Holy
Word and loved Jesus. They inspired me not only to live every day
for Him to the best of my ability and with the enabling of the Holy
Spirit, but to spend my life seeking His will and then doing that
something for the Lord. I think I’ve finally found that something
I’m supposed to do.


























ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

 Thank you Lord Jesus
for helping me write this book. You have been the one leading me
and my inspiration; the one putting the words in my heart and
flowing out of my pen. I’m putting you on the top line and giving
you all the credit!

Thank you to my loving and wonderful husband, Robert,
whom without, this book would not be possible. You are amazing and
I love you, forever!

Thank you to my children Nick, Aaron and Courtney,
for supporting me in my dream of writing, for helping out around
the house and being understanding when my hours have been long.

A special thank you to my niece, Megsy, who loves
hearing about the progress of my writing endeavors. It is so
helpful to be able to talk about a work when it’s in the
making!

Thank you to my Pastor and his sweet wife, for
preaching the truth of the Word of God, for seeing the best in me
and for taking me along with them to the National Fine Arts Youth
Convention a few summers ago. I cannot express how much that event
impacted me and reignited my dreams.

I would also like to mention my 8th grade English
teacher, Miss D’Aurelio. There are some people you just know God
placed in your life. She believed in my ability to write. I do hope
all of the English teachers and grammar experts reading this book
will enjoy the author’s use of creative license, especially with
regard to comma placement and the like. I put the comma where I
intended the pauses to be and not necessarily where they should
be.

There have been so many friends, family and excellent
leaders in my life who impacted me; far too many to name. I thank
God for each of you. Each kindness you have shown me was cherished.
Sometimes it was just sharing truth. Sometimes it was a smile, a
kind word or deed. I was inspired. I listened. I was encouraged. I
learned. You made a difference. The Lord watered those seeds. May
the Lord bless you for being His hands and feet in my life. To God
be all the glory!
















Table of Contents

 Chapter1

Chapter2

Chapter3

Chapter4

Chapter5

Chapter6

Chapter7

Chapter8

Chapter9

Chapter10

Chapter11

Chapter12

Chapter13

Chapter14

Chapter15

Chapter16

Dedication

Acknowledgments

TheParkerFamilyTree

OtherTitles

MoreTitles

Author Note

Prayer

StudyGuide

About This Author

Footnotes
















The Parker Family Tree

 Sisters:

Olivia Jane Drewmore

Kathryn Mary (Drewmore) Parker married Rev. Calvin
Benjamin Parker

Children of Kathryn and Calvin Parker:

1. Peter Calvin Parker married Callie Pearl (Evans)
Parker

2. Elizabeth Anne (Parker) Calhoun married Joseph
Abraham Calhoun

Children of Elizabeth and Joseph Calhoun

1. Emma Coraline Calhoun

2. Patrick Calvin Calhoun

3. Carrie Francesca Calhoun

4. Amelia June Calhoun

5. Benjamin Joseph Calhoun

3. Rose Marie Parker

4. Hannah Jubilee (Livingston) Parker, adopted
(biological mother’s maiden name Caddington)

5. Matthew Edwin Parker

6. Noah Wesley Parker

7. Abigail Careen Parker

8. Charity Jane Parker, twin

9. Mary Olivia Parker, twin

10. Jordan Hezekiah Parker
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Author Note






Dear Reader,

I wanted to write a story where you can sink your
teeth into the details of an era and a character. Everything was
different in the Victorian world. They didn’t have television and
entertainment in the way we do. I didn’t want the story to end too
fast or leave so much out you wished the author had told you more.
I researched every detail, from the flowers they planted during
this era, the books which were available, the expressions they used
in their speech, to the type of stove they used in the kitchen. I
hope you enjoy it!

Lisa
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Chapter 1 A Morning of Reflection






For I know the thoughts I think toward you, saith the
Lord, thoughts of peace, and not of evil, to give you an expected
end.

