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How Still Waters Run

First Part

Every time | come here I see you over there -~ so
beautiful you are. Then you take one look at me, and in a
flash 3ou’re gone. it goujust stag fora moment, | Promise
| won’t come too near. | will write you a letter in this book.
I can write, you know. I will read it to you, so it doesn’t
matter that you can’t read. Pal:)a says others dorn’t learn
to read in these times, but he says all his children must
learn to read and we must even learn to ch[:) into the inks
to make some writings for saving. So here lam diPPing
into the oak ga” inks for saving, so you will have a book of
me when I am gone.

Momma tied up these papyrus ends and it has a
ribbon here to make it a book. She says itis a book for
my own words and prayers and thoughts. Itis for any
secrets | want to tell. | have some secrets. Momma says |
should tell my secrets to God. But God knows my Familg
too we”, and if 1 told my secrets to God theg might not be
kel:)t secret. And it matters so much that my Familg never
knows that | know this thingl have to tell.

| come from the farm on the hi”toP where

cvergthing forever and ever is Pemcect We have a cow and
amule and theg are very good. The clonkeg, Jack, is not
alwags S0 goocl, so when horses visit he has to stay in the
back shed bg himself. sometimes People come on
horseback, so I brush down the visitor horses and give
them oats and hag the same as | do our own beasts. We
have chickens too, and a whole roost of messenger doves
to carry words back to our Familg from the monasteries.

Mg papa goes to those Places where he says
“theg pray without ceasing,” That sounds hard to do,
sPencling forever cloing nothing but talk to God, clag and
night, never to brush down a horse, or Plow a springtimc
field. But he says it works out because the prayers are
chants and theg doit together in the monasteries, and
since there are so many monks thcg can take turns
chantingthe rcquired Psalms over and over again. So the
Psalms continue without ceasing, but the People singing
them can come and £0. God Probablg knows all those
Psalms bg now anyway, backwards and forwards, so God
wouldr’t even need to listen anymore. But God would
have all that much more time to hear my secret if 1 made it
my prayer, and surclg, if God knew what | l<now, God

would tc” my momma.



So Papa wants all of us children to learn the

salms. I do it too, unless I can think of something else
could do. ’m not very gooc] at the chants. When we are
Practicing together, sometimes he looks right at me and
he can tell when 1 Put the wrong verse next, even when |
dor’t do it aloud. chust lets it pass. if my sister or one
of my brothers mumbled a Forgotten verse, he would stoP
and remind them theg are wrong. He never stoPs the
chant to fix my errors. So | think hejust expects | can’t
rea”g do it. And onlg part of my secret is that | can write
with inks. 1still use the waxboard for our lessons so I can
blot it out blank again, and no one will know of my errors.
But look at me now! 1 am writing in a book. One clag theg
will all know I am good afterall.

Thank you for noticing me. | love it when you listen
to me like that, but how careFu”g | must sPeak now that
someone is listening. And there you are, blinkinggour
beautiful coal dark eyes, and noticing me here. | hope
you will tell me your name, but it’s all right if you dor’t
want to sPea|<. Sometimes | don’t want to sPcak, and so|
don't.

My name is Simon. I'm named after my PaPa’s
papa. | never met him and now he is gone. But my papa

said Simon is a very good name because it is the name of

a rich man in the Bible. The Bible has secrets too, you
know. But those are secrets God a!reacl9 knows. The
secret of Simon that God knows, but the Bible doesn’t
say, Is that he was a very rich man because he traded
riches from far away Places with all those Pilgrims who
came to Jerusalem to chant Psalms. Then, Simon got the
pox and theg wouldr’t let him near Jerusalem. In those
times, Pcople with scars or blindness, or crutches, or
whateverjust had to sit outside of the city gates and beg
of others for their bread. That was bad.

But Simon was so gooc] that when a bad thing
happened to him, he turned that bad thing into goocl. So
when he had scars of pox, he didn’t geta beggar’s bowl
and sit at the gates, instead he went to a town that had
no gates, and builta big house. Then all the People who
came to Jerusalem with riches for tracling stoPPec{ off at
Simon’s house in Bethang and traded the silks and sPices
and special things with Simon for the kinds of coins theg
used in Jerusalem. And when the Pilgrims returned to
their own homes, and were Passing through Bethang with
the Jerusalem coins in their bags} theg stoPPed to trade
those coins with Simon for the silks and special things
from far away Places that Simon had traded with others

before them. You can see how Simon could make the bad



thing, gving up his merchant’s booth in Jerusalem
because he had pox scars, into a good thing after all.
That’s whg, when my momma and papa knew a bad
thing happenecl when I was born, thcg named me for the
grancl?ather who could turn a bad thing to good.
My sister and I are winnowing oats toclay, so | have
to get back to work, but I'll come again tomorrow ifitis a

sunny clag. I will ask you again to tell me your name.
&

There you are again in your favorite Place, and me
in this Place across the creek. 1love this creek too, that’s
whg | come here so often.

The waters seem to leaP and dance so fast that
the splashes of sunshine can flash and sParHe esPcciauy
after the rains we had last night. I hoPe you have a Place
with a roof where you can go. Just look how the water
dazzles with the sunshine toclag!

I like to climb out here on this big rock where you
alwags see me and lag down here where it is warm in the
sun and look over the edge of the rock down into the
water. Did you ever notice that when the shadows are

over the water you can see right through the toP edge of

it and look down ever so cleeP all the way to the bottom.
It is the long look past what everyonejust sees quicklg -~
and there, with a slow watch youseea whole different
world is right under this rock — long strings of grass
dance slow in the cleep. It’s not like the grasses of the
fields that curtsey and diP when the wind passes bg, then
jumP up stanc]ing tall again as though theg’cl never bowed
down at all.

DeeP in the creek, if you wander your gaze past
the fast fish swimming, bg) there is the whole world of slow.
A dark twirl of a snall spreac]s over a stone. She Probablg
notices every little dent and Pock of the rock that no one
ever sees if theg onlg take a fast look. DeeP in the CFCC‘(,
the slow is very goocl.

S0, is this the clag you might tell me your name? it
you mention it soFtlg I will listen. 1would like to be so
strong like you are, and never sPcak. But I'll bet your
name is something that’s said long and slow. Magbe your
name is like Waldonna or something lovely like that.

So you looked right at me when | said Waldonna. Is
that because it is your name, and magbe I have come
close to knowing? Are you afraid that | know? Or is it all
right if 1 call you Waldonna?



“Simon” Do you hear my name? My mother’s ca”ing
over the hillside for me to come up. Don’t worry, I won’t
tell her your name. That’s our secret. 1 have to £0 now.
GoocH)ge, Waldonna. 'll come again tomorrow if the sun

is shinning.
&

Yesterclag | was going to stay here lor\ger. It was
such a beautiful clag but Momma wanted me to reaclg the
clonkeg cart, so Hannah, my sister, could drive Momma to
call on Peop!e who have been sick to see if theg are
better now. Momma takes both of my sisters with her
when she goes ca”ing. Hannah is her apprentice and
Lagla isjust a babg 50 no one else can watch her yet, but
Momma.

You might alreaclg know, everyone knows this.
Momma is a Phgsician. She has a healinggarclen, and she
knows all those things about healing. She doesn’t do
miracles, like thcg do at the holg Places with the bones of
saints because my mother’s teacher was taught the Pagan
ways. So mostlg she learned to do the healing things of
earth, not so much of heaven. Christians and Pagans all

come to her the same. Now my sister Hannah has so much

more to learn than the rest of us. Sometimes Hannah can
get Proucl as stone. She has reacling and writing, music
and prayer chants and then the women’s farm chores all
added on to the healingthings. So she isn’t sweet like you
might expect a little sister to be. And then my older
brothers can do lots omcgoocl things, and even my little
brothers are quick at learr\ing cvergthing. Actua”g m the
onlg one in our whole Familg who learns extra long and
very slow|5, ﬁna”g.

Charlie and our other neighbors aren’t like us.
Sometimes | wish that Charlie were my brother, then |
could just work all clag and it would be goocl. Everything
would be slow, not just me and the cow and the rocks in
the cleeP. We wou’Jcl have slow chickens, and a docile
clonkeg and the mule would never buck. The rain would
fall slow, and the sun would rise slow so the rooster
wouldn’t wake until the sun was hot and high.

Charlie is a hunter. | suppose slow wouldn’t rea”g
work for a hunter unless you only hunted skunks. Deer
and squirrels are alwags fast, and just when you think a
wild boar would be slow, it is off ha
hilkop.

S0 now HOU l(ﬂOW one reason | ll‘(C HOU SO much.

e arock ro”ing off the

The first time 1 laid eyes on you, Waldonna, you were



walking through the meadow. The grasses laid down at
your Feet, but you werejust going along slow and easy.
You Probablg didr’t notice me watching, but I saw you.
| can’t stay long toclay. I have extra chores now
because I have to do my brothers’ chores while theg are
gone.
&

My older brothers are leaving again toclag togoto
Metz. Theg are nearlg teens and Papa says thcy are old
cnough to go alone. They are twelve now.

My age is onlg one thing, and it is the mark for a
mistake. It is an X because I am ten. Magbe you think that
sounds very old but 1 dor’t think anyone else notices
that.

My brothers are Gabe and Greg, Theﬂ are two
Pencectlg matching twins. Thegjust look at each other
and theg each see their own gooclnesses. Thcg are strong
and very smart. Theg read and write and sing; theg hunt
with bows and theg even ride on horses now. But theg
have to return the horses to Metz. That’s whg thcg are
going there.

In the car19 spring theg left with Papa to go to

LUXCUiI because hC saicl they were OIC! enough to gO on

the Pilgrimagc, and itisn’t very far to Luxeuil anyway, so
theg would all be back bg the Feast of Resurrection.

Momma Pretended like it was a goocl thing too,
bccause, she saicl, I would be “the man of the house.”
Alwags she Pretenc]s I will turn a bad thing toa gooc]
thing.

Then when theg didn’t notice me there, Papa asked
Momma if it was rea”y all right to “leave so much work for
Simon.”

She said, “Of course you know Simon takes his
time but does cvergthing well.” 1 know what she meant and
so does PaPa. She doesn’t want to say it, but our
neighbor Charlie calls me that all the time. “Simon the
Slow.”

&

Sometimes Momma and PaPa and rnagbe even God
believe that 1 can do so many things all alone with onlg my
little sister Hannah nagging me directions. They trust me
to be the “man of the house” when | amjust a child with an
X for an age.

