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An Explanation
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This book, as you can see, begins with Chapter 17. There’s a good reason. The final four books of the Biscuit McKee Mystery Series began with Red as a Rooster. Back as Soot is the second of the four books, and will be followed by Pink as a Peony and White as Ice. For your own enjoyment (and to prevent total confusion), read all four in the correct order, as I make no attempt to "bring the reader up to speed" with the story so far.

If you enjoy reading the usual "Author’s Note" at the beginning of a book, you will find an all-inclusive one (and my list of acknowledgements) at the end of Red as a Rooster.

My thanks to Vermont Castings for their permission to use their Defiant Flexburn stove on the cover of Black as Soot and in the pages of this story, and to Dr. Ciaran Toal of the Irish Linen Museum (Lisburn Museum) for helping me to understand how flax is grown, harvested, and used. 

At the end of each of these four books you will find pertinent lists of genealogies as well as who’s taken shelter in Biscuit and Bob’s house.
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CHAPTER 17 (Day 1, Cont’d)
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Wednesday, December 6, 2000 - Martinsville, Georgia

"THE THIN UNHAPPY moon," I quoted once we’d all returned to the attic from an extended bathroom break. We had a number of toilets here in this old house, but with twenty-one people, we had to do a lot of sharing. I was the last one upstairs, simply because Marmalade dove under the bed to retrieve her favorite blue mouse, and had insisted on a game of fetch—I throw, she chases, I fetch. Bob had given it to her a couple of weeks before, and she was still entranced with it.

It is fun only when you throw it for me.

Once we were settled, Ida picked up the diary of Mary Frances. "I’m going to back up a paragraph," she said, "to get us on track."

I was glad because, other than that one thin unhappy moon line, I’d sort of forgotten where we were.

I always know where we are.

I patted Marmalade and settled back, as much as I could manage, into the uncomfortable folding chair.

So the candle is out. Once he walked away, though, I opened the shutters as wide as possible and now I write by the light of the thin unhappy moon. When we leave tomorrow, I will allow my steps to linger behind the others. I must arrange to walk in the very back and then to drop far enough behind so that Hubbard and I might steal away in the confusion. I know he will be watching for me. Mister Silas Martin is sure to be riding on Devil at the rear of the procession, but of all the Martins, he would be the most amenable to letting me go, if I can only explain to him before he raises a general alarm. I am sure—almost sure—he will see reason. This means I will not be present when Myra Sue is buried far from Brandtburg, but I feel fair certain she will forgive me, for she knows—she is the only one who knows—of my secret marriage last night to Hubbard Brandt.

"It sounds even more like a plot out of Shakespeare,” I said when Ida paused to take a breath. I could hardly wait to tell Bob about this. He loved Shakespeare, as was obvious from all the well-read volumes on our bookcases.

I like Shakespeare. Softfoot reads it to me sometimes. Sometimes his voice sounds like purring.

“Shakespeare,” Charlotte Ellis said. “My college roommate and I took an English class our junior year that was nothing but Shakespeare.”

She didn’t sound like she’d enjoyed it very much, but maybe I was reading too much into her tone of voice. Maybe she’d liked the class so much, she was sorry it ever had to end.

“I hated it,” she said.

Okay, so I was right the first time. “His plays are meant to be seen on stage,” I said. “A lot of people who think they don’t like Shakespeare change their minds once they see them performed.”

Charlotte leveled a gaze at me that made me suddenly very aware that she was, technically, my boss now that she was chair of the library board.

Glaze laughed at me. “Quit preaching, Biscuit. Some people just don’t like the same things you do.” 

The moment smoothed over, but I still felt a bit unsettled. 

“Hold the fort,” someone called out from downstairs, and we all turned at the clatter of footsteps. “Don’t open anything until we get there!”

“That sounds like Esther?” Sadie’s voice held a distinct question.

Sure enough, my third Petunia’s fuzzy gray hair appeared, followed by her bright turquoise sweatshirt. “I hear you’re having a party up here. Bob told us all about it. May we join you?”

Behind her, Sylvia Parkman beamed.

Glaze beamed right back at her mother-in-law-to-be. “Sylvia! We thought you were staying with the Johnsons?” There was as much of a question in her voice as there had been in Sadie’s a moment before.

“We were," Sylvia said, "but it started getting way too crowded up there.”

I was certainly happy to see Tom’s mother and grandmother, but I wondered first, why they had come, second, how they had gotten here, and third, what I was going to do with them. Well, I didn’t need to bother about number three, because I still had some unassigned bedrooms. As to my first question, if they were that crowded, they might easily have called for relief. Of course they had. And Bob had gone up the hill to bring them down here. I love it when I can answer all my questions.

I answer many of your questions, but you do not listen to me.

Sylvia turned to me. “I hope we’re not imposing, Biscuit.”

“Of course not. It’s a big house, and you’re completely welcome.” The Parkmans could take the other room that had a double bed, and that left me with Esther. Maybe she wouldn’t mind rooming with Amanda. I’d have to ask Amanda before I suggested it, but I thought it would probably be okay. I sure hoped they’d brought sheets with them. Otherwise, they’d be curling up in blankets. If I even had that many blankets.

“Bob came up and helped us get here. And we brought our own pillows and sheets.”

She must have read my mind. “Good.”

She leaned close to my ear. “I think the Johnsons were sad to see us leave.”

I lowered my voice to match her tone. “Why?”

“That left them with ...”

But her words were interrupted by the roar of a loud engine, several loud engines, outside. The attic windows were too high for us to look through without the benefit of the stool, but I could tell the noise came from right out in our front yard. When they cut off, one after the other, the silence left all of us wondering what the heck was going on. “I guess we’ll have one more little interlude,” I said. “Let’s find out what the noise is all about.” I headed for the stairs, followed closely by Glaze and Maddy.

Within what seemed like seconds—we were just passing the broom closet—we heard the engines start up again and zoom off into the distance. The front door opened and closed below us. Bob hollered up the stairs, “Biscuit! You might want to get everybody down here!”

“Especially Glaze!” Tom’s voice held a note I’d never heard before. Excitement? Elation? What was it?

It is his happy showing.

The entryway was filled with people. Jam-packed as a matter of fact. And in the middle of the crowd were my mom and dad. They had the biggest smiles I’d ever seen, even though their cheeks were rosy red from the cold, and Mom was rubbing her hands to warm them.