Jeremiah 29:11, King James Version
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February, 1898






A lovely sunrise greeted Miss Hannah Jubilee Parker
as she stepped out into the crisp February morning air, gently
closing the front door to the two-story, half-century old, white
plantation house. She tried to be careful not to wake any sleeping
family, but heard the distinct sound of the oven door closing and
opening and pans clanking around as Aunt Olivia began breakfast
preparations. It was hard to tell who might be awake at this early
of an hour with a family as large as Hannah’s. Every now and then,
it still seemed strange to be able to think of them as her family,
but somehow she had finally adopted them in her heart as much as
they had her into theirs.

She brushed aside the all too frequent mental note
that the front double doors could stand a fresh coat of paint. It
would have to wait until spring; though she was sure Mother had
already added this to the list of things to be done around the busy
household. That was another thing that seemed sometimes foreign to
her, to be able to think of Mrs. Parker as her own mother. She
could still recall distant and faded memories of her beloved
biological parents.

Not even another letter arriving only just yesterday
from a Miss Corryn Plumleaf for Wilson Henry Carpenter could put a
damper on her day. After all, had he not been directly looking at
her on the day of her eighteenth birthday, when he announced to the
whole family he had accepted the post of Assistant Pastor at the
Methodist Protestant Church of Garfield? She had an inkling in her
heart that he loved her, though he hadn’t said as much as two words
to her in regard to any such declaration. Didn’t everyone know
Wilson loved her— just by the way he looked at her and the time he
spent with her? Sometimes she thought everyone knew but Wilson
himself.

It was time she allowed herself to see it, to
consider the possibilities there. It was time she stopped pushing
him away, perhaps. She had tried to ignore her feelings for him, to
ignore what her heart was trying to tell her head and to deny the
attraction between them. She pushed these thoughts away again.

She had time ahead of her to consider and ponder
these things, but as long as Wilson wouldn’t so much as ask her
father for permission to court her, there was no use in stirring up
feelings she’d fought this long and hard to keep down. With him
living right under their roof as he transitioned from intern to
assistant pastor, she couldn’t bear to have a broken heart if she
was mistaken in understanding the silent connection that seemed to
be between them.

Now that she was nineteen and he had graduated from
seminary and had been officially ordained, perhaps he would be more
forthright about his feelings in the near future. Until that time,
she wasn’t going to give up a single inch of her heart to him
unless he made it clear to her his love was mutual. She’d learned
the hard way how difficult it was to mend from those who were
destined not to remain a part of one’s life. She pushed her gloved
hands further into her wool winter coat after pulling the belt more
snugly around her waist.

What Hannah hadn’t learned was Wilson Henry Carpenter
had already invaded and captured her heart. She would come close to
seeing it and then she fled, each time. If things didn’t work out
between them, it was likely she would have a broken heart for a
long time to come. She hadn’t realized love had happened to her
heart because she was certain she’d done everything possible to
prevent it; but still, the truth remained he’d crept into her heart
and life, a little at a time.

Nonetheless, she wasn’t ready to admit it and each
time she thought about it, she turned away and back to the
realization her whole life was now before her. She could do
anything; attend a university, paint more pictures, open an art
gallery perhaps, maybe even travel the world. Somehow, she didn’t
see herself married and settling down with Wilson or anyone else,
not just yet. And she rather thought all the available bachelors
around her who might be interested would wait for her to be ready
or new ones would appear if needed.

February seemed as though it served only to prolong
the drab, cold days of winter. The household seemed eager for
spring to be upon them. As she surveyed the landscape about her,
Hannah was especially hopeful flowers would soon be in bloom,
warmer weather would grace their days, and winter would return to
wherever from whence it came. In Kentucky, it seemed most winters
only brought rain, sleet, occasional snow and freezing rain that
sometimes turned to ice, and then mud thick enough for wagon wheels
to sink into as the icy rain and snow melted. Occasionally
temperatures would plunge long enough for a decent snow to fall and
stick to the ground for more than a few days. Most snowflakes
melted almost as soon as they touched the ground. They were all
tired of rain and gray, drab, chilly weather. Hannah was also weary
of yellow gold and brownish colored grass that looked rather dull,
even boring compared to the lush green blanket they enjoyed the
rest of the year.