So that first time when theg IeFt, PaPa and the
twins carried very thin Pi!grim’s Packsjust for the Good
F‘ridag Pilgrimage. When the clag for Feast of the

Resurrection came rouncl, all the rest of us went up toour



regular church in the woods. | drove the cart because
Momma thinks I am the “man of the house” when no one
else is left here to be that. Momma rode next to me on the
seat because she has the baby in her arms. Hannah sat
right behind the driver seat on the bucket uPsicle down.
And my little brothers didn’t sit on anything but the hag
on the cartfloor. The Priest} Mater Doe, was so
surPrised we came when we had “onlg little Simon” to
drive the cart. Momma said she would’ve driven the cart if
we didr’t have a “man of the house.”

It was strange even at church to hear the songs
without the voices of my papa, and Greg and Gabe. We
dor’t chant Psalms at this little church. we sing clancing
songs on a feast clag like Easter. Momma Plays a clag
flute and Papa Plucks a harP and sings along. But with
Papa gone we onlg have flutes and a stick and the bucket
for the drum.

Mater Doe is the Priest for anyone who comes, not

just for Christians, so she doesn’t Pur\ish for Christian
rules. Our neighbor Charlie says she is a druid Priest.
She does wear a white robe, and her hair flows pure
white. But sometimes | stay after wors!ﬁiP up there and
help her clear the old bones from the altar ﬁres, and bring

in new wood from the wood Pi|es, and I can tell you that

onlg hunted animals burn on those fires. No children are
burned up there. All she ever does with children is
baPtize them and sometimes she calls them into the
clancing circle when the song is easy.

All the families, our neighbors and us too, came
with food for sharing. So we ate and danced until the sun
leaned from the west. But it was so strange without Papa
and the twins. There seemed to be no way to fix a hole in
the music no matter how loud | sang,

When we returned home, Papa and my brothers
were alreacly back from Luxeuil. Yet it wasn’t as ha
then as I would have thouglﬁt. It seemed kind of terrible
and different.

&

Greg and Gabe were talking, ta”dng, stringing their
voices together one after the other, te”ing a story that
made Papa sad when he told it again to Momma.

Greg and Gabe took the mule out to the Pasture.
Even though it was nearlg dark, theg said theg wanted to
Practicc with him. Th69 were Pretencling he was a horse,
S0 theg were taking turns mounting and clismounting,
locking their !egs around him, and Pretencling he would
trot off like a full-bred horse withjust alittle kick to his



side. Theg know a kick doesr’t trot this mule, but all theg
could talk about was horses.

We sleeP in the loft over Momma and PaPa’s room,
soif1 stay awake late when everyone else is sleePing, |
can Put my ear to the floor and hear them whispering to
each other. So now I knew what was going on. Papa said
some of the close followers of Father Columbanus} who is
the Abbot of Luxeuil, wanted PaPa tobe a messenger
and take a letter to the bishops of Gaul. Papa said he
didn’t even know what town it is where the bishops’
council was meeting, but he told them he couldmt do that
kind of work anymore because he had a Familg NOw.

Then a duxwho'is Mayor of Metz made an order
of itto Papa. The dux and a rich baro are waiting to send
horses and soldiers to carry the lctter, but the abbot
Particularlg wanted PaPa to do it, because Papa had met
with the Bishop of Metz all those years ago and they were
sure that the Bishop became a follower of the Irish abbot
because the messenger made such a good case for the
Irish to stay in the Vosges. Now on|9 some of the bishops
are meeting to accuse the Abbot of cutting his hair wrong
or something like that. But Papa said no he couldrn’t be

this messenger this time.

I alwags think when my papa says no, it means no.
But the baro for the dux wouldn’t listen to PaPa’s no, so
he went to the stable where Gabe and Greg were with the
horses and the stable bogs. And the baro told Gabe and
Greg theg could ride horses and g0 with Papa and the
soldiers. Of course thcg wanted to do that more than
angthing else. Then Father Columbanus sent the soldiers
back home because he didrn’t want soldiers carrying his
message. Hejust wanted Papa to do it, and his “men”
could be his children. The abbot thought that was a
goocl way to send the message and by taking the twins,
he said Ezra (he calls Papa Ezra) could still be true to his
Familg. Papa felt like no one heard him say no and Greg
and Gabe had the abbot and a rich dux who was a mayor
of Metz, and a rich baro all of them turned PaPa’s “no”
into barelg a whisper of “magbe.” So now PaPa came back
and talked to Momma long cleep dark and low into the
night, until I couldr’t hear their whispers anymore. | woke
up in the morning and Greg and Gabe and PaPa were
setting out again toward Luxeuil but this time theg took

heavier Packs and were ta”dng onlg about horses.

&



Now for the rest of the winnowing and into the
sPring Planting, I haven’t had any time to come here and
sit bg the creek. I've missed seeing you there in the
sunlight. Pve had lots of thoughts to write in my book to
read to you. Pve had lots of prayers tosay to Gocl) when
I am pretty sure he won’t have time to listen, and you
know me, | dor’t write those prayers. Even though
Momma alwags sees to it we have Plentg of time for
prayers and lessons, and she knows | alwags getitin slow
time. That | don’t write prayers is nothing about not
having time for prayer. ljust dor’t want God-answers
tc”ing onme to my Parents.

Rea”g it isn’t even about slow at all, though slow |
am. Even my little brother Habert reads his lessons faster
and easier now. Everyone is SO goocl. if God heard long
prayers from me I would alwags ask God to grow me to
slither as fast as a fish and as wise as a rock. But Momma

still has this very slow “man of the house.”
&

lguess you Caught me sad toclag. Magbe the
sunshine will find some blue holes to shine through

anyway. You ancl ] both Iove the sunshine on these rocks

and logs and the glittering creek. | hope you can stay to
hear what came of theirjourncg to take the letter to the
bishops.

This is what haPPened. Justa clag after theg left,
Papa let loose the bird that comes back to our house. He
learned that the bishops were meeting in Chalsns.
Momma was glacl to get the message because she was
thin‘(ing that with horses theg could be there in a week
and back in a week and evergthing would be goocl again.

But thcn, I wished more than ever | rea”g was the
kind of Simon who could turn the bad into goocl. All of
the great wonders of our Family have no goocl ways to
Changc what haPPencc] and make it better.

| know what haPPenecl to Papa and my brothers
when they were gone. Little by little 've learned
cvergthing that haPPencd now. | can tell you what it was
that haPPenecl.

Theg arrived at the council of bishops in Chaléns.
The bishops were cxPecting the abbot to come in person,
and theg imaginecl he would shiver and shake at the
power of this Gaulish nobilitg all pompous in the miters of
bishops. Greg said the bishops Probablg thought the
abbot would come and bow and kiss their rings and say

“965 your holinesses.” And of course Abbot



Columbanus, stricken in awe, would say, “I will £0 back
immecliatelg across the sea to the island that sent me.”
But instead the abbot sent Papa to be the messenger to
say the abbot chose not to come.

Gabe and Gregwere Peeking at the council
through a ga”ery window, and thcg saw it all haPPen asit
did. “When it wasjust our papa who went into the great
hall bringinga letter,” and Greg went on, “and the letter
said something like, ‘Good for you bishops for getting
along with each other so nice!g. But let’sjust let me, the
Foreign abbot, stay out of this and continue simplg living
in peace near the bones of so many of my Irish brothers
who came all this way for Christ’s sake into the hunting
grouncls of the dead king.’”

The bishops were angry with the letter, and since it
was PaPa who brought them the Iettcr, theg sent their
guarcls after him.

Magbe you don’t notice it from your Place on the
other side of the creek. Our neighbor Charlie couldrt
ﬁgure it out either. But it haPPens alot. People who
Pretcncl theg have the power to rule over others but
never pay attention to anyone else, miss knowing things,
like where food comes from, and who brings them things.

So when a messenger brings them a message or some

imPortant Nnews, theg get the message itself confused with
the one who brings it. The strange way of one who
doesr’t know the source of things tends to think that the
messenger is the same as the message he brings. The
messenger is the one who gets blamed for a bad message.

I mean, think of Jesus. He said Forgive those who
hurt you, and love your enemies anyway. I think when
Jesus said it he was sPcaking in another language, but
those Romans knew what he said, and theg knew it would
be way too hard to love enemies, and besides, it would
make them feel like weak losers, get Jesus sPol(e the
message that God wantecl, the love and Forgiveness to
everyone anyway. So what did theg do? Thegjust killed
the messenger.

I keep meeting up with these kinds of hates that
dor’t fit hurts because Pcoplejust don’t get the love your
enemy part and little hurts fester into hurting the hurt,
back on the one who started it, even if hurting that one
doesn’t make any sense and doesn’t even Put things back
the same. It's how | see it anyway.

Thank you for listening to all of this dear friend.

I was thinl(ing that | know full well what it feels like
when your neighbors think youare a weak !oscr, even if

your neighbor doesn’t even know how to drive a P|ow,

10



and surelg can’t read or write or even sing very well. Some
Peoplejust dort get it. Momma says not to worry over it,
and Papa says if you stick bg God’s kind of love it might
be abitof a rockg and gu”iec] ride, but it will be a safe
end. Some kinds of goodness are forever, but when goocl
is nothing more than what PowerFul People may think is
goocl for them, gooc]ness is a whimsg. It can change and
shift lcaving no one to know what gooclness is from one
moment to the next. And the ride is easy but the end is
useless. So Jesus was the messenger of God’s love and
the Romans killed the messenger.

Now when PaPa took that message to the bishops
and theg didr’t like, theg sent their guarcls out in the
night, and the guarcls drove a Polearm with a spear tiP
right through the middle of Papa. Even though, this is
nothing like the end of this story, Greg and Gabejust
howl and cry over that bad thing, and theg say over and
over that theg are sorry. “Sorxy, sorry, sorry.” When
Mater Doe heard them sorrging so much and saw papa
laid outin a wagon, she thought it was them that tried to
kill PaPa. She sent them home and told them to get
Momma and the other children up to the church
immecliatelg. So it was nearlg dark when 1 put the clonl«ag
to the cart and we all went through the wooclg hillside, up

to the church while Mater Doe was worrging over the
crazy twins wailing on and on that theg are sorry.

Sorry feels like a power, but it isn’t the power.

And no one is saying the power word “forgive.” So
everyone was afraid that r\ight when the twins came home
so filled with sorrys and no Forgivenesses.