“What on earth is going on?” I asked. “ I mean, I’m really happy to see you, but what are you doing here? How did you get here all the way from Braetonburg? Why? Is everyone all right?”

Bob laid a hand on my arm.

Tom stepped forward and sank to one knee in front of Glaze. “Now that your parents and my parents and my grandmother have joined us, would you be willing to marry me tomorrow evening?”

Glaze cried out and flung her arms around his neck. “Yes!”

She is very happy to see SunsetLady and DreamMaker, and she loves Fishgiver very much.

Dave sang out a creditable, though slightly flat, rendition of the first few lines of Get Me to the Church on Time.

On time for what?

“It’s a good thought, Dave,” Tom said, “but we won’t have to go that far.”

What do you mean?

Dee let out a tremendous moan. “No church?” She and Maddy had planned to help me decorate it. No wonder she was disappointed.

“He didn’t say that, Dee.” Glaze smiled that radiant grin of hers. “A wedding will turn this old house into a church. Behave yourself, Dave.”

“Bravo,” Father John said. “A wedding right here!” And he began to applaud, soon joined by all the rest of the group, except for me. “We’ll have a party.”

Will there be fish or chicken?

“That’s wonderful,” Maddy gushed, “but if you do the wedding here, now—or rather, tomorrow—I won’t have a chance to wear that great dress I bought.”

I stifled a moment of insane glee. If I couldn’t have the perfect matron of honor dress, since Maddy had bought it out from under my fingertips—so to speak—at least she wouldn’t have the pleasure of flaunting it in my face.

Instantly—almost instantly—I was ashamed of myself.

Why?

Marmalade wound herself around my ankles. Lucky cat. She never had to worry about what to wear.

That is true. My coat is perfectly silky. It keeps me warm in the snow time and cool when the sun is hot.

I looked around for Korsi. With this many feet in the front hall, I wouldn’t want to be a cat. But then I felt a surge of relief. If Korsi wasn’t here, then everybody must be well.

He is still sleeping on the chair where GoodHands was.

“We’ll have a big bash for our first anniversary,” Glaze said, looking at Tom, who nodded his agreement. “You can wear it then.”

Carol raised her hand, rather tentatively. “Could I wangle an invitation?”

“Absolutely,” Glaze said. “Everybody here is invited.”

“As long as we don’t have another ice storm,” Dave said, and was generally booed by everyone.

“Maddy, if there’s another ice storm next year,” Glaze said, swiping her silver hair back from her face, and cutting through the booing, “just remember to pack the dress in your overnight bag.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Ida said. “In the meantime, I think we all brought changes of clothing for a couple of days, so we can at least be fresh for your wedding.”

“Yeah.” Ralph laid a hand on Ida’s shoulder. “Maybe we won’t stink up the place too much if we change our shirts.”

Ida slapped at his hand. 

“What’s wrong with that? We all know we can’t take showers here.”

Why not?

Even if we’d had electricity, our water heater wasn’t big enough to handle daily showers for twenty-one—now twenty-six—people, and there had been a general agreement to avoid using too much water, just in case.

In case of what?

Of course, if we’d had electricity, we wouldn’t be having this situation in the first place.

What situation?

Father John chuckled at Marmalade’s increasingly loud meows. “It’s only been in the last century that people began to think frequent baths were a necessity. What if we agree just to ignore any smells?”

"Or," Henry said, "think of them as a return to a simpler way of life."

Ida sniffed. “More like a necessary evil.”

Mouse poop! I do not know what you are talking about.

Marmalade sneezed, and I put aside all thoughts of the indigo dress. After all, my sister was getting married, and I was determined to make it a lovely wedding, even without all the frills we’d planned for the church. We could push most of the living room furniture back out of the way and we’d all gather in a couple of loose semicircles. Henry could stand in front of the wood stove. No. That way we’d be looking at Glaze and Tom’s backs through the ceremony. The bride and groom could stand in front of the stove facing us, and Henry would be the one with his back turned to the congregation—if you could call a bunch of people in sweatpants a congregation. 

All those red silk bows I’d planned to attach to the ends of the pews were still in a box in the broom closet. Dee and Maddy could help me. We’d sprinkle them strategically around the room. They’d be color-coordinated with our bright red wood stove. Candles, of course. Lots of candles. And surely there’d be enough food to gather an appropriate wedding feast afterwards, although we’d be hard-pressed to figure out a cake. Maybe Tom could cook one on the wood stove. No, that wouldn’t be right. He shouldn’t have to make his own wedding cake. Anyway, I didn’t think a wood stove would double as an oven, even a stove as nice as our Defiant.

I edged up close to Bob. “How did you manage this?”

“Why do you think I had anything to do with it?”

I wrapped my arms around his waist. “It has your indelible trademark all over it.”

“Tom and I talked about it after breakfast.” He raised his voice so the whole group could hear him. After all, that way he wouldn’t have to repeat the story. “Doc and Reebok volunteered to help us get Tom’s folks down here. We had a heck of a time getting up the hill, and it was even more treacherous coming back down again.”

“I know. I saw you four leave here, but I had no idea where you were going. I thought you’d gotten a police call. But how did you manage to get Mom and Dad?”

“I just happen to know a couple of firefighters up in Braetonburg who have snowmobiles.”

“Snowmobiles? In Georgia?”

“They take their families on winter camping trips up in the Blue Ridge mountains.”

“But, snowmobiles? When is there ever enough snow for snowmobiles?”

He laughed at the indignation in my voice. “This week, I’d say. I don’t know if they’ve ever actually used the things before this. They were mighty excited about trying it. Anyway, they agreed to try to bring your mom and dad down here, but we didn’t want to say anything because they weren’t sure the machines would be able to get enough purchase on the ice. If it had been too dangerous, they wouldn’t have risked your parents’ lives.”

“What about Auntie Blue and Uncle Mark?” Glaze had a note of sadness underneath the joy.

“I’m sorry,” Bob said. “There was no way, with only two snowmobiles.”

She ran her hand back through her silver hair. “That’s okay, Bob. It would have been nice, but I guess there’s only so much transporting you can expect friends to do.”

"Mark and Blue said they’d watch the house for us while we were gone," my mom told us.

I like WaterWoman. She has a good lap to sit on whenever we visit.

“Speaking of the transporters,” I said, “didn’t you invite them in to get warmed up before they had to drive all that way back? We could have given them coffee or hot chocolate or—”

“Heck no. They were having the time of their life.”

“Driving out in the open through freezing weather over treacherous ice is not my idea of a good time,” I said.