She crossed the spacious four-columned creaky and
weather worn porch and stopped when she reached the top of the
broad stone steps to look out at the morning before her from a
different angle. This was the one time of day when all was still
and quiet before the hustle and bustle of a large household would
invade and interrupt her thoughts. Before her lay the immense front
lawn of Brookside Meadow Farm, nestled in the heart of northeast,
rural Kentucky.

Her breath hung like a frozen mist in the air as she
gazed out at the frost covered glistening blades of dormant
bluegrass that didn’t look anything like it did during the summer
months. This morning in particular was so cold she guessed a snow
that would actually stick to the ground might be around the corner.
The chill reminded her to pull her brown kid gloves more snugly to
her wrists and wrap the lavender scarf, a Christmas gift from her
sister, Rose Marie, more securely about her neck until it rested
just below her fashionable upswept pompadour hairstyle. She was
careful not to allow her scarf to mess her painstakingly arranged
hair since she knew she would not have time later to restyle
it.

As she wrestled with her scarf, she noted the horizon
before her was a blending of hues of pale pink and orange beneath a
canvas of light blue sky dotted with white clouds. It was the white
sky in the distance that troubled her. Yes, indeed, it looked as
though a snowfall would arrive perhaps by early afternoon.

A cheerful singing red cardinal darting about to find
refuge in the large oak tree to one side of the lawn caused her to
remember Jesus had compared the Kingdom of Heaven to like that of a
tree with many branches where the birds took refuge. It helped her
to remember all of God’s precious children could rest and trust in
His wonderful protection and become a part of His great, big
family. She smiled at the thought, picked up her long, dark green
riding skirt so as not to trip and headed down the steps, glancing
toward the wooded trail she so often took for brisk morning rides
and walks.

At the hitching post under the porte-cochère, she
stepped onto the firm earth-packed drive and untied Gabriella, a
beautiful chestnut mare her brother Noah usually had waiting and
readied when he knew she was going to ride. The horse stamped with
excitement and nuzzled his mouth in her hand to retrieve two apple
slices she’d hidden in her pocket. Noah didn’t seem to mind
saddling the mare for her since his morning chores included care of
the horses and stable work. He was thoughtful like that, a
companionable brother and equally fond of Gabriella. He was
probably still mucking out the stable or bringing firewood inside
the house… an endless chore with as many fireplaces as the
plantation house contained. Grabbing hold of the saddle, she placed
her right foot in the stirrup and hoisted herself into a side
saddle position while whispering to Gabriella to hold steady. It
was like trying to back a carriage into a barn and sometimes she
laughed at herself when attempts to land in the saddle with dignity
and grace evaded her.

She really should try to sew one of those new
fashionable split skirts she’d seen in Godey’s Ladies Book. She’d
been taught to ride like a lady when wearing a traditional riding
skirt as she did today, but she longed to have a modern option.
Times were changing but Mother would have a fit if she saw her
riding in any other manner than a true lady would.

She was thankful that on this particular morning
there was no snow yet, and she knew God had blessed her with
another mild winter morning to be able to ride “Gabby” on her
favorite path.

Nineteen year old Hannah Jubilee Parker hadn’t always
been this thankful, happy or at peace. In fact, the change which
had taken place in her heart and life was nothing short of
remarkable! The adopted daughter of Reverend Calvin and Mrs.
Kathryn Parker, she had become the fourth of nine children, giving
her a fresh start in her previously unstable, lonely and rather
miserable life of poverty and sadness. Orphaned at a young age,
she’d spent months in and out of various families, situations and
an orphanage until the Parkers had rescued her. She had been
unafraid as a child and the degree of anger within her about the
loss of her parents coupled with her lack of fear had created a
rather willfulness about her, even at a young age. She’d
unabashedly run away on numerous occasions, only to find herself
unable to survive life as a street urchin and discovered by search
parties and hauled back to the orphanage. How God had rescued her
so many times from a life of ruin continued to remain a source of
amazement to her. She could see how it had anchored her thankful
soul to His and eventually helped her to cope with her grief and
tangled emotions. As her healing progressed she had been able to
conclude her Savior had a plan to bring good out of the losses
she’d endured.