Then up at the church, there was Papa, Pale, clirtg,
S0 bac”g sleeping, nearlg dead then suclclenly gasping like
a fish washed siclewags onto the bank of the creek. The
twins brought him there to the church all the way from
Chaléns in a clirtg straw wagon towed bg the old white
horse. The white horse was the horse that Greg rode
back home that night and now there was no horse to take
the wagon back down to our house. 1feared theg were
going to send me walking home in the dark to get the
mu|e, but Momma thoug!ﬁt better of that. And we a”just
curled up by the fires of the church to sleep the night
while Momma and Mater Doe took turns sitting outside
bg the wagon with Papa.

Papa had wakened a bit in the night, and when the
brighter shine started across the eastern skg, Momma
woke me to tell me. When it is a clag that Momma wakes
me, the whole clag isa good one. She strokes my hair and
whispers close to me that this is the clag that God has

11



made. She said that Papa woke in the night and his mind
was nearlg clear. She said Mater Doe was watching him
when he woke, and she came and woke her to goout to
tell him she was there. So Momma asked PaPa whg the
bogs were so sorry. What terrible thing had theg done?
Then he said theg did onlg good things. Thcg obegecl him
when he told them to hide from the guards; that was when
the bishops’ guarcls were Fo”owing cruel orders. So Greg
and Gabe hid and watched. Then theg took him from the
carth and found that old wagon to bring him home.

“Theg were goocl bogs.” He saicl, “thankgou God”
and now he is sleeping so we all needed to wake the other
children quietlg. Momma wanted me to take the clonl«ag
cart with Hannah and the little bogs back down to our
house.

Greg and Gabe were still sleePing when we got
there, so we tried to keep quiet while wejust did the
morning, chores as alwags. Hannah milked the cow and
mashed some oats while | watched the little ones, then |
fed the animals. There were the two horses there, the
white horse and a gray horse that Gabe and Greg rode. |
turned them out to the Pasture with the cow but the
clonkeg, Jacl(} had to go in the shed because he doesn’t

behave arouncl horses. | Put out gresh straw.

Greg came outjust as lwas reaclying the mule with
the tack to go back to the church for the wagon, and he
said that he and Gabe wanted to talk with me. Twentin
and sat at the table with my two brothers and Hannah
too. It felt like we were all grown-up together for this
moment. | could almost believe the title “man of the
house” was how theg knew mejust then. | was listening to
them like Papa might listen. ljust sat there quietlg and let
them talk. Thcg told Hannah and me about the bishops
and the guards and all the things that haPPenec}.

Theg said theg saw the guarc]s drive the Polearm
right through the middle of FPapa, and then the guarcls
covered him over with dirt as though he were dead and in
a grave.

Then, the twins said theg feared the guards would
find them watching and do the same to them and Momma
would never know what happenecl, ever. So theg stagecl
hidden until the guarcls were gone, then thcg went back
to the stable.

Theg took turns te”ing us this whole story. ltwas
their “sorrg” storg, the kind you need to tell when your
heart is hurting.

Theg said, “The Baro Dithrum of Metz ran away as

soon as he saw what was going to happen to Papa, and
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he rode off on his big black horse so we knew he was
rea”g gone when we gotto the stable. The stable master
had the old wagon rolled up to the stable cloorwag to
clean out the sta”s, and when he saw us, he thought we
were the regular stable bogs and he told us to finish that
work. So we did, then the wagon was filled clecP with clirt9
straw and no one was around at a”, Te} wejust Put a horse
on the wagon. First we tried Gabe’s gray mare, and she
would have nothing to do with Pu”inga wagon, so we tried
Greg’s great, long white horse, and she took to the wagon
right away. That made Greg into the wagon driver. We
went right back into the woods with the wagon to the
Place where Papa was laging under the dirt. No one would
wonder what we were doing, because a hidden wood is
alwags a goocl Place to dump off a heaP of clirty straw.
And that was why we Put PaPa in the wagon under all of
that whatever you call it in the straw and in the wagon.”

We all laughecl, except Hannah, because we all
know what we call ‘whatever we call it.” And whenever we
say that word it’s alwags very Furmg. ltwas a good
moment for mejus‘c thcn, the goocl laugh at the bad word
with my older brothers.

But it was this clirtg straw thing that made them so
sorry. Theg said that thcg rea”g thought that PaPa was

dead. Even when theg hauled him into the wagon and
covered him over with straw, theg thought he was dead.
Theg said theg thought he was dead when theg followed
the river Paths back the same way theg had come and
stoPPecl at the stables where thcg had stopped with
Baro Dithrum from Metz and Papa.

Gabe said, “We kePt him hidden. we didrt talk to
him, or even pray aloud for him.”

Greg said, “We didr’t know what was right to do
with a dead person. 50 ﬁna”g, when we were nearlg home
and Passing bg the Pa‘ch to the Place where Charlie lives,
we stopped to ask Charlie what he thought we should do.
But Charlie didn’t know. He wanted to puta knife to his
throat like you would do a deer to be sure it is dead.”

Gabe said, “Then PaPa made a creepy souncl, and
we didr’t rea”g want him dead. We thought Mater Doe
would know what to do. Of course Papa would know. But
wcjust weren’t sure about prayers, and all that stuff to
do with dead bones, so wejust kept him hidden.”

Greg said, “Charlie told us to do as we would if we
had hunted down a great buck or even an auroch on the
king’s huntinggrouncls. Hunting a great animal is an
offense against the king, so you have to keep it hidden.”
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Gabe said, “Of course we have to keeP a great
forbidden beast hidden if it were dead or we would be
found out for a terriblg bad sin. We could die for it.”

Greg added, “Sowe kep‘c PaPa hidden as though
he were a great buck that had been hunted clown,
Poached from the king’s carth.”

Gabe said, “Then, all of a sudden PaPa made
another terrible sound, like a person who was alive and
hurting. Then we realized what a terrible thing we had
done to PaPa. Wejust wanted to undo evergthing we had
clone, to go back to that grave in the woods and save
Papa’s life. We wanted to care for him as he would care for
us. But that wasn’t what we did.”

Greg continued, “When Charlie suggestecl we take
him to the church and let Mater Doe ﬁgure it out, it
seemed like such a goocl Plan. But when we gotto the
church Mater Doe was grim.”

Gabe said, “She took one look at PaPa, and then
she turned her coal eyes on us, Piercing us with her gaze.”

Greg continued, “We’ve never seen her in wrath
b@core, but we’ve heard the rumors that she might rule
the underworld.”

Gabe added, “We said we were sorry, ancljust then
cvergthing seemed wrong, Putting Papa in a wagon of

clirtg straw, clrivirlg hard over a river trail, never even gving
him food or a blanket. .. evergthing we had done was as
terrible as Mater Doe was thinking.”

Both of my brothers were Crging now as though I
rea”g was their papa and they were te”ing me the bad
thingthey had done.

And 3et, I could understand whg theg were crging
and so sorry. It hurt my heart to know their Pain. Hannah
was off with our little brothers outside. And there I was as
the trusted listener to all of this.

Greg asked me if Mater Doe told Momma we killed
Papa.

I could say the very goocl thing. “Magbe theg
thought that at first, but Papa woke in the night and told
Momma you were goocl bogs.”

Like a true “man of the house” ljust went back out
and finished Preparing the mule then walked the mule
back up to the church alone to get PaPa and Momma and
babg Lag!a and bring them all home.

It's been a couP!e weeks now, but Papa sti”just
lags in the bed, and Greg and Gabe helP with the work
that’s left of Putting up the grains and straw and starting
the summer garclens; and Hannah and 1 still do the regular
chores. Now toclag our brothers left for Metz.
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So, Walclorma, I had kind of a long story to tell
toclag. Thanks for listening all this while. 1see your eyes
are closing and your head noctcling sleePg. Pll just sit here
cluict forabitif you want to take a snooze in tﬁie
noontide sun.

&

It is another beautiful clay. I expect my brothers
are all the way to Metz toclag. Momma says it takes a little
more than a clag with horses but theg will need way more
time to walk back again.

Papa is tecling better. He called me into the room
to talk to me alone as we were worl(ing on our lessons with
Momma. | thougtwt he could hear us ttwrougtw the door and
he knew both Hannah and Haberd were tincling my
wrongs in the letter work. | ttwought he wasjust going to
tell me to try harder. But that’s not what he did.

First he asked me about Practicing the Psalms. We
can’t rea”g Practice chants without him and without Greg
and Gabe, so ljust asked him about Psalm 129 so he would
know I was still Working on it, even thougti we weren’t
Practicing it these clags. I wouldn’t even getit wrong if he
asked, but he excused me from it. He said it “Prot)ablg
wasn’t my gitt.” I think my gitt is to make a bad ttiing

goocl) and Probablg the Psalms aren’t that bad 9et that
ttieg need me to fix them.

But then he asked me about the music at the
church. That rea”g isn’t going very well without Papa
singing and Plucking his tiarP, and without Gabe and
Greg who sing t)cautitu”g in Momma’s same voice on!g
stronger and clearer. Mater Doe can't tiear, so if she
starts singing the song, it starts souricling like the horrors
up from the clePths even ttiough she gets all the words
rigtwt and loud. The ottiers, the hunters and the
neighbors, try to hide laugtiing and my little brothers put
their hands over their ears. So Ijust try to sing louder
and then Hannah gets going in it and sings louder too and
somehow we get the song sung, but it's rea”y very bad.

I dor’t think 'm the ori19 one who told PaPa the
music was so bad; Momma Probablg said it and 'm sure
Hannah told him. S0 Papa is tioPingl can make a bad
ttiinggoocl, I think. He told me I need to try to make a
tiarP and learn to Play it.

Well, he didrt say it like that. He told me to find a
strong branch with a bend to be the twarP, then he will
tielP me put a stringto it. He said I dor’t need all the
strings he has on his, so I will be able to learn it. You know

how he is alwags trgingto fix it so I think 1 am Iearningthe
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hard thing. But | know he is making it simple for my slow
way of lcarning.

Do you think of me as a harp Plagcr? Oh,
Waldonna! 1 didnt mean to grighten you off. 1 Promise if 1
geta harp I won’t make any loud noises with it if you’re
tryingto rest. Ican understand you might not like the
harp, esPecia”g if1 acciclenta”g make my harp into a loud
sounding harP. Pl tell Papa I have to make my harp only
Plag soFt!g. I Promise.

&

Oh, Walc]orma, ’'m so glacl to see you back toclag.
| was afraid my talk of the harp Frightenecl you off
forever. After you leg‘c, I walked up and down the creek
bank. 1found a bigtang|e of branches. I think it was an
old tree that washed out in the sPring rains, because it
had a wild twist of roots. So I went back up the hill, and
and got the ax and the clonkeg cart, and cut the root into
Pieces Te) Papa could choose what would work best for
the— I won’t say that again, | know you are Frightenecl of
that kind of talk. But whatever wor’t work for that
Project could be firewood. 1t made a most interesting
twisty, winclg bundle of wood.