“But aren’t you glad they have a different attitude?”

Glaze pushed me aside, gently, and wrapped her arms around Bob’s waist. “Thank you. This is the best present ever.”

Tom slapped Bob on the back. “I can’t thank you enough, my friend. As Glaze says, this is the best wedding present you ever could have given us.” He pulled Glaze close to his side. “And now I’ll get to marry this woman right on time!”

“Is that a chess board I see in the living room?” my dad asked. “I just may have to whip somebody’s butt at cutthroat chess.”

“Fine with me,” Mom said, laughing, “but leave me out of it. I prefer more civilized entertainment.”

“Good,” Glaze said, “because we need to indoctrinate you newcomers into our attic society.”

Dad looked faintly puzzled, but Bob slapped him on the shoulder. “Don’t worry, John. It’s a female thing. We’ll explain it to you and Frank over a big mug of coffee.”

“Sounds good to me,” Tom’s father said, and all the men headed for the kitchen while we women moved in a cohesive group toward the stairs, our attic group now increased by three more than we’d had this morning.

~ ~ ~
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IT TOOK US QUITE A while to bring the newcomers up to date with everything that had been happening. I was gratified—but not surprised—to see how readily they got into the swing of things. By some sort of common consensus, we started with the first items we’d found—the penny whistle, the hobby horse, the boater, Ida’s hat, and so on. Mom, who after all was born a Martelson, took particular note of the hatbox Ida’s hat had come in. Prissy Martelson’s hat. After she finished examining the childish writing that Prissy had inscribed, she and the others exclaimed over the wedding dress, with its elaborate invitation, and were especially impressed by the beautifully embroidered tablecloth, even though it had that tear in it. By the time we got to the newspaper article and the photograph of Sadie’s father, I could tell our newcomers were totally on board the history boat. 

They are not on a boat. They are here in the attic.

I had the feeling we’d left something out, something important, but couldn’t think what we might have forgotten. Oh well, it would wait. The journals were the big thing. “You’re not going to believe what else we found,” I finally said, and Dee started an impromptu drumroll on top of the steamer trunk. Maddy pulled three more chairs into our circle and we—I have to admit it—made a really big deal of revealing the journals. “We found them at the bottom of that trunk,” I said, pointing.

“You found them,” Sadie corrected. “We’ll give you due credit for the find of the century.”

Ida indicated the stacks of hatboxes and told the newcomers, “You’ll each get a chance to choose a hat, too.” She fluffed out her limp white feather. “But nobody’s going to find one as good as mine.”

“Except for mine,” Maddy said. “And mine is actually good enough to wear in public.”

Ida swung her head from side to side, for all the world like a stubborn mule. “My hat has character, and yours doesn’t even come close.”

"Hey, you two." I flapped my hands. "No arguments. Let’s read the diaries for them."

"I think I’d rather hear the diaries than choose a hat," Mom said.

Ida and I re-read as far as we’d gotten before Mom and Sylvia and Esther showed up. After all the inevitable comments, Ida said, “We’re planning to read the rest of them in chronological order. Luckily they’re all dated.”

“Except for Hubbard’s first entry,” I said in the interest of historical accuracy.

“It’s my turn to keep going.” Ida straightened her shoulders, as if preparing for a siege.

What is a seege? Mouse droppings! Why do I even ask? You do not answer me.

After one big meow and a funny little sneeze, Marmalade jumped off my lap and began grooming herself. I never give her baths, since she’s an exceptionally clean cat ...

Off course I am.

... but I’ve often joked with Bob that Marmalade’s fur is covered with a lifetime accumulation of cat saliva.

I do not drool! My tongue is very dry.

Of course, her tongue is so dry and scratchy, maybe she doesn’t deposit much of anything on her fur when she licks it like that.

Ida’s voice interrupted my thoughts, her voice pitched at a dramatically low tone. “This is the end of that entry from April nineteenth. Now we’re all on the same page and all of us are hearing this for the first time.”

I felt like we needed another one of Dee’s drumrolls. As if she’d read my mind, Dee started slapping her lap rhythmically.

"Hush," Ida said, and the drumroll stopped.

My Hubbard and I will follow the trail of the wagons many days from now, perhaps even six months or more down the road. He assures me that the two of us will travel much faster than the lumbering wagons and we well may find them settled in some warmer clime. By that time I may be with child. If that is an accomplished fact, my parents will have no choice but to give me my few possessions, including the four other precious books, which I have well hidden in the one personal box I was allowed to pack. This volume I will keep secreted beneath my overskirt so it will be with me when I leave.

"Wait a sec," Pat said. "How could she possibly think the Martins would find a place to stay just six months down the road? They didn’t get here until 1745."

"She had no way of knowing that," Dee said. "Did anybody even know how big this country was back then?"

"A lot of people knew," Maddy said, "but I doubt Mary Frances had any way to translate a schoolroom map—if they even had one—into practical knowledge of just how far away Georgia was."

"And we have no indication," Carol said, "at least not in the old accounts I’ve read, that they even thought they’d go as far as Georgia. All they wanted to do was head south to warmer weather and to get away from all the dissension in Brandtburg."

"It’s a wonder they didn’t mutiny along the trail if they were expecting such a short trip," Pat said.

"Maybe some of them did," Carol suggested, "and we just don’t know about it yet."

"We’ll never find out if you don’t let me keep reading."

I will stop now in order to write a short letter to my mother. I will slip it into one of the food baskets before we leave tomorrow so that, when the wagons stop for the midday meal, she will not fear that I am lost. I know she will understand why I married Hubbard, even though I fear my father will not. She will understand why Reverend Atherton hoped to heal the rift between the two families that has torn this valley apart.

I have just had a thought. I will leave the note for Mother here on my bed as soon as I can write it and will go to the outhouse. Nehemiah is always so proper about such things, he will not think to follow me there. But I will skirt around the privy and go thus to Hubbard’s house tonight. 

“It really sounds romantic,” Maddy said, “but we know something had to have happened, because she ended up married to Homer.”

Melissa curled her lip. “How could she have married Homer? She says she married Hubbard.” 

“Maybe somebody killed Hubbard the way Ira Brandt killed Myra Sue,” Rebecca Jo said. She looked at Carol. “Do you know anything about this?”

“Nobody killed Hubbard. At least not while he was still in Vermont. He and Ira left Brandtburg a year or so after the Martins left, and the two of them disappeared without a trace.”