None of this happened overnight. The Parkers had
welcomed her into the family when she had been at the tender age of
eleven; an angry, sometimes hostile, frightened child, quite mad at
the world and everything in it. Just before she turned twelve, a
baby brother, Jordan Hezekiah Parker, was born, making the brood
ten.

Being adopted had given her the first permanent
family and situation she’d ever known since her parents had gone on
to heaven. It had taken her some time to realize the permanence and
significance of her adoption, but she had finally come to terms
with this grace of God poured out into her life.

When she had arrived at Brookside Meadow Farm, Peter
Calvin had been the eldest; eighteen years old and going off to
study at a big university. He was twenty-six now, married, and a
teacher in the only school in the small town of Garfield. The whole
family was growing; and Hannah with it. Finding herself at the
wonderful, grown up age of nineteen, it was her turn to experience
all of the joy and excitement accompanying this stage of life.

Elizabeth Anne had been sixteen when Hannah had
arrived. She had sparkled head to toe from having found the love of
her life, Hannah remembered as she recalled a first impression of
her older sister. She was now twenty-five, had birthed five
adorable children and still looked as beautiful and young as if she
had never experienced a day of childbirth. It seemed to Hannah that
Elizabeth had been with child almost ever since she’d known
her.

Hannah had come to dote on her older sister’s
children, but she was never alone in that regard. The entire Parker
clan loved to show affection to Elizabeth’s little ones, especially
Kathryn Parker.

“There is no such thing as spoiling our
grandchildren,” Kathryn would often say to Reverend Parker’s gentle
warning they were spoiling Elizabeth’s children. She disregarded
all fears that grandchildren could be spoiled and would only look
up from whatever she might be doing with a sparkle in her eyes and
say with a contented and adoring smile, “On the contrary, Mr.
Parker, we are showering them with love.” She often called her
husband Mr. Parker, and sometimes, Reverend.

Rose Marie had been twelve and Matthew Edwin, nine.
Hannah had quickly discovered her new place of birth order to be in
the middle of their ages. Noah Wesley had been the age of seven and
covered in the cutest freckles ever, followed by five year old
Abigail Careen. Charity Jane and Mary Olivia, the twins, had been
three. Hannah had felt like a pea squished into an already crowded
and busy pod. Even the arrival of chubby little Jordan later that
year had only mildly cheered her up, though everyone else seemed
enthralled with him. She often wondered if the Parkers would have
adopted her had they known they would yet have another baby after
her, but all she could ever conclude was this family loved to have
children about.

She hadn’t appreciated them at first and had been
defiant and difficult, unhappy, untrusting and obstinate. She
didn’t enjoy or embrace life and had severe anxiety. That had been
her behavior and viewpoint then. Her view of life was vastly
different now. Now, not only did she have peace about her past, and
joy and hope in her life, she also felt extremely blessed to be a
part of this lively growing and close knit family. She could see
God’s hand upon her life in bringing her to this place where she
could be loved, as well as give love. She was finally able to
blossom into all He meant for her to be and become. Though she
wasn’t always quite sure of His plan, she was certain of God’s love
and mercy.

Hannah leaned forward in the saddle and ducked her
head to avoid a low branch jutting into the heavily trodden and
well packed, clay and dirt trail as Gabriella carried her deeper
into the woods toward Pebble Creek. She was glad it wasn’t raining
as the trail was only slightly muddy from the frost, but mostly
frozen and solid earth beneath the steady clip clop sound of the
horse plodding along. Thinking she was glad not to be mindful of
muddy trails caused her to drift just for a moment in her memory to
a time from a few years ago— a time she would rather not dwell
on.

It had been 1894 and McKinley hadn’t taken office
yet. As she recalled, Grover Cleveland had been in his second
non-consecutive term, though she wasn’t much of a politics
follower. Queen Victoria still reigned from her throne across the
Atlantic but Hannah could not have cared any less at the time. She
was too busy creating havoc and mischief to notice much more than
who was President.

The small town of Garfield, Kentucky had finally
become accustomed to the antics of Hannah Parker. It seemed no
matter what she did, it was done to the annoyance and dismay of
everyone around her. The more she misbehaved, the more tongues
seemed to cluck and wag. In fact, she had convinced herself to make
life difficult for her family and their friends and fellow
community members for a number of years. Maybe then people would
finally give up on her and let her go back to the orphanage… or at
least ‘tis what she had been thinking all along, at the time.