So we did Pick out a branch for my, my “Pro'ect.”
Papa said I will be able to choose to Plag it sogtlg if 1 wish.

In fact he thinks it needs another little box or a dried
gourcl attached to it to make it louder. But if | bring it
down here, 1 Promise I will or1|5 P|39 itvery, very soﬁ:lg with
no gourcl.

My PaPa makes strings of marmot gut. We have
that now in the smoker hole under the shed. You
Probably dor’t know what that is or gou’cl be out of here
quicker than if I said I was going to bringa harp if I were to
cxplain it to you. ltis a little Frightening to know how harp
strings are made.

But tonight ’'m going to start clri”ing the string
holes in the branch. Papa has a little iron drill and a bow
that works for that. Well 1 have to £0 now.

&
We've had these Clouclg clags latelg. | came down here
9esterclag and you were gone so | was worried all my talk
about makinga harP had Frightenecl you. Butlguess it
wasjust a sunshine thing. Toclag the sun shines and 'm
S0 glacl you are here! I've been missing you, waldonna. 1
was worried.

When it rained, everyone was in the house and it
was such a big scribble of noise. Papa said if 1 wanted to
Practicc the harp alone in quie‘c I could gooutto the
shecl, and so1did. There’s no fire there, and the smoke
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hole for meat is under there, so it is a little bit stinkg
sometimes. I’'m Probablg the one who should clean it out.
Usua”g itis my brother’s task, and theg use that old meat
for baiting traps. No one is hunting or traPPing these
clags.

It is s0 nice to have this sunshine toclag and this
stillness. Still is the secret treasure of this creek. It's one
of those things like you are, it onlg stays here when it is
beloved. If someone comes along who doesr’t love the
stillness, then there is no stillness. And that is how you
are too. If I come a|ong ta”dng about noise and harPs
and music,just like that, in an instant you are gone.
Sometimes I'm a little afraid of so much quietucle. I ﬁgurc
if there is no sound at all the breaking of the silence will
skew evergthing earthlg again, and the stillness with be
lost.

&

Here again. Yesterc]ag was such a |ong and
beautiful cluiet here. Iwas nearlg late for the afternoon
chores. Momma says that’s okag. She knew where 1 was
and she said, “Sometimes wejus‘c need the time alone.” |
wonder if she is ever alone like this. | hoPe she doesn’t
think 1 am Praying all this time like some old famished

mon|<.

Yeah. The scary thing about too much prayer is
that magbe God will answer you, and when God answers,
it’s alwags somcthinggou have to do. Godjust makes me
think of all the needs, the animals who have no one caring
for them, and the People who dor’t have warm ﬁres, and
the birds in the trees who have to hide from the hawks.
You start off your prayer with thank yous and you end up
caring about the whole hurting world. 1t doesn’t hurt your
heart so much tojust mouth Psalms and the proper
prayer words you remember in your head, then youcan
get the Praging done and God doesn’t answer that with
so much more to do. But hcyou rea”g make it a prayer,

just you and God ta”dng, every thank you that comes into
your mind is a “but what about those who don’'t have
this.” Then you realize God clepenc]s on us so much to be
something like the “man of the house” onlg so much
bigger than any man of the house and even more
imPortant than even a woman of the house! Then you
make your prayer even biggcr to tell God you remember
all the things you haven’t time to do, and ﬁna”g someone
- like my papa said last night — will say “You can onlg do
what you can do.” He saicl, “Even God onlg asks us to do

what we can and that’s enough.”
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Did you notice toclag, when the creek is still like
this, you see the skg on the water and there is the same
bird ﬂying over on the water-side as is in the skg? Itis so
still toclag we have two of every beautiful thing. There are
two of you if you look down at the toP of the water. But
as for me, | know not to look. When Ilook I see a beautiful
bog, but he isn't like me. He is the goocl that | should
make my bad of, i 1 rea”9 could make a bad thinggoocl.

&

My papa IS cloing much better toclag. He says heis
Feeling better every clag, and now he can get himself up
when he wants to and walk around as he chooses. He
used to need my momma to hclP him, and that worried him
and me both, because even as he is, s‘(inng and broken,
he is the full size of a man. Now, toclag he asked me if |
would g0 for a walk with him this evening, since he hasn't
been out walking fora very long time.

The sun lingers longer in the afternoons in these
clags near the mic]summer, and the evening chores don’t
take any more time, so Papa and I will have that special
timejust for walking slow.

&
So, last night my papa and 1did g0 walkinggust

before sunset. Papa used a walking stick like an old man

oramonk on a 'oumeg. It seemed strange to me to see
him bent and S’Jow, even though I know full well he will be
strong again soon.

We walked in the hcahnggarc]cn where all the
flowers are named for the hurts theg heal. Momma kecps
that garclcn for the work she does caring for People. But
she says the best thing for Papa isn’t the herbal
infusions, it is the garden Path where he can Practice
walking.

Yes, that sounds Furmg to think of wa”dng as
something to Practice, like making letter shapcs, or
lcaming Psalms. But Momma says he needs Practice.
When we walk among all those blooms in this season there
is such a sweet smell, not like a sweet baking smell, ora

Fragrant wood on the ﬁrc) but a waft of unreachable

gooclness. i1 close my eyes on an evening in that garc]cn,

I can think of sitting with all the other children in the whole
world, sitting on the knee of God, because I think that the
healinggarclen s cxact19 what God smells like.

And I think God noticed Papa Practicing, and when
he went in from our walk, he was more tired than ever,
then this morning, hejus‘cjumped out of bed like a normal
person and was out in the stable helping Hannah tether

the cow for milking. Momma nagged at him to slow down,
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but he’s not listening. God is all about hcaling himjus‘c
NOW.

He says this evening, he wants to g0 wa”dng with
me again, and heis going to try to come all this way down
here to the water and then climb the hill again. | think he
will be so Pleasecl to see this creek still runs beautiful and
cleep, but | may have to get the c]onkey cart to tow him
back up the hill. That's what Momma thinks. She is
worried he will do too much on his first tries.

Momma knows a lot about how Pcople get back
into walking. She has seen all of us through this kind of
lcaming when we were babies. In these times she is
setting little Lag!a down on the floor on her tiny little
curlg babg feet. Momma holds onto to hcr, and Laglajust
looks back at Momma, as thoug!ﬁ she were thinking, ‘Are
youa Completely whimsegecl Iacly? m not made like the
walking PCOPIC. You rea”g expect me to stand up on these
babg feet?” Yet that babg trusts Momma to make it right
for hcr, and shejus‘c gets cheers from all of us after she
tries to stand, then goes down ancljust crawls along on
her own. She likes to hear us cheer for her.

&
After you were gone 5esterclay, when the night

shadow of the mountain was well across our Crec|<, Papa

wanted me to walk with him down this hill. | guess you
were home bg then so we didn’t see you here. But when
we got all the way down the hill, my Papajus‘c sat down on
the grass, as though he were alreacly tired out, even
though all we did was walk down the hill. He asked me to
sit bg him and take a rest before we started back up. |
didr’t rea”g need a rest, and | was afraid if we waited too
long the night creatures would be |ur|<ing. So ljust gotup
and went back up and got the clonkeg cart. Momma came
out worrying over that, wanting to know if Papa was all
right. I told her not to worry. He was just sitting there,
takinga long time resting, and I was agraicl it would be too
dark before we were back. Harc”y ever has it haPPenecl
that | wasn’t the slow one.

So when I was onlg half way down the Path in the
clonkeg cart, there was Papa wal‘(ing up the hill, leaning
heavilg on his walking stick with every slow step. When |
gotto him with the cart, he didnt say angthing atall. He

just climbed in the back of the cart and laid out on the
straw. When I got home, Momma had to hCIP him back
into the house, and she was very annogecl with him for
not lmowing that he couldnt walk so far. She said she

hopes this was a lesson for him to slow down.
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So for me, 1 was kind of glacl to hear her say slow is
a good thing. Magbe she didnt rea”g mean a slow child is
a good thing, but somehow a slow papa makes that bad
thing who I am seem goocl afterall.

I dorn’t think Papa and I are going to go out wa”dng
this evening, So I’'m going to Practice my harP. It’s all
finished, and one string sounded beautiful, but it could
have been angthing making the same sound over and over
again.

I Plagecl my song for Papa. Itisa Psalm that starts
with a prayer: [Psalm 42:1]

« As the little deer longs for the ﬂowing streams,

So my soul Iongs for you, Oh God.”

But if you onlg long for God how can it be a
prayer? A prayer is when God listens and magbe even
answers. The next verse isn't a prayer. It isjust about
that first verse. [Ps. 42:2a]

“My soul thirsts for God, for the living God.”

I sang the whole sad songjust asitisasa Psalm,
and Papa nearlg wePt. See, that’s whg I don’t want God
to tell them my prayers. This songwas alreaclg sung bg
everyone who sings Psalms, so it wasn't like God was
te”ingthem my sad prayers. It was like 1 was singing

someone else’s song, but even thcn, my papa felt sad for

me. Seel Thatis exactlg whg | dorm’t want to pray to God
and say this very sad thing that is my secret. God is
alreaclg the one te”ing Papa this sad songis about me.
When I finished singing, hejust drew me close to him, and
told me that he loves me, and even though he knows that
God loves me, he said God will have to speak for God’s
self. Then he told me not to listen for God as a loud voice
sPeal(inga Ianguage, but to notice God listening in the
clepths of me. 1 don’t want God to be Iistening in the
clepths of me. Iwant to kecp my secret in the clcpths of
me. So, Waldonna l’”just tell my clepths to you. You never
answer, either to argue or to make lessons of it. Youjust
watch and let me goon and on. | rea”g am so glacl you are
over there. The wide water between my Place and your

lace is a comfortable distance for me too. 1thank you,
Waldonna alwags |istening, never te”ing. When I learn to
sing it more beauti?u”g, Pll bringthc harP down here and
sing for you the whole song,

Oh, on second thought, | remember you dor’t like
all this talk of the harp. Pll bring it on a rainy clag when
you aren’t here to listen.

&

So I haver’t had my harp very |orlg, and alreaclg |

asked my PaPa to hclP me add another string. Two
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strings will make two sounds and that will be more like
music. Even though I still have to sing so many of the
missing notes to have a songon it, butewhen the song
comes around to those two notes | will P|89 them. I'm
going to Plag my harp this evening if1canfind a quie‘c
Place up there. Solam working cspcciany hard toclag, Yo}
Momma will know I need a quiet time alone this evening,
and that will be when 1 P|39 the harP.