“Then how...” Sadie’s voice trailed off.

“The next entry,” Ida said, “is dated May 6, 1741.”

I did a quick calculation. “About two weeks after Myra Sue died.”

“After she was murdered.” Maddy’s voice was colder than I’d ever heard it.

“Wait,” I said. “Do you want to hear this from Hubbard’s point of view? He’s got a couple more April entries.”

19 April 1741 early Sunday morning. I write this by the light of the moon, for I do not wish to risk awakening my brother by lighting a candle. I am wed. I am a married man. This night after the moon rose, I met Mary Frances as she clambered out of her friend Myra Sue’s window—such a sight that was—and we hurried to the church where Reverend Atherton married us with only his wife as witness. Afterwards we had but a few hours, spent I am sorry to say, in the loft of the minister’s barn. It was not the sort of wedding night I had planned, but it was necessary, for we had no other place. Seeing my wife in the achingly bright light of the moon last night was almost more than I could bear. Words fail me. I thought I loved Mary Frances before this, but now—now there is no end to the depth of my feelings for her.

“Oh, that’s so sweet,” Sadie said. “I love a good love story.”

“I don’t think this one is going to turn out so well,” Ida said. “Not if she ended up married to Homer.” 

“He keeps writing,” I said. “Same day but a few hours later.”

Sunday just after dawn. I write this quickly for I needs must be on my way to church in but a few moments. I find myself writing in quite small letters, for I want these precious pages to last, yet I must put down the happenings of this morning. I was little pleased with my brother this morning, and I could not help but let my irritation affect my hands. I tied the makeshift bandage around his arm far too tightly, but I was in no mood to be gentle.

Ida interrupted me. “Bandage? What bandage?”

“Like you think we know the answer?”

I couldn’t help but agree with Maddy’s sarcasm. “He’ll tell us,” I said, and repeated a few words.

I was in no mood to be gentle. ‘It was Homer Martin, I tell you!’ Ira kept yelling.

I cared not. Ira and Homer Martin had words at the public house on Friday night. I doubt not that Ira’s quick tongue probably provoked that fight, and this morning’s foray was retaliation from one of the Martins for some insult or other. 

“What foray?” Maddy’s question was echoed by several others.

“No clue," I said, “but I’ll keep reading.
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CHAPTER 18
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Sunday, 19 April 1741 - Brandtburg

IT WAS WELL past the middle of Saturday night when Mary Frances returned and climbed in the window, which Myra Sue had left ajar. She refused to answer any of Myra Sue’s whispered questions other than to say that she was more determined than ever to stay with her love, with her husband.

“You truly did wed him?”

“Aye. That I did.” She sighed. “Truly indeed.”

Even in what little moonlight trickled in through the window as Mary Frances closed the shutters, Myra Sue could see that something about her friend had changed. Something indefinable. Was it the way she held her shoulders, the way her back looked ... defiant and yet supple somehow? “Come to bed,” Myra Sue finally whispered. “Perhaps not to sleep, but at least to warm yourself a bit.” She inched closer to her sister to make room for Mary Frances.

But Mary Frances did not seem cold, as cold as she should have felt considering the brisk spring air outside. If anything, she radiated heat, as if she had pulled summer into the room through the window, and there was a subtle smell to her, something Myra Sue had never smelled before.

Myra Sue wanted to ask her friend about what had gone on. Had she truly been married? But the night was cold, the bed was warm, and Mary Frances seemed distant somehow, as if she had climbed out the window as one person and come back in as another. Myra Sue fell into a deep sleep before she could ask any other questions.

Too soon, the roosters crowed and dawn light crept in. Myra Sue had to shake Mary Frances to awaken her. The younger two girls had already dressed and gone, teasing their sister as they left about being a slugabed on her wedding day. She had no time to think about her upcoming wedding to Homer Martin, though. There was much to do in last minute preparations for the journey the next day.

“Mary Frances, can you not awaken on my wedding day?” Myra Sue watched her friend yawn and stretch and then suddenly grimace as if in pain. “What is wrong? Are you hurt? Are you ill?”

“No. I am not hurt. Not truly.” Mary Frances pushed the quilt away, stood, and turned to reach for her overskirt.

Myra Sue’s eyes widened as she looked at the shift Mary Frances wore. “You are hurt!” Halfway down it, Myra Sue saw a spot of blood. “It is the full of the moon,” Myra Sue whispered, afraid that her parents might overhear her, but the sounds from the hearth area were loud and cheerful. “It is not time for your courses. What has happened?”

So Mary Frances told her, briefly, but with a great deal of quiet wonder. And Myra Sue went to her own wedding later that morning with far more knowledge than most of the married women of Brandtburg had possessed on their wedding days. Her mother had given her some information two days beforehand, but the few scraps of knowledge confused Myra Sue more than enlightened her. Now, at least she knew a bit more of what to expect. Myra Sue hoped that Homer Martin would be as gentle with her as Hubbard had been, according to Mary Frances. But when she stood beside Homer at the front of the church and smelled his ale-drenched breath, she was afraid that might not be so. 

~ ~ ~
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FOR HUBBARD BRANDT, the day could not come fast enough. This was the day he would claim his wife. His wife. He loved the very thought of those words. As soon as Myra Sue Russell was wed to Homer Martin, Mary Frances would be free to slip away from Reverend Russell’s church to join him. All Hubbard had to do was get through a service of his own. Reverend Atherton, who served the Brandt community, was even more long-winded than Reverend Russell, who preached to all the Martin clan. Mary Frances had once teasingly suggested that she might refuse to marry Hubbard, for marriage would mean she would have to endure what Hubbard had told her were interminable sermons every Sunday, preached in Reverend Atherton’s reedy tenor voice. At least Reverend Russell’s voice was pleasing to listen to.

Hubbard was dressed and ready for church well before first light. Ira was not, of course. Not after the carousing and drinking and raving from last night. Hubbard cut off a goodly hunk of bread and reached for the butter. He sniffed it. Not rancid. Good. Ever since the death of Ira’s wife Felinda, the unmarried women of the Brandt clan flooded Ira’s house with offerings of food. That was fine with Hubbard, although there were times like this when he and his brother could scarce finish one set of meals before another arrived—in the hands of a hopeful young woman. Hubbard was quite willing to accept the edible gifts. At least he knew that when he built his own house, one for himself and Mary Frances, Ira would be well provisioned. He could just envision this house piled—and smelling—with butter that had turned, bread that was stale, and meat that had gone badly by.