She hadn’t really wanted to go back to that dreadful
and lonely place, or be shuffled around by families who always
seemed to want something out of her which hadn’t been there to
give, but she didn’t really believe these people, this Parker
family, actually loved her either. Nor had she been able to come to
terms with her past and find complete peace about her suffering.
Least ways not at first… It was something she still struggled with
at times, though she was further along than she had ever been
before in accepting her past as part of her journey towards knowing
Christ.

Until she had come to know Christ, she went about her
life trying to make everyone else’s life as miserable as she felt
her own was. She was often late for supper, didn’t do her chores
properly, often failed to do her homework and misbehaved at school,
church and home. She sometimes broke things that didn’t belong to
her, took things that didn’t belong to her and in general, created
much mischief everywhere she went. She had an “I don’t care
attitude,” as the Reverend Calvin Benjamin Parker described it on
many of his lectures to her whenever she got caught doing something
she shouldn’t have been doing.

A large part of her problem had been the fact she
couldn’t see herself as part of their family. For one thing, she
had dark, brown hair and they all had various shades of blond hair.
She felt as though she stood out from them because she was
different. Getting past the fact they weren’t her biological family
was difficult. Something as simple as hair coloring shouldn’t have
bothered her. As much as she wanted to embrace a family, deep down,
she wanted her own mother and father back, not replacements. Making
an issue in her mind about the color of her hair was just another
excuse to deny giving love a real chance to grow.

Eventually she had learned to accept some of the
realities of her situation. She really hadn’t had much choice. It
was either remain angry and fearful if she loved this family they
might stop loving her or she might lose them too… or surrender to
being thankful and learn to embrace love again, which took far less
energy than negative emotions did.

Fortunately, the Parkers didn’t give up on her. They
were patient and kind no matter what she did, no matter what ugly
emotions reared in her, although often reasonably stern with her.
She endured many lectures and various forms of loving and gentle
but guiding discipline. Hannah was testing “these people” with
every fiber of her being. Still, the Parkers continued to love,
accept and even claim her as one of their own, though she didn’t
understand why. She fully expected them to put her in the buggy or
one of the two coaches in the stables one day and return her to the
orphanage. Yet somehow, they never did.

She had tried just about everything to make them give
up on her, quite sure no one would ever truly love her and that she
did not deserve a family to call her own. She wasn’t certain she
even wanted another family since God had allowed her first family
to be taken away to heaven without her, leaving her feeling
completely alone and abandoned. She went on feeling this way for
years even after the Lord had given her a new family. Later she
would realize how long it had taken her before she could see the
good a loving God was performing right before her eyes. She
certainly could not fathom the love of the God of Abraham they so
often talked about or the love of a Savior named Jesus Christ, the
blessed Son of God. Finally, one tragic and terrible day, something
happened changing her forever and opening her eyes to what she had
been too blind to see before.












Chapter 2


The Day That Changed Everything



“Character cannot be developed in ease and quiet.
Only through experience of trial and suffering can the soul be
strengthened, ambition inspired, and success achieved.” - Helen
Keller


1894, Brookside Meadow Farms near Garfield,
Kentucky
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It had been more rainy than usual for a Kentucky
spring and Hannah had gone against the wishes of her parents. She
had come to call them Mother and Father as they had over the years
encouraged. It had not seemed natural at first, but as the years
passed, it did start to feel more and more natural, until now, it
was. Mother had to accompany Father on a trip into town that rainy
morning to run a number of errands.

Mrs. Kathryn Mary Parker was armed with a long list
of dry good items to purchase from the mercantile: flour, corn
meal, sugar, salt, baking powder, coffee and tea. She also needed a
few other items: thread, pencils and ribbon to trim a bonnet. She
planned to drop in at the library to return books and wanted to
visit her daughter Elizabeth, who lived on the edge of town in a
distinctly Victorian, white house with clapboard siding and a
wraparound porch.