&

So toclag my harp has two strings on it and I can
Plag a good Part of a song,. | know another songthat onlg
needs two notes, and it isn’t even about my soul or
angthing about me.

Pve been Practicing in the shed near the garcler\s
and I heard the song from the trees. Then!| tightenecl the
strings with the pegs to match the sounds. So when the
cuckoo sings, | can Plag exactly the same notes. | Plagecl
the cuckoo’s song over and over again, sad and slow and
Peacmcul like the birds sing it to one another in the
evening, and then a cuckoo came to the tree toP near
where | was in the garcler\, and itjust hoPPed around and
starred at me. PaPa came out to the well and the bird flew
away.

&

The sun was so bright and beautiful gcsterclag, I
guess you saw that evergthing was golclen. Did you see
me when | came down here} Waldonna? 1tried to Pretencl
like 1 didm't know you because I could see you had your
Familg with you. You dolook alot like your brothers and
sisters; | noticed that. But when you didr’t even give the
s!ightest glance my way, | realized I'd bettergo on to
another Place, s0 as not to make it uncomfortable for
you. Thcg dorn’t know about me, do theg?

So 9esterclag | followed the creek Path on this side
and I walked back up the creck. Magbc you alreacly
know, but it goes deeper into the wood as it turns to cc]ge
along the foot of this hillside. At the crease between the
hills it flows down from the mountains in a cascacling little
stream, and there it meets up with a broader creek. Our
little Place in this creek seems to be the decpest and the
widest. Here it seems even the water slows to stillness just
to Ponder such beautg. I can tell you this, Waldonna, t{\is
Place where we come is the most wondrous of all the
creek P've ever seen so far. Itis set in so much quiet and
slows near!g to stillness on these summer clags.

When I was up there where it meets the wider flow,
that little part that eclges between the hills was ﬂowing

down Frantica”g over the rocks and logs, Frothing, barring
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teeth as it races ahead in such a rush to get right into that
wiclening creek. Then the whole creek flows from the
northeast as though it believed it was a great river. |
watched it for a long while, and it never slowed down.

Togethcr then, the waters from the mountain
crevasse and the water from begoncl toward the east
aren’t like our Part of the creek. When it Plungcs
heac”ong into the woods, it has to slow and spreacl ever
wider Picking its way through the roots of so many trees
and the thick underbrush. All the earth of the forest is
Puc]c”e and muclc]g. I had to steP from one raw root to
the next grabbing hold of the sldnng treesjust to walk
through there without wetting my shoes. So what | know
now is that this Place we have found here is the true
gooclness of the creek. Inthis Place, evergthing is still.

SOmedag, when I go wanclering again, | will cross
over that rill off the mountain, and then 1 will follow the
wider creek that meets the waters there, and magbe I will
go all the way to where it comes from.

Or magbe we will alwagsjust woncler, where does it
come from and where does it £07? Magbe itjust goes on
and on. Magbe no one knows the begirming and the end
of it. 1tis like sitting on the knees of God in the middle of

my momma’s healinggarden. And Waldonna, 1did say that
| know what God smells like, and it is very sweet.

“Simon!”

I have to go now. but Pll come again when the sun
is shining.

&

My brothers returned from Metz. When PaPa
heard their voices, he gotup from the bed and laced up
his leggings as though he was all Fu”g healed and went out
to greet them. He didn’t even lean on his walking stick. |
think he wanted to put the long wagon ride thcg took him
on from Chaléns CJCCP into the Place where things are lost
forever and we will never sPcak of it again.

Both of my brothers came wa”dng because the
horses belongecl to the Baro Dithrum of Metz and that
was where thcy left them.

All the chatter toclag is about how theg went on a
Path bg themselves Fo”owinga river thcg didn’t know.
Momma told them to stoP at the Place where three barrels
mark the vintner by the River Moselle. She said the
wooden house had a sweet smell, and the vintner’s wife
was kind.

Theg rePorted that the vintner’s wife still
remembered when theg stoppecl there those many years

22



ago. She said she remembered them because Greg and
Gabe look just like Papa. But they don't. Papa has a
bcarcl, and he is a man and not a bog. She told Gabe and
Greg that Momma was from Baden Bac]en, not far across
the hills from them there. But Momma said even though
she was born there, her real home was with her teacher on
the Loire.

Sonowitis Possible that if 1 followed the wider
creek all that way back it would become that same river.
Greg said it would. But he said not to try to walk there
because it was too far to goon foot. Thcg didn’t even
follow the river all the way when theg came back. ltwas a
shorter way on foot to just walk across the hills.

| asked them if t ey saw the Placc where the creek
came down the crevasse between the hills, but theg said
as soon as they knew theg were near home, theg didrt
worry about ﬁncling their way by Fo”owinga streamlet. So
theg dor’t know about this creek with its muclclg woods
and this cleep and quie’c Place. I dor’t think theg would
ike it all. itis so very slow and quiet.

And besides, the clragonﬂies are alwags at the
creek. Isee you watching them now as theg are ﬂuttering

over the still waters on their glass feathers for wings. See

that sPotted one there? She just landed ever so gentlg
on a stick no |arger than the stick that is her.

My brothers friend, Charlie, says it’s the devil who
sends the dragonﬂics. Theg were in the Pasture around
the mule once, and Charlie said theg were there to Poke
out the mule’s eyes so the devil could have him. 1told
Momma about that and she said, “The devil onlg lurks in
ignorance and made up stories. Whenever there is
misunclcrstancling, there comes the lging devil to stir up
stuPicl and smuclgc up truth.”

So I wanted to know why it rea”g is that the
clragomqies were interested in the mule, when rca”g thcg
live at the creek? 1 wondered that, and Momma didr’t
know. So she said to watch them closelg and find out
what thcg are doing there with the mule. Magbc theg like
mule fur for their nests or something like that. so!
watched and watched and then I saw what haPPened. A
clragomqg snatched up a ﬂg! And the mule has lots of flies
buzzing all around him. Momma thought it was so fine that
now we all know, and we don’t have to make upa devil
storgjust to have an answer to something we don’t
understand.

So if we watch the clragonﬂics c!osclg, we might see
them snatch up another bug. But here where thcg live
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theg are very fast and the bugs down here at the creek
are so tiny. It ‘s hard to catch a glimpse of the hunts the
clragomqies take of them.

And did you ever notice there are different colors
of clragomqies too? These are the big sPottccl ones, but
Pve seen little shing blue ones sometimes like fairies. And
once there were two red ones, | saw. Thcg folded
themselves together into a heart. Pl bet you think 'm
making that up. Greg said ljust made that up. But | rea”y
saw it. Itisn’t like something anyone woulc]just make up.
Made up stories are about People or devils or wolves and
bears c]oirlg bad things. That’s all Pve ever heard anyway.
No one would make upa storg about clragon flies.

OoPs. So you've heard enough. And now you are
gone. | will come back again if that’s okag with you.

&

I know Momma doesn’t allow PaPa to draw up the
water from the well. Thatis one thing she was very
Particular about — “No hauling wood or water.” But there
he was with the water Pail we keep in the house. 1know he
Pickecl that chore Particularlg to show off to Greg and
Gabe that he is Completelg healec], even if he isn't.

Magbe he makes a lie of that so theg wor’t feel bad
anymore. ljust wanted evergthing to be good and I know

that Momma who knows all things about healing warns
him, nags him actua”g) not to lift heavg things with his
arms because it will open the wound in his chest. So|
followed him to the well, and without even te”ing him what
to do, 1 took the Pail from him, and filled it, and took it to
the door for him so he could be the one to set it inside
where my brothers could see it. It was nice to share a little
secret lie with my Papa and he knew it was our secret too.
HelPing Papa keep his secret gjives me the kind of
Peacmcul purpose that makes it feel so fine to fill the
manger with fresh alfalfa or brush down a tired mule.

Itis so goocl to have my brothers home again, so |
dor’t have to be the strong voice in the song at church or
do the kind of work that gets noticed and measured. It

just feels goocl to keep the secrets of PaPa’s slow healing,
and it feels good to find the mule gentlc, and the clonkeg

leasecl, and to Pat the old cow with assurance that
Hannah is a chilcljust leamingto Properlg milk a cow. |
know she understands that. Everg so often we take our
cow away to visit with others cows at a tribe that has
cattle, and when she has a CaH:, we take the calf to them.
But she’s getting old now.

&
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Sunny and beautiful as it is toc]ay, Pve been
longing for this Peacmcul moment to say these things to
someone. The hardest thing toclag is Momma is weePing,
and Papa IS Pushing back and arguing with the Plans Greg
and Gabe are making for themselves. Hannah has taken
Haberd and Brandell to the healinggarclen to Plag a
hiclinggame. Lagla is too little to listen. Greg and Gabe
are Ca”ing their thoughts Plans, not dreams. Papa wants
them to dream children’s dreams. PaPa says he loves
them. Theg say God loves them too and doesn’t demand
theg alwags stay children. so theg have invented futures
for themselves. Good skills in music and writing, and
reacling, archcrg) hunting and horseback are the things
that ghct a nobleman to stand above the commoner and
stand imPortant in all the years and all the Places. It
seems my brothers who are called “common-born” bogs
made for themselves these uncommon Promisesjust
because of their very goocl in leaming.

The baro in Metz assured them that thcg are of the
proper age to become écuyer. Theg would care for
horses and hclp a nobleman like the baro or the dux with
their swords and armor. That would be a chance to learn
the sword and then to become a guarclsman even though

theg are rea”g on19 commoners. Greg saw this asa great

oPPortunitg to become the soldier who could have
rescued Papa from the guards of the evil bishops. But as
Greg and Gabe talked between thcmselves, theg didn’t
share the same thoughts about ﬁxing the terrible thing
that haPPenecl to PaPa. Gabe thought theg could best
rePair the evil of the bishops bg taldng vows and robes of
holg monks and bg living in the community of Abbot
Columbanus where theg could oppose the bishops with
words and prayers. So theg brought their argument to
Papa who didn’t want to hear any of it, but he listened to
them anyway.

He said thcg needed to take their time and not
rush into the grown up Choicesjust now. But Momma
thinks they alreaclg made up their Plans. Greg will be an
écuyer in Metz, and Gabe will be a novice monk at Luxeuil.
To them, it seems like goocl Plans.

Momma was worried about, what she said is,
“Putting so much work off onto the younger children.”
But that isn’t a big worry rea”g, because I can do what is
needed, and Papa is soon to be well and strong again,
and even the little brothers are growing, up. And Gabe and
Greg had alreacly thoug}wt of that too.

