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Through The Snow To A Family Christmas

 


Synopsis: Through The Snow To A Family
Christmas - A family travels towards other family members to
celebrate the holidays but ends up being trapped by severe weather
conditions and not much hope for survival.

 


 


Springtime in the dead of the cold
winter had to come from your mind as you look out across the
prairies. There may be sights of soft blooming lilies in the fields
and the sounds of chirping birds as they carry family meals to the
waiting children, but these sights are branded into your mind as
the remains of the last spring experience.

The harsh winters that oft times hit
the prairies were long and at times deep depression could seep into
one’s being, if they could not reflect upon the moments of prairie
spring. Most mothers knew the importance of singing of spring in
the middle of a cold hard winter, and they could be found singing
as they would sweep their cabin floors as if they were cleaning for
the coming of sweet spring.

It is in the mind where spring lies
where it can be recalled upon and it is in the heart that one can
fully appreciate spring’s arrival after a long hard
winter.

Many times frontier families would find
themselves celebrating winter months as if they were celebrating
the clearing of the harvest and they would tell you that it was
left up to their imaginations to bring a little sunshine into their
homes in the middle of dreary, cold days.

One way they often would do this by
inviting relatives or friends to their homes for Thanksgiving,
knowing that sending out invitations for Christmas would have to be
rejected because of the harsh December’s.

But in November, the weather was more
promising for safe travel and before being cooped up in the
following months, they used Thanksgiving to be their last reunions
with families.

The Cords were a family of four and
they were excited about Samantha Cord’s sister and husband’s family
who would be arriving for Thanksgiving. They hadn’t seen each other
for several years and this would be a very special meeting, for
they had never met their youngest child Boone, who was now four
years old.

Laughter and business filled the Cord
household as they prepared for their relatives coming. Jeremiah
Cord had even built a room onto their cabin after discussing with
his wife the prospects of trying to convince her sister and family
to stay on with them, building them a home together on some extra
land they owned.

All the plans were laid and they would
offer to them a wonderful surprise when they arrived for
Thanksgiving. Samantha Cord missed her sister and family deeply and
the two had always dreamed of living closer. Now, would be their
opportunity to fulfill that dream. They would just have to convince
them.

The Lyle family was looking forward to
their trip to see the Cord family and they had prepared as best
they could to travel the distance, taking extra food and supplies
in case they were delayed along the way.

They had three children, Jonathan who
was fourteen, Rebecca who was twelve and little Boone who had just
turned four years old. All were excited and loaded up their family
wagon and began their journey. Each family knew the trail and they
knew how long it would take and that they would arrive just in time
for Thanksgiving. They had filled their wagon full to the brim,
leaving only for the children to slip into their places. They had
considered buying an extra wagon for the trip, but then they would
have to purchase more oxen, and this was out of their
budget.

So, they would be sacrificing being
comfortable instead. The children didn’t mind and were excited to
see the Cords. As their wagon pulled out, Wilma Lyle took a long
lasting look and felt a tear begin to roll down her cheek. Not
knowing at the time why she would shed such a tear, she was
foreseeing that they would not be returning to her home and she
thought for miles about everything she was leaving
behind.

 


 


At one point during the first hundred
miles or so, the Lyle’s daughter, Rebecca even made the mention of
the things she had longed to bring with her, and her father
chuckled, telling her “Sweetheart, it’s not like you are leaving
them for good. This is only a visit.”

There was no response from his
twelve-year-old daughter and he found that odd, but he brushed it
off in his mind. Somehow, Wilma Lyle could relate to her daughters
statement, and she knew that she was saying goodbye to their life
and coming to grips with a new and changed life.

Never once had she and her husband,
Thomas ever discussed any such loss. However, this would not be the
only loss they would suffer up the long trail.

 


 


The Cords and the Lyles both lived in
Oregon, but were settled hundred miles away from each other.
Although the women, Samantha Cord and her sister, Wilma Lyle, had
always teased about one day living on shared ground, they never
really thought it would happen, and accepted cherished
visits.

