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"Lau'.rina, are you awake?" [ whispered.

Silvery light from the full harvest moon streamed in
through the curtains. My sister Louvina was curled up
next to me in the bed we shared, a small, still lump be-
neath the bedcovers. It wasn't she who had awakened
me. Was it the bright moonlighe?

Then I heard voices through the thin floor below. They
were talking about Oregon again.

All that fall it had been happening—ever since my fa-
ther had gone to town one Saturday morning and heard
a stranger talking about this marvelous country out west,
Standing up on a box in the middle of the sidewalk, the
man had held forth abour the wonders of this western
paradise: the beautiful valleys of rich black soil, the out-
standing timber and water, the mild climate that could
not be beaten anywhere. A farmer could take up free land
out there, he said. Six hundred and forty acres of the best
farmland in the world,
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“And they do say, gentlemen,” the man added with a
smile, “that out in Oregon pigs run around under the
acorn trees, round and far and already cooked, with
knives and forks sticking out of them so you can cut off
a slice whenever you are hungry.”

We all had laughed when we heard this, and the rest
of us had forgoten about it. But not Father.

Now | could hear his voice and thar of his cousin
Will, along with the deep solemn voice of our neighbor
down the road, George Kimball. They were talking about
Indians.

I couldn’t help mysclt. I had to know what they were
saying. Usnally my little sister slept so deeply that even
the cannons fired off on the Fourth of July would not
wake her. Just to make sure, | wormed my way over to
the edge of the bed and waited 2 moment. Louvina did
not stir.

Carefully 1 slid out from the warm sheets and crept to
the edge of the slecping loft. I could make out a rough
triangle of the room below: the rall stone fireplace, one
of the splint-bottomed easy chairs that Father had made,
a pair of dust-stained boots stretched out on the hearth
ru

Esumly, Todd, you have not forgotten the Whitman
massacre. Fourteen killed, including women and children.
And thar was only four years ago.”

| could imagine our neighbor’s face as he spoke, long
and wrinkled and mournful-looking, like one of his old
hound dogs.

“They say the Indians are quict now,” Father replied
mildly.

“Ah, but for how long? The Pawnees are the worst



3

tribe. They will steal your horses, your stock.” Mr. Kim-
ball's voice rose, then abruptly faded so | had to strain
to make it out. “Even, I hear tell, your women.™

Beneath my thin nightgown a cold shiver traced its way
down my backbone. Indians. Massacres. Stealing women.
How could Father even think about making such a dan-
ECTOUS journey?

And why would he want to move again? I wondered.
It had been less than two years since we had packed up
everything we owned into a wagon and made our way
from Indiana to Arkansas. Back then it was the ague that
had made us move. | could still remember thar sickness,
with its awful chills and fever, as if | had had it yesterday.

First our bones would start to ache. Then we would
grow so cold thar we had to go to bed. We would lie
there, shivering and shaking so hard that our teeth chat-
tered and even the slats on the bed rartled. The next
minute we would be burning up with fever. After a few
days the sickness would go away, but then it would come
back. Louvina and | swallowed so much bitter quinine,
the taste was always in our mouths. Our relatives in Ar-
kansas wrote to Father that they did not have the ague
much there. So finally he decided to make the move. And
none of us had been sick hardly a day since.

“The journey can take six months or more,” Cousin
Will joined in now, his thin voice filled with doubt.
“Across endless plains and over the most dificult moun-
tain ranges. It will wear out your animals.”

Again Father answered quietly. “l understand the dif-
ficulties of the journey, and its dangers. But thousands
are making it each year. We know how to prepare for it
better than they did in the forties.”



Will the Todd family
ever see the green
grass of Oregon?

ith only a guide book 1o show them the

way, the Todd family sets out from their

Arkansas home on a two thousand mile
trek o claim uncharted Oregon Territory, Crossing
rough terrnin and encountering hostile Indians, the
Todds show their true ploneering spirit. But as win-
ter draws near, will the Todds have the strength to
complete their journev® And if they make it, will
Oregon fulfill their dreams?

“A fine, fictional introduction to life on the Oregon
Trail.” —Boaoklist
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