Greg explainec}) “With so many more farms, and
fewer wild beasts in the forests for the hunts, the hunting
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times have become seasonal anyway. Charlie onlg hunts
deer in the season of the rurming of the deer when not
much Planting and harvesting is going on. Charlie could
be our hired man. He could come when extra hclp is
needed, and for his payment he could take a Por‘cion of
the Procluce that hunters need when hunting is of f
season.”

Momma listened to this idea and suggested I could
teach Charlie to farm.

What a bad thought thatis. I can imaginejust how
that would go--a near|9 grown man, a sixteen~gear~olcl,
taking farmer lessons from a ten~gear~olc1. And Charlie
alreaclg holds a quarter~sta1cxC in my face, Ca”ing me
“Simon the Slow” as though slow is a bad thing. And he
knows nothing of the imPortant things. This creek isjust
something not to fall into. And 1 would surely have to hide
the bent stick that is my harp. I wonder. If he is here to
take the Place of my brothers, would PaPa make him
Practicc the Psalms? I know he can’t read a word or ink a
single letter. He’s one who would swat dragonﬂies. And i1
told him not to, he would say saving the clragonﬂies is
“sicling with the devil.” He doesn’t know truths from lies.

| can understand why this long story seems boring

to you. | will be silent too, now, until theg call me back.

&

Toclay itis all settled. But nothing is actua”g,
“settled.” Evergthing isjust hanging in the air like cliapers
on the clothes-line, waiting the ever~changes that no one
rea”g wants to come.

Greg and Gabe are leaving the clag after tomorrow
togoto Luxeuil. Papa Plans to go with them. Momma
wants them to take the clonkeg cart. She says, Sister
Colleen would like to see the clonkeg again. Sister
Colleen is Momma’s friend who also knows all the secrets
of hea!ing, sothisis a goocl Plan. Momma and | both know
Papa carm't walk that far gct and taking the clonkeg cart
will help him keeP that secret from my brothers.

Tomorrow we will goto the church for the travelers
blcssing from Mater Doe. She needs to see my brothers
again and tell them that now she understands thcg
weren’t up to any mischief when theg brought Papa up
there in the wagon. Momma says the misunderstanding
must be Forgiven. Papa wants me to take my harp, and
he’s added a gourcl to it to make it louder; he sagsjust for
this visit to the church, then I can take the gourcl off again
if 1 dort like it loud. 1t does make it louder, but also it is
harder to hold It close. The cuckoos who sing with me will

be armogecl if 1 Plag too louc”9 inthe garclen.
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But Papa said he wouldnt Plag his harp unless |
Promise to Plag mine, and he also won’t make me Plag
alone. Momma says heis Proucl of me and wants to show
me off to everyone.

My brothers have never heard me P139> and I think
theg would say theg were Proucl of me too, even ifitis a
lie. And Pm sure it won’t be Papa who would laugh at me if
my harp Plags s|ow, and ge‘c there will be others who will

just watch and wait for my slow so theg can laugh. I can
just hear Charlie now if the music should haPPen to
creep. He will singina loud and long wailing voice, his
favorite words ever, “Simon the Slow.” He will make ajoke
of it.

Momma says if he does that, it isjust to hide his
own fears that he can’t Plag the harp and then here is this

ten~gear~o!cl who can Plag music. But Charlie is a near

grown man. He is 1Cour years olcler than my olc]er brothers.

How can he have any worries over what a ten~9ear~olc1
does?
&
It's another beautiful new clag, Waldonna! |
thought gou’cl be over there.
My Papa and brothersjust left in the clonkeg cart
togoto Luxeuil. Theg took one of our birds so it can ﬂg

back home with a message forus if theg have somcthing
to say. Theg are going to ask if Gabe can be a novice
there, then one c]ag become a monk. Gabe might even talk
Greg into c]oing that too. That’s whg Papa wants Greg to
£0. Theﬂ alreaclg know most of the things theg would
have to lcarn, so | dor’t know whg PaPa thinks theg would
be turned away. Papa wishes them both to be monks and
no one to work for the nobilitg of Metz. So Gregis hurt
because Papa IS choosing one twin over the other. But
Papajust says the same few words again each time theg
talk about it.

A prayer heals, a sword wounds.”

Papa says, “‘Greg mumbles like a heathen scholar
when he argues.”

But Greg argues, “A sword in a righteous hand
s!ags evil.”

Then Papa argues back like a stubborn king sitting
on a throne cushion filled with rusty barrel hooPs. He
says, “God can answer a prayer a thousand ways whether
or not the prayer is sPoken by a righteous person. But
how does God answer a sword? The Creator of all that is,
the source of love itselﬁ has no just answer for any act of
the sword because God loves a‘{ Peop!e both the
righteous and the person considered to be evil bg
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another Person’s meager gimct onuclgment. S0 to wound
someone believed to be evil with a sword in the hand of a

erson who thinks he himself righteous, denies God’s love
for both. I1tis alwags true, ‘A sword wouncls; it never
brings healing.’”

Greg argues again, “My ownjuclgment is not
meager. And my righteousness is the unbencling truth.”

And PaPa says again, “Swords wound, Pragers
heal.”

So that’s when theg all decided to goonto Luxiuel
to see what is needed to follow Gabe’s dream. But I can
see Plan as rain that Papa is stubborn, and Gregis his son
too. Magbe everyone is stubborn up there at my house,
except Momma of course, and me.

rd better get home now, | think 1 have all those
extra chores again, now that | am “the man of the house”
once more. Do you think 'm looking older these clags?

Sometimes I’'m glad you never answer.

&

This was a bit of a surprisc for me, and I'm
suPPosecl to think itis a goocl one, but 1 don't. Papa and
my brothers stopped off at the hunter’s vi”age on their
way to Luxeuil gesterc]ay and talked to Charlie about
being our hired man. So he showed up this morning to

help with chores, and Momma thinks I can show him a
farmer’s work, and she thinks he can learn it.

He’s not one to know any beasts as living critters.
He’s a hunter. For him, all animals are to be eaten. So
there he was this morning, reacly for chores.

The first thing is to tend to the beasts. So Momma
asked him to watch me and learn what to do. |1 brought
the cow around to the mi”dng stall and Put her rope loose
around her nose, so she could nibble at the manger, but
not so loose that she could turn her head to the side and
nibble at Hannah. 1 told Charlie to do thatjust the way |
do. Then, I Pettecl the old cow a bit and told her not to
worry about havinga visitor like Charlie watching there. |
told Charlie we would leave her with Hannah when she
came out to milk. But the old cow was worried. She
openecl her eyes big and round and black and just kePt
Pu”ing her head from side-to-side to geta looﬂ at
Charlie. 1told him to come up where she could see him
bctter, then I told him to talk to her soFtlg, and Pct hera
bit, so she doesn’t have to be afraid of him.

He arguecl, “m not going to talk to a cow! You’re

just setting me up to look singl This is all a mean trick!”

Then the cow was Frantic, as you can well

understand. She was tugging and stomPing and carrging
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on. I told Charlie to wait outside for me while | try to get
her calmed down. But she was still so worried when
Hannah came, so | thought it best 1 be the one to milk her
toclag; I wouldr’t want Hannah to get kicked or stePPecl
on or anything. She’sjust an eight~9ear~olc{, you know.
Hannah went back in the housc, and Momma came out
and saw Charlie stanc]ing around the stable door kicking
a stone around, and she asked him whg he wasn’t helping.
He said | was Plaginga trick to make him a fool.

Momma knows | dorn’t much want to teach Charlie
the chores, so she thought I Probablg was trying to trick
Charlie, and she sent me into the house to sit at the table
until she came back in to talk to me. Hannah was in there
at the table watching Lagla and she just kept making
faces at me, like I was some kind of [ilzarcl or something
nobodg wanted to touch.

When Momma came back with Charlie, we all sat at
the table.

Momma asked me to tell it right in front of Charlie.
What was | cloing to Plag atrick on Charlie, instead of
teaching him the morning, chores?

I said I wasn’t Plaginga trick on him. 1was showing
him that the first thing todois to get the cow tied in the

stall for milking. But the cow was worried about
somebocl9 new being out there. So...

Charlie interruPtecl, “The cow was worried?” How
can a cow be worried? And what do 1 care if the cow is
worried. Itis a cow!”

Momma cxplainecl to Charlie then, “We can’t
Frighten the animals we are caring for. We have to alwags
assure them we will be kind.”

And then she said the thing that made me feel so
gratc1CU| I have her for a mom, and not Charlie’s mother.
She said to Charlie, “Simon is Par‘cicular!g goocl with the
animals because he moves slowlg and carfncu”g around
them; he is alwags kind and gentle. The animals trust him.
That’s whg we wanted him to be your teacher for the
morning and evening chores.”

Then she said, “Magbe it would be better for now,
if Charlie came later in the clag for the work in the garclens
and the grain field.”

So you can know this was a very gooc] clag for me. |
want the book of my life to have a happg encling. So
magbe I should stop writing, right here and say how it
ﬁna”g turned out that it is all right if 1 am “Simon the
Slow.” Sometimes slow is the good thing. So this is the

clag when Charlie’s words can’t hurt me anymore.
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Now Charlie is back and he isjust suPPosecl to be
icking stones out the field. Tomorrow Momma wants me

to show him which are weeds and which are herbs in the
healinggarclen. So magbe Pll come back again, and write
some more, and read you this story of how things are.
Magbe | shouldn’t end itjust whenitis gettinggoocl.

Toclay itis especially beautiful here where the sun
shines down and Plags on the water with its skg color. 1l
bet if 1 climb onto the rock and look down toclag, I will see
that bog again. | can see him when the skg is on the

water.

PART 2

Yesterclag I didn’t come because it was raining in
the morning, and the rain had barelg stoPPecl when
Charlie came to work in the garclen. I was suPPoscd to
show him what weeds to Pu” He told me it wasn’t ajob
for a man. Pu”ing weeds was what his granclmother’s
geese do.

 told him, “We have Pigeons for messages with the
mon|<s, and we have the hens that 189 the eges, but none
of our birds would ever think of Pu”ing the weeds and if
theg ever tried it, I would expect it would be a disaster. I'll

bet the Pigcons woulcljust ﬂy back to their nests and the
hens woulcljust hang around in the Parsleg and never ever
Peck atany weed at all.”

We both laughecl, and then 1 felt like magbe I could
be something like a friend to him, like he is to Greg and
Gabe.