As Wilma sat up front, with her body
swaying back and forth to the bumps and jars in the trail, she
realized her thoughts were wandering far away and she managed to
bring herself back to her ride, seated by her husband.

Oh, how she loved her husband and had
loved him since they were children. The sisters had grown up near
the Cord’s and the Lyle’s in the same county and they all had
played together. Everyone believed that Samantha would actually end
up marrying Thomas Lyle.

However, the prairies hold secrets just
like any other place, and her heart belonged to Jeremiah Cord. By
the time Wilma had fallen in love with Thomas, Samantha was
grateful because then she would be free to love Jeremiah. The two
sisters were very close in age, not even two years apart and a very
devout Christian family; as well as the Lyles and Cords, had raised
them.

All the families were close and spent a
lot of time being involved in church activities and always helped
each other through hard times. As it turned out, the two sisters
ended up having a double ceremony for their wedding. Wasn’t planned
that way, it just happened.

Samantha and Wilma both realized their
love nearly at the same time and what better way to celebrate than
together. It would make life easier on family and guests as well.
Therefore, what would have been two weddings weeks apart, became a
double ceremony.

The Pastor had suggested it through a
telegram to Samantha and she gave word to her sister.

When the morning sun came peeking
through the clouds, Wilma’s parents took their daughter for a ride,
delivering her to the side of her waiting husband. He, too, had
received the same telegram and he was waiting patiently for his
bride to be. It turned out to be a beautiful ceremony and as
carriages and buggies made their way, gathering, and crowds came
around to share in what looked planned all along.

The Pastor had made sure that each one
invited would know where to go to see their dear loved one give her
hand in marriage.

 


 


Wilma smiled as she bumped along, and
with sweet visions of that special day poured into her mind; she
reached out and took her husband by the hand. It wasn’t long until
her thoughts were back on track and she looked forward to seeing
her sister and her old friend Jeremiah Cord. They had made the trip
before, but it had been several years and she was looking forward
to introducing her youngest, Boone who had turned four, to her
sister and family.

She was ready to show off her newest
addition to the Lyles.

 


 


The plan was to visit for Thanksgiving
and then to return back home and begin getting ready for their
family Christmas. They loved Christmas and it was Wilma’s favorite
time of year, as she would watch her children’s eyes light up with
excitement. They never had much money, but she had raised her
children to appreciate what they got, and no one ever let a
complaint slip from their lips.

How fun it would be this year, she
thought, with little Boone at Christmas. He was such a delight and
although she knew that all her children were a blessing, she
guessed it was because she was aging, and everything that mattered
meant more with each passing year. Boone was showing signs that he
would be following his father’s example.

His father Thomas was a blacksmith back
home and people came from all around to have work done. The young
Boone was happiest when he would sit in his daddy’s shop with him
and he never wanted to leave his side. Thomas and Wilma had special
ideas and gifts being prepared for each child, and Boone’s would be
his own little play workshop.

They knew this would keep the young lad
busy for years and they could add to the shop as he would get
older. Jonathon had dreams already at fourteen of becoming a
doctor. That’s all he could think about and found it hard at times
to concentrate on the farm chores. However, his mama and daddy
understood and looked forward to the day when he could fulfill his
dreams.

They took it upon themselves to
purchase from old Doc back home, an old medical bag, filled with
all the goodies and that would be his Christmas present. As for
Rebecca, she had her own dreams. To be such a young girl, she was
wrapped in thought of being her town’s schoolteacher. She wanted
nothing more than to be a teacher.

She had no plans to ever get married
and felt very independent. Her dream was to provide the local
children with their education and that’s how she wanted to spend
her life. Her precious gift this year would be a collection of
books, ranging from History, English to Poetry. This would satisfy
her taste buds and keep her busy until she could fill that role as
a teacher.