Surely, Ira would remarry as soon as Hubbard moved out.

He should, he supposed have already built a house for himself and Mary Frances, but he had not found the words to justify his moving away from Ira’s household. If only Reverend Atherton had consented to marry them sooner and in public rather than secret.

He scooped up a sizable hunk of the butter and slathered it on the bread. Before he could take a bite, Ira stepped gingerly from his room. Even in the dim morning light, Hubbard could see the red rims of Ira’s eyes. Despite Ira’s capacity for copious liquor consumption, Hubbard was sure he would have a sore head most of this day. “I am surprised to see you up so early, brother.”

“Have to take a little trip,” Ira said carefully, and almost tiptoed for the door.

Hubbard stifled a grin—it served him right to have a pounding head—and bit into the bread. From outside, he heard Blaze nicker softly.

~ ~ ~
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SILAS MARTIN LIFTED his face into the mild early morning breeze that had sprung up as they crouched there. He was glad that he and his brother were downwind from the cabin, and even more glad that Ira Brandt did not have a dog. Ira Brandt was the kind who would shoot first and inquire later. 

He regretted having let Homer talk him into attending him on this fool errand, but something in Silas felt a need to go along in case he had to protect his older brother. In case of what? He did not know—but then, with Homer, anything could happen. This was nothing new. Silas almost always felt obliged to accompany his brother just to be sure Homer did not get into more trouble than he could get out of. 

No one could remember why the first angers had erupted between the Martin family and the Brandts. It may have been over land. It may have been over women. It may simply have been that one family did not like the words of the other. But the fathers of their grandsires had come to blows, and one of the Brandts had challenged one of the Martins to another fight. The Martin had won, of course. At least, that was the way the story had come down to Silas and his brother, from the older Martin men. Then, too, there was the incontrovertible evidence of the murder long ago of Silas and Homer’s grandparents, Albion and Lucelia Martin. That it had been the Brandts who had committed the crime was something no Martin ever doubted.

There was seldom a gathering of men from the two families where fights did not erupt. Most often they tried simply to stay out of each other’s ways. But blood had been spilled on occasion. Usually only from a broken nose or split lip, but sometimes there were cracked pates and broken arms.

“You cannot get any closer without risk that they will see you,” Silas advised his brother.

Homer used the tip of his knife to remove a glob of grime from beneath one of his fingernails. “Shut your mouth, Silas. I can track a bear into her den.” He slipped the knife back into his belt.

Silas wrinkled his nose. “It may be she would not see or hear you, but she would smell you a league off.”

His brother turned aside, scratching idly at his armpit. “Stay here if you are afraid. I am going closer. I want to do this before the sun is up, and I can manage it by myself if you are too cowardly.” 

Silas would not let himself be drawn in by his brother’s obvious ploy.

Homer pulled up the kerchief that was tied around his neck to cover the lower part of his face and tugged his cap—one of the many their grandmother had knitted for the two of them—lower over his forehead. When Silas did not move, Homer shook his head and inched away, melting around the base of the hickory tree where they had been watching the side of the small cabin. Homer’s plan to tip over Ira’s outhouse was one Silas wanted nothing to do with.

Silas continued to crouch beside the hickory, and wondered about his brother. Homer would be wed to Myra Sue Russell in but a few more hours, at the end of the Sunday church service. Yet now he was readying himself to play a prank on Ira Brandt. It boded no good. 

Silas was no coward. At least, he did not think he was. But he was sorry he had agreed to come with his brother on this particular venture. He had done it as much to keep Homer from making some hare-brained mistake, but now that Homer had eased away from Silas, Silas felt sure that approaching the Brandt cabin was the most rabbit-brained of all Homer’s ill-planned schemes. 

He stretched his legs cautiously, anxious to be sure they would respond in case he had to run.

This Brandt cabin was well separated from the others. There was, of course, a wide expanse of open land around the cabin, but Ira Brandt’s wife Felinda had died the previous spring, and Ira Brandt had farmed out his four living sons to his older sister, and his three daughters—all of them too young yet to cook for Ira—to Edward and Julia Dillingham, who had lost three of their eight children in a tragic house fire two years before. He had given Felinda’s goats to Mistress Dillingham as well. Silas tried to imagine Ira Brandt having the patience to milk a goat. It was a scene he could not visualize.

Ira seemed unable—or unwilling—to get another woman to marry him, so there was no food growing in the clearing. Felinda’s kitchen garden had long since gone to weeds, and the surrounding space was filled with the bright green grasses of a spring that had come earlier than usual. The grasses gave no cover, except where they sprang more abundantly at the base of the rickety posts of Ira’s spindly fence. Two posts leaned precariously. The frost had been particularly deep this past winter, and all the fences had suffered. Ira should have reset his posts long before this.

Silas wondered why Hubbard, the younger brother, had not done the work. He need not wonder, though. Younger brothers sometimes refused to do an older brother’s work for him, just as Silas had this day refused to help Homer tip the Brandt’s outhouse. Perhaps he and Hubbard had more in common that they had differences between them.

He regretted that he had never taken the time to know Hubbard Brandt better. And now it was too late. After tomorrow when Silas left Brandtburg with the rest of the Martin families, he would never see Hubbard Brandt again.

He poked his head carefully around the side of the tree. Ira Brandt’s horse, Blaze, whuffled from the far side of the clearing. He was a big, friendly gelding who was, from what Silas had seen, as even tempered as any horse could be, except perhaps for Devil, Silas’s own horse. Fortunately, Blaze was generally quiet, which Devil almost never was. 

Silas watched Homer creep along the fence line that passed a few feet behind the cabin’s outhouse. In the distance, he heard a horse approaching, its hoofbeats distinct in the still morning air. Homer must have heard it as well, for he froze behind a tall clump of last year’s Joe Pye Weed interwoven with heavy tufts of wild grasses. Silas was happy to see that Homer was showing some discretion, although this long before dawn, it would be hard for anyone who did not know Homer was there to distinguish him from the shadows of the thick weeds.

Silas heard the cabin door open and saw a wedge of candlelight spread across the yard. Blaze nickered once more. Ira Brandt, just barely visible, wove his way around the corner. Toward Homer.

Ira pulled on the outhouse door, which did not open readily. He swore and pounded on the warped planks, tried again, then turned aside and proceeded to unlace his pants beside the fence. Too loose, they dropped around his ankles. If he had stopped a few feet short of the fence, he might not have been hurt, but he let go with a healthy stream of urine directly onto the heavy clump of weeds that Homer hid behind. Silas watched in horror as Homer erupted over the fence, drawing his knife as he did so.