Aunt Olivia, Kathryn’s sister residing with the
Parkers, having never married, also wanted to visit Elizabeth and
her other nieces and nephews. Peter had risen early and taken the
buggy into town to prepare lessons and grade papers at the
schoolhouse. He often found it easier to escape to a peaceful place
where he could concentrate on his work than to remain at the
plantation house turned manse, always alive with children running
under foot.

Peter’s wife Callie, whom everyone often called Aunt
Callie— though she wasn’t an aunt but a sister-in-law (while she
was a wonderful sister, she seemed like a loving aunt would in the
way she cared for all of them; and in the sense she was older than
most of the little ones in the household who found it difficult to
understand where she’d come from or what a sister-in-law was),
having risen a little later with the rest of the family, wanted to
purchase a dress length of fabric to make a new Sunday dress.
Sipping her cup of steaming tea and honey, she announced her desire
to also accompany the growing party into town.

Father had lost count of how many people wanted to go
to town. He was attempting to calculate how many seats were needed
in their mode of transport. Each time he thought he had this figure
estimated, someone else spoke up from the breakfast table causing
him to consider he might have to hitch up not just one, but quite
possibly two of the coaches as the number of those wishing to go
along for the drive into town began to rise.

No one else in town had two coaches, but few in town
had as many in their quiver as God had given him. This affected him
in unusual ways. Travel in two coaches was unmistakably noticeable.
There was no way at all of arriving in town, quietly,
unobtrusively. Perhaps God wanted it that way. For it was. Make no
mistake, they were noticed coming in and going out.

Two coaches and four horses were almost ostentatious
and he only liked to be that on Sunday mornings, if at all. He was
too naturally meek and mild mannered to ever grow accustomed to
arriving anywhere with such a flourish, but when observers watched
the number of children step out of those coaches, they seemed to
understand. Taking a wagon in the rain was the alternative, and he
didn’t like the idea at all, nor did his passengers. Either way, he
would be driving the team, and having the family arrive dry was
preferable to a large family coming down with head colds all at the
same time.

Rose Marie had chimed up from her usual seat at the
breakfast table beside Aunt Callie, as she spread a warm biscuit
with a generous amount of raspberry preserves; she too wanted to
spend time with Elizabeth and the children and add items to
Mother’s list to be purchased at the mercantile. She wanted two new
pencils for school, writing and blotting paper, ink, a package of
needles, blue thread and a composition notebook.

Father had work to do in his small office at the
church and a call to make upon the Widow Barton. This brought the
count of those who desired to go into town to a tally of five.
Father looked about the table anxiously and reached for another
biscuit.

Then Matthew and Noah expressed a wish to visit
friends from school, the mercantile owner’s sons, Clarence and
Walter. They lived above the mercantile and had wonderful toys to
play with, always a rare treat.

Father hesitated before taking a bite of the
scrambled eggs on his plate. “That makes seven, eight if Jordan
comes along. Hannah will have to watch the others and we’ll have to
get moving if we don’t want to be returning in a mudslide. The rain
is just a little drizzly right now, but it could get worse.”

After breakfast, as Father paced the front hall and
opened and shut his pocket watch several times, he was muttering to
himself about whether or not he should require the boys to hitch up
one coach or two. Would this festive group going to town all be
ready to return to Brookside Meadow Farm at the same time? He could
only hope.

Mother overheard him muttering to himself and looked
up from her writing desk in the parlor beside the front hall where
she was furiously adding last minute items to her list. Without
looking up, she spoke to him from her desk. She patiently pointed
out one coach would be sufficient if they all squeezed in close.
“Olivia and I can share a seat with Rose Marie. Callie can sit
beside Noah and Jordan. Matthew can ride with you in the driver’s
seat.”

“Where is our first stop?” Father asked.

“We can drop Olivia and Rose Marie at Elizabeth’s
first and then the library. You don’t have to wait for us. You may
go on to visit Eleanor Barton while Callie and I return books. We
may want to browse for new ones which may take us some time. It is
no trouble for us to walk from the library if you will retrieve us
at the mercantile. Then we can all stop for a bit of refreshment
and a lovely visit with Elizabeth when we stop for Rose Marie and
Olivia on the way home.”