 


 


Wilma smiled as each bump drove her
closer to her husband. After a time, she might as well been sitting
in his lap, because each bump put her closer to him, but they both
smiled the closer they became. It was cold for their trip and at
some points, they found themselves crazy to take such a trip in
November, but they could easily get warmed by crawling into the
wagon where fresh warm blankets and hot cocoa waited.

Thomas had rigged up a small cook stove
as well in the back and they would be able to stop along the way,
always collecting more wood to fill it. From time to time, Thomas
and Wilma would take turns as they would climb into the back,
sharing some warmth and visiting with their content
children.

This November was expected to be a very
mild winter, making it hold history records, and if there ever was
a good time to visit for Thanksgiving, it was this time. As they
traveled along, they could hear their children singing Christmas
songs and old Gospel hymns and it brought smiles to their faces,
which warmed their hearts as they rode along in the chilly
breezes.

 


 


Eugene, Oregon was a beautiful spot to
raise a family, build up lustrous gardens and share love and
friendships; and Jeremiah knew that Thomas Lyle would soon regret
moving his family off from this haven. The two men had grown up
together all their lives, skipping rocks across rivers and catching
tadpoles in streams.

He didn’t want his sorrow to show when
his best friend announced that he was moving his family down to
Medford, Oregon. He knew that it would be an experience that Thomas
would have to live himself, but he was sure glad it wasn’t him
moving.

Both the Cords and the Lyles grew up in
Eugene, with the two Broderick sisters, Samantha and Wilma also
growing up right alongside them. The four would play as small
children outside the one room schoolhouse and met on Sunday’s after
church down by creek beds or atop of gracious grass covered
hills.

They would play all day long until one
of them would hear their mama calling them home for supper. As
their bodies grew with each birthday, their love for country
remained, and before long they would find themselves sitting around
talking about where they all wanted to live.

None of them were in love; they were
better at being best friends. Nevertheless, as time went on and
peer pressure made itself known, the two sisters found them
married, one to Jeremiah Cord, and the other to Thomas Lyle. They
figured they couldn’t go wrong in marriage when they all had made
such good friends. They all thought they might as well marry each
other since they never planned to move from Oregon.

However, one day after Thomas Lyle had
been married for a couple years, he got the itch come upon him that
couldn’t be scratched in Eugene. He wanted to see newer parts of
Oregon, and he announced one morning at a Church brunch that he had
decided to pull the plug in Eugene and he was headed a little ways
away to Medford.

His wife Wilma was heartbroken. She had
never left Eugene and all she loved was there. However, as a
dutiful wife she put up no fuss and soon found herself packing up
her home and heading south with a wagon full of her life and two
young children.

Jeremiah couldn’t believe his best
friend was cutting local ties, but he managed to show support to
his dearest friend and on one hot summer day, he waved goodbye to
the Lyle’s with his broken hearted wife, Samantha. She couldn’t
imagine not being within a buggy ride from her older sister, but
she too wanted to be supportive in the decision.

 


 


Through the years the two families were
able to stay in touch and even visit several times a year and they
were coming for Thanksgiving! They had all decided that it would be
best to travel Oregon for Thanksgiving instead of Christmas,
beating all the hard fallen snow that arrives at the end of
December.

An excited bunch they were as both
families prepared. By now, the Lyles had left their place in
Medford and were on their way, and Jeremiah and Samantha had come
up with a plan to entice her sister and their dear friend, Thomas
to once again come home and this time to stay home.

Jeremiah had been doing so well with
his farming as well as his blacksmith business that he was now
ready to offer Thomas a proposition that he surely couldn’t refuse.
Jeremiah and his fourteen year old son, Samuel had been secretly
keeping themselves busy as they toiled away at building a second
home on the back side of their property, and this would be where
Thomas Lyle could plant his family and his crops as
well.

With business going so well, Jeremiah
would be able to offer Thomas a job with his business, too. Then
the families could be together again, just like the old
days.