He seemed so much more thoughhcul of me toclay,
and instead of arguing about geese, he offered to ask his
granclmother about senc]ing them over here for this work.
That sounded like a kindness.

“How do the geese know which are weeds?” |
asked.

He didnt rea”9 know much about this Possibilitg.
It seems thcg dor’t farm at all in his vi”age, but his
granclmother has an orchard that was alwags just thcre,
and so were the geese. Thcg dort ﬂg away, t cgjust stag
in the orchard and on the little orchard Ponc]. But on!y
his granclmother knows angthing about it.

So for now, we had to get the weeding done as we
alwags do in Momma’s healinggarclen. We have to get
down on our knees and Pick through the Plants choosing
onlg the weeds to Pu” out.

Momma likes this garclen laid out a sPecial way with
walking Paths that divide it into groups of herbs. One
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group is for hea!ing teas, and some sweet, some bitter,
some thingsgust to put on your skin, not to eat at all. —
She wants t

doesn’t ever want someone who doesn’t know bringing in

€ purposes kcpt seParate because she

a big Pot of wormwood for a sweat tea or something
disastrous like that.

“It should be in rows,” Charlie cxplains, “so we can
see what we’re cloing. ”

I showed him the weeds from the Plants, and this
first time he got it confused, so the weed heap he made
was littered with some of the goocl Plants that Momma
wanted us to keep. I tried not to shame him for being S0
slow to learn. 1know well what that feels like, but surelg
Momma would think 'm a terrible teacher if | don’t at least
scold him forit. Then guess how I made a very goocl Plan
after alll 1 know that isn’t fair for me to ask you to guess,
rea”g, because you would have to know that Hannah had

just come outside with Haberd, and she was wonclering
how we were cloing. Also, if you were to guess, you would
need to speak, and I know you alwags kcep a Prouc]
silence. So 1 will just tell you in my words what 1 did.

| called to Hannah to bring Haberd over to us. It
happens that my Four~gear~olcl little brother is very quick
to learn things, and Hannah has been teaching him the

herbs. so sPrcacl out all the whole weed heaP in front of
Habcrcl, and Hannah was shocked that so many of
Momma’s most Precious herbs were laging out on the toP
of the earth, sPreacl out like dead things on the grouncl -
so many roots laid bare in the sunshine. But Haberd
thought itwas a rea”g fun game, and hejus‘c went right to
it sorting the weeds from the herbs. Once it was done he
had no interest in another “game” and he led Hannah off,
Chasing after him to find angthing else he could find,
angthing else that looked like trouble. Haberd is a tease
that way.

So then my lesson for Charlie, was ﬁncling the
Places the herbs belongec] and Planting them back.

That is why Part 2 of my book can be all the ways |
actua”y do make a goocl thing out of a bad thing. with
Haberd’s sorting, Charlie could see that | wasn't just
Picking on him for being ignorant, but that there rea”g
were some Plants that are herbs and some that are
weeds. Ithink he was thinldng this whole Project of
Picking and choosing which to Pu” wasjust something I
made up to annoy him. For Charlie there seemed to be no
truth in my instruction. It was like Ijust made evergthing
up when rea”g, I was on19 te”ing him things that are true

for everyone. A truth is somethinga 1Cour~gear~olcl knows
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before he ever knows of a world where there could be
lies. So Haberd could easilg see Charlie’s errors. Haberd
never even thought that someone woulcljust make up the
idea that some things were weeds and some things were
herbs in order to traP someone in error. But at least now
Charlie didr’t blame me for tricldng him with this. He could
see it wasjust afact that he would have to learn.

And I know sornething else, also. Haberd will learn
to lie even more easi!g that he learned truth~te”ing. He

just hasnt had a need for it yet.

Hannah took Haberd back into the house, and a
minute later, Momma was hurrging over to the Place where
we were working. She looked at all the herbs uProotecl,
and she got down on her knees to help us Plant them
back. 1could tell she was armogccl, because she was
worldng fast and heavg fisted. Then she told me to show
Charlie how to draw a Pail of water and pour out the
water gently — she said “gentlg” raging with wrath —
“through a sieve” she said with her teeth tight and a
terrible face. She saicl, “very, very soFtlg sPrinHe the
herbs that werejust replantec].” She harc”g looked a
Charlie at all. And 1 could see she was in no mood to do

angthing soFtlgjust now, so it was up to me to water these

Plants Propcrlg.

I told Charlie, when we are making it seem like rain
for the things of earth, the hardest to do is to pour out a
gentle rain, yet that is what we must do.

“So you ﬁgure, when it is Pouring down rain, it is
because Mother Nature, or magbe Godis rea”g annogecl
with us?”

“Magbe” | answered. But | know this is something
for monks to wonder over, not for bogs trging to manage
softness with a bucket and a sieve. Wejust had the
Project to do.

Momma finished replanting and stood up and
looked at what had been done. Then she smiled at me
and put her hand on my shoulder. 1 knew she was te”ing
me | had done somethinggoocl here, but she didn’t want
tosay it with words, or Charlie’s Feclings would be hurt.

Even though Charlie is sixteen~gears~olc], I haPPen
to know he has tender Feelings. i1 acciclenta”g hurt his
Fcelings, he wouldrt cryor angthing. He woulcljust turn
mean and tell me I am the one who is bad. Magbe he turns
mean, because mean is how he thinks he can turn his own
bads to goods. And now this is Part 2, when I see that
who I am is the bog who can make the bad things gooc]
after all. So when Momma or Papa believes that I am the

goocl thing, it seems to make it so.
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Then Momma sent us out to Pu” the rocks from the
earth and stack them on the eclges, to make a new Place
to Plan‘c as a field of beans and barley when the earth
softens for the Plow at the end of winter. So for the rest
of the afternoon, we Pickccl rocks.

&

Toclay Charlie isn’t coming to work. He said he was
going to ask his granclmother fora goose to PU” our
weeds. Momma said she’d heard of weeder geese before,
but she thought theg needed to be trained or somcthing.

“We”, what about the Pigcons that alwags come
back here from Luxeuil? You trained them, and it seems
like it would be much harder to teach a bird a map, than a
weed.”

She exPlainecl that the birds that return to our
house were brought here when theg werejust nestlings,
and theg alwags think this is their home, so that’s whg
theg come. We didn’t rea”g train them. Wejust Planned for
them to know this was their home.

“How come some Pigeons lqg to Luxeuil?”

“Theg were raised in Luxeuil, so when a monk or
someone brings one here from the monastery, it will ﬂ9
back to the monastery when it is set free.”

&

Do you know something, Waldonna? Momma said
the bird came back from Luxeuil with a message from
FPapa. Did you notice a gray bird ﬂging up to our farm? 1
didn’t see it either, but Momma said she thinks Papa and
Greg might be coming, back very soon. But magbe Gabe
wonr’t come back ever. He wants to stag there and get the
lessons in beinga monk. ’'m not sure he has so much to
learn, since he alreaclg reads and draws his letters very
nicelg, it’s said, and he can chant all of the Psalrns and
some other Bible verses as well. 1would suppose the onlg
other thing he needs to learn is to be quiet all the time.
That might actua”g be very hard for him to do.

Waldonna, does that Frighten you? You were here
a second ago and now... Oh, I see what it is. Right here,
now coming, up the creek Path, turning onto the hill road,
there they are!

&

So 9esterclag while 1 was here ta”dng with you,
Papa and Greg came back from Luxeuil in the clonkeg
cart. | guess you saw them, because you leftinsuch a
hurrg. | ran over to meet them so | could walk Jack the
clonkeg back up the hill and thcy could both ride. 1know
Papa doesn’t want Gregto see he isnt very goocl at
climbingthe hill these clags. He says he’s healed. But

33



Momma says she can’t be sure of that. Greg took her
aside and asked her what was wrong, with Papa. She
Pretenclecl like he meant “wrong,” as “stubborn” not so
much “wrong” as “broken,” and she said he isjust noticing
how he will miss his t)ogs when theg are grown up and
gone, so he is acting so stubborn about them staying at
home.

We all rea”y wanted to know wng Gabe didrn’t come
back with them, and we werejust waiting for them to tell
us evergthing. We had to wait for the evening supper to
be sPreacl so we would all sit at the table and feast on the
changes that are haPPening to our tamilg.

Before we ate, Greg and I went out to do the
evening chores and 1 told him all about how tnings were
going with Charlie as our hired helPer. Greg said with
Papa home now, that won’t be a Prot)lem anymore. He
didr’t say angtning about himself staying home.

Then we all sat at the table togetner waiting to
hear what naPPenecl at Luxeuil. Papa said a very !ong
thank you prayer, but it gave no clues excePt to ask God
to nelp Greg make a rignteous decision too. | tt»ought it
sounded like he was going to get God to make Greg stay
nome, but after the prayer, Greg asked Papa if he meant

what he said, that with the helP of God it was his decision
to make. Papa didr’t answer-.

Papa said he tnougnt Gabe would settle in at
Luxeuil with the other young t)ogs in their care. Then
Greg told what haPPenecl when Papa wasn’t in the room
for the questioning and testing of Gabe.

Greg said the teacher came in and told them Papa
had to goto the overseer of benevolences. So while theg
were clecicling if Gabe qualiﬁ'ecl, he would find out what
exPectations Gabe himself had for the steps he would
have to take in his studies to qua!itg for a monk’s vows.

Momma asked Papa if Gabe needed a donation to
be acceptecl as a novice. Papa said that was usual, but he
asked if a note could be Passed to Father Columbanus to
know if a sPecial clisPensation could be made. The
overseer of gitting was reluctant.

Greg interrupted this talk between Momma and
Papa. Greg ﬁgurecl none of us children would be
interested in this benefactor tning. And he was rignt.

Greg told us, “The teacher had a little Pointecl
stick, and he walked all around us. He told me to sit on a
bench at the far side of the room so I could watch but
couldr’t gve my brother any nelp. Gabe sat in the middle

of the room, tacing front also, so | couldm’t even see the
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look on his face. The teacher asked him if he had ever
seen a page of writing before. Gabe and 1 couldn’t ﬁgure
out if this was a trick ques‘cion or what he was rea”g
as‘(ing. S0 Gabe said he thought so. What page did he
mean? The teacher ﬂung his stick around like a wand and
said, ‘Letters my bog, are you familiar with letters on a
Page?’ Gabe asked a Per‘Fectly reasonable question,
‘which Page?’ And the teacher swatted at the table toP

near Gabe’s Place. Gabe wasn’t sure what he was asking,

1o} hejust set a starting Place for this test. He said to the

teacher that he believes he is literate. ‘So here you are a
wc”~spol<en commoner and you believe you are literate.
Either you are literate or you are not. Itisnota belief.