“What about the boys?” Father asked as he reached for
his black cloak and a tweed cap.

“Matthew and Noah won’t mind walking from the library
to the mercantile.”

Father seemed satisfied with her estimation of the
situation and snapped his pocket watch firmly shut. He instructed
Matthew and Noah to hitch up one coach. The boys reached for their
coats and hats from the hooks in the hallway and scrambled out the
front doors, heading for the stable. It wasn’t long before they
were back and the hallway seemed busy and crowded again. The twins
and Abigail seemed to be going up and down the stairs at regular
intervals but for no apparent reason.

Calvin Parker was a Godly man, a man dedicated to the
mission before him. He was tall, had large feet and carried a wide
girth. He had kind eyes that ran deep. He was generally known to
all as a man of cheerfulness and joy. He brought humor into what
might otherwise be drab, mundane and ordinary; but one thing he
could not abide was being untimely. It seemed to Hannah that
Reverend Parker was as equally dedicated to being on time as he was
to being a man of the cloth and of honor before God and all
mankind.

“Fine! Fine! Just hurry along everyone! I haven’t got
all day! Mrs. Barton gets very upset if I am tardy when I call upon
her!” Father cheerfully and firmly bellowed towards those who yet
lingered ‘round the breakfast table from the front hall. Then he
started singing his rendition of Fanny Crosby’s hymn, “Calling For
You.”

When he became humorous this way it always cast a
drawing and appealing light in Hannah’s mind that this family
really was different than those she’d suffered with in the past,
both the orphanage family she’d endured… as well as others. There
was a joy woven into their everyday life surpassing anything she’d
known since the loss of her parents.

Matthew and Noah had gone to the kitchen to stuff
their pockets with biscuits. They came out with Rose Marie and Aunt
Olivia, everyone bounding toward the hall to put on gloves, coats,
shawls, and hats. They knew Father would not wait for dawdlers. He
continued talking to no one in particular as the twins dashed by
heading for the front door. Father turned them around, “Oh no
girls, you’re staying here. We’ve got to get going or I’ll be
enduring a lecture from Widow Barton. She says she likes to have
luncheon at precisely noon-thirty, the way her husband always
preferred it. She doesn’t like her tea to run too close to her
luncheon if I am late.”

Aunt Olivia had been listening to his explanation of
why they all must hurry. “Well, her husband has been deceased for
years! Seems she is set in his ways and he’s not even on earth to
complain if his dinner is late!” Aunt Olivia remarked as she peered
into the hall mirror trying to arrange her large feathered hat upon
her head until it perched just so. She was known for her frankness,
and her collection of large hats.

Father opened his pocket watch again. “I don’t think
she’s really stopped grieving over his passing.”

“Does she set a place setting for the deceased Mr.
Barton?” Aunt Olivia asked when satisfied with the way her hat
perched as she quickly stabbed several long hat pins into hat and
hair, leaving Charity staring at her from a spot on the staircase
wondering how ladies did not hurt themselves putting their hats
upon their heads.

“Yes, well, we need to keep her in prayer until she
fully recovers from Mr. Barton’s passing and keep drawing her out
of the past and into the present,” Mother gently reminded her
sister. “Don’t we need more baking powder and baking soda?”

“I think so,” Callie said as she buzzed into the
front hall with a cloth covered basket tucked under one arm. She
removed her morning work apron and reached for her gray cloak
trimmed in gold braiding and a matching hat from the hooks near the
door. “We used the last of the soda for the biscuits at breakfast
this morning and I know we are low on baking powder. I made six
loaves of bread yesterday. I put some of the bread here in this
basket for Elizabeth. Oh, and don’t forget the cake we had after
dinner. Yes, I’m afraid we’re running a bit low on both items.”

Abigail, Charity and Mary would main at home with
Hannah. Jordan, who was not a baby but about five years old, would
be going with Mrs. Parker, as he almost always did. There was a
great flurry as those leaving donned hats and coats and whatever
belongings they could for the drive into town, while children
staying tried to keep out of the way lest they be mistakenly
directed to the ready and waiting coach. Mother managed to check
each of the boys before they dodged out the door and somehow ready
herself. It was a miracle the Parkers
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