 


 


Thomas Lyle knew nothing about the
house being built or the job that awaited him, but he had written
to Jeremiah through the years, and had uncovered his deep regret of
moving away from Eugene. With each letter he sealed between his
lips, his words of unhappiness had shown through, reaching Jeremiah
by distance and heart.

When Jeremiah knew for sure that his
best friend was not happy with his life, he at once began making
plans to remedy that, and he had come up with wonderful and stable
plans for all. They hadn’t told the Lyle’s of their plans and they
decided they’d just make it one big surprise when they arrived at
Thanksgiving.

Then when Thomas accepted, Thomas and
Jeremiah would make the trip back to close up his
homestead.

Janetta, the Cord’s daughter who was
now sixteen years old was thrilled that her dear cousins would be
coming back to Eugene and she at once began her own plans. Jonathon
Lyle was two years younger and they had shared many good times.
Samuel Cord was fourteen, the same age as Jonathon and the younger
Lyle daughter was now twelve, so all the children were very close
in age.

What Janetta and everyone else was most
excited about was they were going to meet a new addition to the
family. Wilma and Thomas had another child they had never been able
to meet. The child was now four years old, and it had been that
long since they had made a trip home. This was the big highlight of
the trip and the Cords were delighted.

Samuel and Janetta had worked hard at
coming up with toys they would present him and Samuel had made a
special chair for the young lad to sit in at the table, so he could
sit up high and be a part of the family. Samuel was talented when
it came to carpentry, and he stayed busy through the long winters
building all kinds of furniture for folks around Eugene.

So, it was nothing for the young boy to
make a list and check it off twice. Janetta, wanting to contribute,
began gathering as many books as she could for a gift to give to
Rebecca for a welcome home present. The Cord household was filled
with a busy quietness as they each prepared gifts and tokens of
their excitement.

Samantha even got in on the gift making
and she was keeping herself making stocking hats, mittens and socks
for the entire Lyle family and she had prepared a very special
scrapbook that would be filled with sweet savory recipes for her
sister. With building the house through the previous spring and
summer, and all the gifts they were preparing, they had stayed busy
for a good year.

Now, it would only be a couple of weeks
before reality would stare back at them in the faces of their
relatives.

 


 


Jeremiah and Thomas had shared
correspondence and without talking the advice of Jeremiah, Thomas
had chosen to take an old, less-traveled route to Eugene. The two
knew every road that led into Eugene, and they had some secret
trails they had come to know through the years.

Although winter was not predicted to
kick in until late December, Jeremiah had warned that it might
still be better to take the longer route. Nevertheless, Thomas was
so excited to arrive that he chose instead, a less-traveled road.
It was a very good thing that he shared his plans with Jeremiah
because later down the road, it would prove to be a
lifesaver.

As the Lyle’s traveled along in their
family wagon, they hadn’t ran into any problems, even crossing the
Rogue River smoothly and with each mile they made, their confidence
and excitement grew. The weather at night got cold for them, but
they were able to keep themselves toasty with the little stove he
had rigged up in the back of their wagon.

Days were long as they traveled as many
hours as they could before settling in for the night at a chosen
spot. They had packed up plenty of food and fresh clean water, so
they were ready to handle anything, they thought.

However, as they had just passed
through the South Umpqua River, an unexpected rainstorm blew down
upon them that were filled with its wrath. The mistake that Thomas
Lyle was about to make was trying to make it through the next
coming river, the North Umpqua, instead of sitting out the
rain.

The ferociousness of the storm seemed
to die down, leaving only heavy rains, and he felt they would be
better off getting through the river and then settling in somewhere
past the river. Making it through the first river was no problem,
so he took for granted the second one would prove to be
successful.

However, as they approached the banks
of the river and had begun their way across, lightning struck and
the skies went dark. Thomas, tying to get across





















































































































































































































cover.jpg
Love
Wins
Evel-v
'I'ime