Even drunk, Ira was a formidable enemy, but in midstream and with his drawers constricting his legs, he was at something of a disadvantage. Ira shouted, stumbled, and fell toward the fence. Homer slashed at him. Silas saw the arc of dark liquid as blood spurted. Ira howled his rage, and Ira’s brother spilled from the cabin. Homer vaulted across the fence and fled back toward the tree line where Silas had already risen. 

If Silas had known Hubbard and Ira would both be awake and fully dressed this early in the morning, he might have been able to talk Homer out of such an ill-fated jaunt, but he did not take the time to reason that out. He joined Homer’s retreat. Thanks be to glory that both young men could run like deer in the forest, far faster than the bulkier Brandt men, one of whom had to raise his breeches before he could run at all. Homer and Silas were lucky in that, for they had to circle far through the woods to reach the Martin cabin.

By the time the two brothers made it to their own house, they were winded, but there was no sign of the Brandts.

“He could not have recognized me,” Homer said when he finally got his breath back. “Otherwise they would have come here directly.”

“You think you are safe, then?” Silas was sure he sounded as incredulous as he felt. “Ira Brandt has never been known to ignore even a slight, much less an offense such as this.” Homer shrugged, but Silas, almost too angry to speak, went on doggedly, all the while knowing that his brother would not listen to reason. He never had. “You drew blood. You expect him not to take some sort of revenge?”

“He could not have recognized me.” Homer sounded sullen, but Silas could feel his brother’s undercurrent of pride at having bested a Brandt. Homer began to laugh. “You should have heard him grunt when I appeared so suddenly.”

“I did hear him. You mark my words, brother. He did not need to recognize you. He will blame all the Martins, and you as the purported leader of our family will bear the brunt of his anger. You may think it is humorous now, but I fear you will yet rue this morning’s caper.” 

~ ~ ~
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WHEN HUBBARD HEARD his brother’s shout, he took a moment to swallow one more bite and then ran out and around to the back in time to see a man hightailing it toward the woods beyond the fence. He ran to Ira’s assistance, appalled at the sight of so much blood already showing red in the growing light of dawn.

“Go get the bastard,” Ira snarled.

“No! We need to wrap your hand lest you bleed to death.”

“’Tis but a scratch. Go get him, I tell you.”

"That is far more than a scratch, Ira."

“May I be of assistance?” The reedy voice from above and behind them startled them both.

“Reverend Atherton?” Hubbard wondered if he was merely imagining the man who had so recently—so few hours ago—joined him in holy wedlock to Mary Frances Garner.

“Your neighbor’s child, Benjamin Grant, died just an hour after I ...”—the minister looked closely at Hubbard—“after I ... uh ... retired last night. I have been sitting with the grieving parents. I needs must prepare for church services now, but I heard your shout as I rode past.”

“Need you me to help dig the grave?” Hubbard served in that capacity at times, and it suited him well to help in this case, for the Grants had been good neighbors. Their oldest unmarried daughter, in fact, was the one who had set her cap most determinedly for Ira. It was her bread and her butter Hubbard had eaten only moments before.

Reverend Atherton skewered him with a stern look. “You know full well we cannot labor on the Sabbath. Tomorrow will be soon enough. They have placed the boy’s body in the springhouse.”

Hubbard followed his brother toward the house, wondering all the way about the identity of the assailant. Homer Martin, most likely. He was surprised that Homer was alone. Usually he hauled his brother Silas with him. Hubbard had always had the impression that Silas was a reluctant participant at best. Rather the way he himself tended to be a reluctant participant in Ira’s schemes.

The more he thought about it, the more he realized that he and Silas Martin had a great deal in common. The man was a fine artist and an exceptional woodworker. He had an obstreperous older brother. He seemed always to be in his brother’s shadow.

Hubbard regretted that he had never taken the time to know Silas Martin better. And now it was too late. After tomorrow when the Martins left Brandtburg, he would never see Silas Martin again.

Ahead of him, Ira swore when the door did not yield to his shove. Hubbard stepped past him and lifted the latch.
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CHAPTER 19
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Sunday morning, 19 April 1741 - Brandtburg

SUSAN BREETON MAY have been only twelve, but she had always been one to go after what she wanted no matter who tried to dissuade her. There were only seven years between her and Silas Martin, and while Susan acknowledged that perhaps she was still too young to be considered of marriageable age, she knew time would eventually take care of that problem.

In the meantime, she hated Sophrona Blanchard. The Blanchards were part of the Brandt clan—Sophrona’s mother was sister to Mister Ira Brandt. The Blanchards lived only a stone’s throw from the Breeton’s house. It had pained Susan to see the way Sophrona hung onto the arm of Silas Martin every chance she had. And now that Silas had distanced himself from Sophrona Blanchard, and no longer came to call on her in the evenings, Susan gloried in the possibilities.

Mother and Mistress Blanchard were always cordial to each other—perhaps they had to be since they lived so close by—and Mother had remarked once that Mistress Blanchard and Sophrona had the patience of saints to have taken in Ira Brandt’s four boys, for of course much of the care of Ira Marcus, Ira Alonzo, Ira Prentiss, and Ira Samuel fell on the eldest daughter, Sophrona. “Ira Brandt,” Susan’s mother had once said, “has a swollen head indeed to give all four of his boys his own name, as if he seeks to enlarge himself somehow.” Her tone moderated, though, as she went on to say, "How sad that Felinda Brandt died a-birthing. It is no wonder that Ira gave away his children, for he could not have cared for them."

Within two months of that pronouncement, Mother herself died in childbed. Susan had feared at first that Father might give her away, but Susan and MaryAnne were both of an age to take on the ordering of the household, unlike the small Brandt girls, none of whom was older than five.

Father said the Brandts and everyone related to them were evil. Susan tried to fit seventeen-year-old Sophrona into that category, but she had to admit that Sophrona did not look evil. Rather, she looked merely silly, always fiddling with those improbable curls of hers. Susan had no intention of ever doing anything that ridiculous when she was of an age. If she were honest with herself, she would have to admit that she would not be able to. Susan’s hair, long enough that she could sit on it, was straighter than a dowsing wand. At least a dowsing wand had a slight bend to it. But Susan’s hair had none. 

Mother, just the day before she died, had said Susan’s hair was her crowning glory. “But do not be vain about it, my daughter,” Mother had said as she lay there, almost too weak to lift her hand. 

Susan was not sure she needed to pay attention to what Mother had said, though, since she had overheard Mother tell MaryAnne not to be vain about her cooking, and Pioneer not to be vain about his hunting prowess, and even little Willy not to be vain about his way with animals. That seemed to Susan to be what mothers said before they died. “Do not be vain.”

Well, Susan was not vain. She was jealous.

Silas may have scorned Sophrona, but Sophrona still had a wooden plate that Susan coveted, for Silas had carved it for her—for Sophrona. 

What made it so special was the design Silas had cut into it. Sophrona had bragged about it, how the SM for Silas Martin intertwined with the SB for Sophrona Blanchard. SB could just as well mean Susan Breeton, or so Susan told herself. And now that Susan’s whole family would be leaving the valley on the morrow, Susan had decided she had to have the plate for herself. 

She waited beside the brook, hiding behind the enormous willow tree that grew between the two houses. The arching wands curved down around her with their early spring green leaves serving as a screen. MaryAnne had not yet begun to gather in her two brothers to get them ready for church. Susan was already dressed and ready, as she had been careful to show her older sister before stepping outside, ostensibly to go to the outhouse. Far behind her, Susan could hear Willy romping with Lucky, his year-old black and white dog. He would pay no attention to what Susan was doing. If only those Blanchards would hurry a bit, Susan thought. How long could it possibly take to ready themselves for church? They usually left well before Susan and her family did. The Brandts and all their clan attended services at Reverend Atherton’s sturdy stone church on the far side of the village. The Breetons went to Reverend Russell’s church, much closer by, for it sat near the edge of the Martin’s side of Brandtburg, the eastern half.

No one knew just when the two groups had separated into two disparate communities, each with its own church, and Susan did not really care to know. She just knew that the Blanchards had farther to walk and therefore had to leave earlier. 

Mother—when she was alive—often spoke pleasantly to Mistress Blanchard, Sophrona’s mother. Susan could not understand why the fathers all hated each other while the women seemed, for the most part, to get along well enough. Maybe once she was grown up herself, she would see the sense of it.

Behind her, she heard MaryAnne call to Willy and Pioneer to quit their larking around and come inside.

Within moments, Sophrona, her parents, and all her brothers and sisters, including the four Ira’s—as everyone called the four boys who had been left motherless when Felinda Merchant Brandt died, just weeks before Mother died last year—exited through their front door and turned left into the lane that ran in front of both houses. Susan counted to fifty, giving them plenty of time to be well on their way. She slipped from behind the willow, ran past the Blanchard’s privy, around the kitchen garden, and ducked through Sophrona’s back door. It took her only moments—although it seemed like a lifetime to her—to locate the wooden plate. She had thought long and hard about how she would secrete it. Her sister MaryAnne would never have allowed her to take it, much less to keep it. So MaryAnne must not know.

As quickly as she could, she wrapped the plate securely in a long piece of cloth she had appropriated from the ragbag, raised her dress, and tied the rag tightly to her upper leg. She took a few tentative steps around the room, making sure the plate would not fall out of its improvised sling. It banged against her leg, but she could not arrange it in such a way to make it more comfortable. She tightened the sling one more time and then walked back to her house.

“There you are,” MaryAnne said when Susan slipped inside. “I am glad you decided to join us.”

Susan ignored the mockery. She did feel a little bit bad about having saddled MaryAnne with the chore of cleaning up both the boys. Pioneer could get himself dirty just walking across the room. He seemed to attract messes wherever he went. Susan laid a hand on his scrawny shoulder. Even though he was a year older than she, he still acted like a child half the time. “You look as if you have been rolling in the leaves,” she remarked, and set to work combing his unruly hair, making sure all the while that her plate-burdened leg did not brush against him. It would not do to have him question the lump underneath her skirts. Within minutes, the boys were ready and Father led the way out the door, where they turned right and headed for Reverend Russell’s wooden church building. 

Throughout the service, the plate dug into the back of Susan’s legs. Every time she tried to squirm into a more comfortable position, MaryAnne would turn her head and stare until Susan settled down. By the time the service was over, Susan’s left leg was asleep, and she almost tripped trying to exit the pews.

Within minutes, though, none of that mattered. After the service, after the death of Myra Sue Russell Martin, nobody paid any attention to Susan, and she was able to slip the plate into the bag where she had folded her extra dress, her other apron, and the five pairs of her spare stockings. 

~ ~ ~
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“THERE ARE JUST TWO—NO, three—more paragraphs in this entry,” I said. “Remember, this is Sunday, April nineteenth.” It helped me to keep the timeline straight in my head.

“The day before the Martins left the valley,” Carol said.

"The day after Hubbard married Mary Frances," Maddy reminded us all.

Despite my anger at my brother’s ready intransigence, I cannot help but wonder who the man was who sliced Ira’s arm. He sprinted away from the outhouse, as if he had been planning to tip it over. My brother and I pulled such a stunt ourselves when we were but gangling boys, laughing the entire time. Our father found us out, and made us build a new privy for the Grants, since the one we tipped came apart at the joints the moment it crashed to the ground. I was careful this morning not to let Ira see my amusement. 

Sadie chuckled. "Things haven’t changed much in all these years. Tipping outhouses was a favorite prank among the boys when I was a child."

It didn’t sound like much fun to me, but I supposed boys might think it was hilarious. "It doesn’t sound like it was a boy, though. Hubbard calls him"—I looked back a few lines—"the man who sliced Ira’s arm."

Nobody had anything to say to that, so I kept going where I’d left off.

The Martin—it was most likely Homer, for it sounds like what he might try even on his wedding morning. I cannot imagine how any bridegroom can want to endanger himself just before his wedding, but Homer Martin has ever seemed to think he is incapable of dying. He might have done us a favor had he been successful, for our privy hole is practically full, and we desperately need to dig another, but Ira keeps refusing to begin the project, and I have no desire to dig it by myself.

‘Divest yourself of that bloody shirt,’ I told him, ‘and get yourself ready for church. Perhaps the elder Miss Grant will be willing to sew you another one, since this is badly stained and ripped almost beyond repair.’

Ira grunted, growled, and grumbled, but eventually betook himself off to complete his dressing for the day, and I take these few moments to record this small event for eternity. I am sorry Ira was injured, but it is so slight a cut despite the copious blood, I am certain his skin will forget it soon, even though Ira himself will no doubt nurse his anger over it for many a day. Still, Ira with his breeches around his ankles was a sight most droll. I will share it with Mary Frances when we are in a house of our own, and we will laugh about it, I have no doubt.

"If Mary Frances left the next morning," Maddy said, "she and Hubbard must never have had a chance to laugh about the outhouse."

"Maybe they did," Melissa argued. "Does he say anything else about it?"

“Nope,” I said. "That’s it for this one. Your turn, Ida.”

“When’s your next entry dated?”

“Hubbard’s, you mean? April twentieth.”

“Mine’s not till May sixth," she said. "You go on reading so we can keep this in some sort of order.”

~ ~ ~
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SUNDAY, 19 APRIL 1741 - Brandtburg

CHARLOTTE ELLIS GAZED around the crowded church. She did not want to leave the next day on what she was convinced would be a doomed trek through the wilderness. If her husband had not died fourteen years before, if she had given birth to sons to support her instead of just the two useless girls, if she had known how to survive without help, she would never have moved into her sister’s house. Sarah was kind enough, Charlotte supposed, but Charlotte did not care to be an object of charity. Charity was something one gave, when it was convenient, not something one should have to accept.

She watched as Willem Breeton and his motherless children filed into a pew across the aisle from them. Willem would be married again within the year, Charlotte felt certain. Men needed women to handle the household and the children. Charlotte could remember when Willem was just a stick-thin boy, six years younger than herself. Six years wasn’t too large a gap.

What was she thinking? The last thing she needed was to disrupt her life. And she would rather be horsewhipped than to run after a widower, no matter how broad his shoulders, no matter how captivating his smile. Of course, if he chose to run after her ... She pulled herself firmly together and marshaled her thoughts to focus on the marriage service that would happen after the end of this day’s sermonizing.

What a shame Myra Sue had to be saddled with an illiterate, pitiful excuse for a man like Homer Martin. 

This marriage was all the fault of Charlotte’s sister Sarah. Sarah wanted grandchildren, and she had been perfectly willing to sacrifice her daughter to get them. Well, Myra Sue was making her bed and she would have to lie in it. 

Two pews ahead of Charlotte, Mistress Anthina Shipleigh sat like a brooding chicken, her voluminous, ill-knit shawls twisted around her scrawny shoulders. Beside her on her left were her six homely daughters, and on her right crouched her husband, Elias Shipleigh, whom Charlotte had never known to do a decent day’s work. Their worthless son Colton was crammed into his seat beside his father at the end of the pew, with his arms crossed over his far too ample stomach. For such a young man to be so portly, he had to be as useless as his father, doing naught but eating everything he could get his mouth around. Charlotte blamed Mistress Shipleigh, of course. If she conducted her household affairs properly, she would have had better children. If Elias Shipleigh had married her, Charlotte, instead of Anthina, he might have amounted to something. Charlotte would certainly have kept him in line. 

Elias turned his head suddenly and caught Charlotte studying him. He turned back around, but not before Charlotte saw the self-satisfied smirk on his face.

It was all Anthina’s fault. Charlotte had been on the verge of getting Elias to propose to her when Anthina suddenly sprouted up like a garish toadstool in the middle of a patch of perfectly acceptable mushrooms. She had turned Elias’ head so fast, Charlotte had hardly known what had happened. And now they had all those children while Charlotte had settled for Rupell Ellis and had only the two daughters. Of course, Anthina had become scrawny and ill-favored over the years, while Charlotte was pleased to know she had kept her own softly rounded shape and the smoothness of her own face.

On Charlotte’s left, Sarah sighed, as if the wedding this day were a happy event. People getting married? That was never happy as far as Charlotte was concerned. Necessary perhaps, but seldom happy. They were fools who expected bliss in marriage. She had made the mistake of saying so once after Sarah was married to the Reverend Anders Russell and after Charlotte had come to live with them. The scene was from so long ago it seemed wreathed in smoke. Sarah had asked, “If no one married, where then would the children come from?”

The naiveté of the question, as if Sarah were dealing with a child with no knowledge of the world, had stung her to the bone. She had glared at her younger sister from under the thick ridge of her heavy eyebrows. “You would not speak to me like this if you were not married.”

“But I am married,” Sarah said, “and we are both dependent on the Reverend.”

They were only thirteen months apart in age, but Charlotte always felt at a distinct disadvantage whenever she and her sister had a disagreement. Even on the few occasions when they were in accord with each other’s opinions, Sarah always seemed to take the lead.

After all this time, Charlotte still felt as if Sarah expected her to grovel. She had been putting up with this arrangement for fourteen years. When her husband first died, she and her two small daughters had been taken in by the Reverend Anders Russell—because he was a minister and this was his Christian duty, she knew, and Charlotte’s sister Sarah was the minister’s wife, so they had to offer her a home. Charity, after all, was a requirement. Charlotte had thought the arrangement would be temporary. But the years had rolled along and Charlotte became a ready-made nursemaid as Sarah bore child after child. 

Charlotte had never been one to fawn over sticky fingers and pudgy cheeks. She had treated Sarah’s children well enough, and they had certainly turned out to be well behaved, but now Sarah’s girls—especially the two younger ones, Anne and Edna—seemed to think Charlotte was an object of pity for having lost her husband so early on in life. And then, for Charlotte not to have remarried made her an object of their ridicule. Charlotte was sure her nieces thought no man would have her. It wasn’t that. She had experienced enough of marriage with one man. Cruel as Rupell had been, she never wanted to risk another marriage, even considering it was the only way most women had to care for themselves. Husbands and children. None of which she had. Well, she had the two girls of course, but they hardly counted. She had no sons to take care of her in her old age. Which was still a long way off, thank the heavens.

Nor had she had any offers of marriage in all this time she had been widowed. She would have refused them, of course. But it would have been nice if she had been asked. She adjusted her bonnet and sat a little straighter. If she had to endure watching that slip of a girl, Myra Sue Russell, getting married, she could at least do it without looking uncomfortable. After all, Myra Sue was her niece. 

The wedding was a simple affair. Ordinarily, as everyone knew, they should have gathered at the home of the bride’s parents, had the ceremony, and then celebrated afterwards, but with the Russell house—and every other house—filled with crates of household goods, and with most of the food already packed, there was hardly any room for the bridal pair, much less for the wedding guests.

So here they were in church and now would have to sit on these
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