“l am literate...” Before Gabe could say ‘sir’ again,
the teacher said it is ‘Father.’ hcgou should become a

young student here, you would address me as ‘Father’

Ul’ltil HOU are OF SUC]’T an 856 8ﬂCl advancemcnt O‘F learning

that we will be brothers together. I can understand what
Gabe was Feeling about that. Brotheris odd cnough,
when his brother is so exactlg like him, but Father is far
distant from what we would imagjne of this man with the
clancing stick.”

I |aughecl at his te”ing of all this. But! rea”g felt a
cleep emPtincss with him. “What would it be to have a

brother forever and ever who isjust the same as you, as
Gabe is with Greg, and to have a different thing
altogether be a brother?” 1 told him it must have hurt his
Fcelings to lose a brother like that.

There was a terrible silence at the table. Then
Momma reached her hand over and put her hand on my
hand and said that monks are brothers to each other in
sPirit. It seemed it was about Gabe and Greg, but then,
that terrible silence told me somcthing else. Itis
something not to talk about. Momma and PaPa have a
secret to kcep too. 've alwags known that. Itis buried
cleep with the bad thingl could never make into a goocl
thing.

Gregwas just chattering on and on about the
teacher and Gag

“The teacher had a great big book of Genesis

laging right there on a table. We’ve never seen a book of

c.

Genesis before. It was wider than the Psalms) and bigger
than a gospel. He openecl it and held it up for Gabe to
see. ‘Now son, tell me iFgou can read this writing,’ Gabe
answered, ‘I will have to read it from the page, Father,
because I don’t know this book bg heart.’ The teacher
seemed impaticnt and said, ‘Read it then, son.’ Then

Gabe reac] aloucl avery strange storg that no one woulc]
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ever tell because It seems to be about twins and one was
Plaginga trick on the other. Isn’t that right PaPa?’”

Papa answered there are lots of odd stories in
Genesis. “We haven’t rea”g spent much stuclg time with
that book.” Papa was apologizing a bit for our frail
education, “But as | was te”ing Gregon the way home,
this story was about Jacob tracling the bowl of stew for
his slighﬂg older brothers birthright. It is one of the
several stories about Jacob and his Familg. Jacob was
alwags up to some kind of trick to get cvergthing for
himself. He wandered off and Plagecl his tricks on his
father-in-law, who magbe Plagecl tricks right back on him,
and then when the brothers lived aPart from each other
for many years, and the clag came when theg would meet
up, Jacob was worried he would have a terrible Price to
pay. He was afraid his Family would one clag get back at
him, so he was trying to make up with him bg sencling lots
of fine gimcts ahead and thinldng up some goocl aPologies,
and...”

Greg interrupts) “Papa, do you think the teacher
thought we were those twins?”

Papa laughec]. “Well if he did, he didn’t know you
both very well.”

Thinl(ing as| wasjust then, about brothers, |
thought about what it would be like to have Charlie for a
brother. E\/erg time he had a bad thought he would make
it into a trick to Plag on me. Magbe Gabe and Gregwere

just fortunate theg were brothers together.

“So Greg,” PaPa started the story again, “tell them
what happenecl with Gabe’s test.”

“That was the best Part ever. The teacher was
amazed. He said, “You were actua”g reacling that, weren’t
you? A little twclvc~year~o|cl commoner, reading like a
Priest. Amazing!’ And Gabe said, ‘My brother is goocl at
the lessons also.’ 1 was afraid he was going to give me a
test, and make me stay there too. He didn’t even make
Gabe use the inks, onlg a wax board to show off his
letters, and again, the teacher was amazed.”

Papa ended the story for us. “So Gabe was
allowed to stag, even though J brought no benefactor’s
ghct and we are commoners. But Greg, if you would
decide to stay at Luxeuil too, I think the benefactors of
Metz would know you are worthg. You think about it.”

&

| can see whg you are borecl, Waldonna. It was

Probably not an interesting story for someone who never

has taken a reacling and writing test. | guess we can all be
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glacl Greg said theg never even asked Gabe to chant all
the Psalms for all the hours. That storg woulcl’vejust
gone on and on.
We can just sit here in the quietness of the clag
’Jet onlg the songs of birds fill this silence.
&

I have Plerﬂy of time again to read my book to you

toget!ﬁer and

toclag, Waldonna. And the sun keeps right on shining.
Charlie and 1 finished up the new field for the beans and
bare|9 next year, so wejust have the regular chores to
keeP up with, and with Papa and Greg both here now, my
Part has mostlg been to watch out for PaPa neecling to
hide his healing hurts from Greg. |was Plarming that it
would be a very long time before he is able to carry water
and cut firewood.

But he took me aside toclag and said he is fine
now. He has to do those things to gathcr back his full

strength.  said 1 would ask Momma about that. And 1 did.

And she said to do whatever PaPa says. Then, she took
me aside and said how she was so Proud of me for taking
care of evergthing and everyone. It wasn’t even at
bedtime when everyone has to think of nice things to say
before the thankgou prayers. She said it to me right in

the middle of the clag. “Your PaPa and | appreciate you so
much.”

APPreciate is sort of like love, onlg itisn’t rcc:]uirecl

just because you are God’s creation. It’s about things
someone meant to do on purpose. I rea”y aPPreciate
aPPreciation. I aPPreciate you, Waldonna, for listening to
me as | write my book. 1 appreciatc Greg for coming, back
home with Papa, and | aPPreciate Papa. | aPPreciate
aPPrcciation —itis sPreacling over cvergthingl see. | even
aPPrcciate Charlie for trying so hard after all. Of course,
some things are sti”just regular thank yous.

Thank you God for the beautiful blue waters
rurming down from the mountain and through the woods
and stopping right here so the sun can Plag with the skg
shining on an earth P!ace and the clragomqies candance
after flies and then bend themselves into hearts together.

So that’s how it is, Waldonna. All the aPPreciations
sPread, and then suclclenlg youarein the middle of lots
and lots of thankgous. Everything around us is go!den
and beautiful. That’s whg you come here cvergclag, isn’t it
Waldonna? That’s whg | come.

&
So toclag, little Lagla can stand on her own little

ngS. Momma was hOlCllﬂg her as though ShC was a
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walking person. She smiled and laughecl and kicked her
Fcet, then PloPPecl right down. Hannah was right there to
Pick her up again, but she was slithcring like a lizard away
from her big sister. Momma went over and Pickec] her up
again, but Lagla alreacl9 knew somcthir\g she had never
known before. She was a person and she could do things
on her own. Momma told Hannah to watch her, and she
took Brandell and Haberd outside with her to see the new
flowers blooming all through the Place where onlg flowers
may grow. She told me to come along with her, she had a

Favor to asl(.

PART %

She wanted me to look over each of the flowers
blooming in that Place. The whole little Patch was a sea of
white daisies ﬂowing with the breeze. Each flower was
Catching its own spot of sunshine right in the middle of it.
She said, when | saw one that had withered, 1 wasjust to
pop the withered head off of it and put it on the refuse
heap. She said not to Pu” the whole P!ant out as we
would do with a weecl,just to leave the empty stem to bea
reminder of the flower that once was. That’s how it is true
that onlg flowers may grow — and there are naked stems

there tha‘c rernember thcm.

So I went to work on that, Popping the wilted
heads off the daisies. Each time 1 asked her if one was
wilted enough to pop it off, she said yes.

“Take any that aren’t fresh anymore. Not having to
hold onto wither lets the Plant grow fresh and strong, and
then, when my birthc]ay comes around in the autumn
season, the Place where onlg flowers may grow will be all in
full blooms again, when evergthing else is ga”ing away for
the winter.”

As we workecl, Haberd could see what I was cloing,
and he was going to do it too, but Momma said he
coulc]n’tjust pop the wilted blooms. He would surely PU”
out the P|ant, because he is still so young, even though
he knows which ones to Pu”, his hands don’t alwags do
what he wants them to do, and he woulcljust Pu” too
hard. Soasked Haberd to find me the ones that were
withcrecl, and I would pop them off. We worked on that
for afew minutes, but then he wandered og, as he does.

I worked on it alone until it was done, and on!g
pure white Peta|s were left to dance around in circles
centered with those sunshine orbs. Theg were bobbing
and cliPPing all through the whole flower Patch. It still

feels strange to take away the blooms with nothing more
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than a Promise and a wish that thcg will bloom againjust
when everything else withers.

So that was all the extra work 1 had to do toclag,
and here | am,just sitting here on the warm rock writing in
my book, and basking in the silent sunshine.

&

Last night when everyone was s|eePing except me
and Momma and Papa, | Put my ear to the floor of the loft
and I could hear them ta”dng. Papa told Momma all that
was haPPening while Gabe was taldng his test.

At Luxeuil, the monks hacljust received a message
from the Bishop of Metz. The news was sPokcn by a
nobleman of Metz, Baro Dithrum. He’s the same fellow
who wants Gregto come and ride his horses. Baro
Dithrum was the man who went along with Papa and my
brothers to carry the message from Father Columbanus
to the bishops. So when the bishops sent their guarcls to
kill FPapa, Baro Dithrum ran away and hejust rode back to
Metz and told his bishop that the council of bishops were
Probably Pretencling thcy never got the message and
were still waiting for Father Columbanus to come for their

juclgmcnt of him. Now you would think that all bishops
would be of one mincl, because theg all say that theg are
of one God, but it seems the Bishop of Metz is of a mind

to appreciate Father Columbanus) and not want him sent
back across the sea where he came from.

This Probablg seems like a boring story, but trust
me, there is a ghost part to it. The Bishop of Metz heard
from Baro Dithrum that Papa was killed bﬂ the bishops’
guarcls, but he hadrn’t rea”g seen it happen like Gabe and
Greg saw it.

Now Father Columbanus and his monks got the
message that the messenger theg were ca”ing “Ezra” was
killed, and his sons were nowhere to be found. Theg were
all sorrowing, and keening for Papa, and even kecning for
Greg and Gabe. T!ﬁeg were trging to make a Plan to send
someone to tell Momma what had haPPenec] to her Farnilg,
when all of a sudclen, all three showed up at the
monas‘cerg and no one was dead or lost. Theg wcrejust
going on about the business of ﬁnding a Place for Gabe
amongthe monks.

Papa told Momma the worst Part of that
misunc[erstancling was that everyone at Luxeuil, who
didn’t know them, thought it was rude for a commoner to
bring them his son,just at a time when the monks who had
been in that community for the longest time were grieving
for this Familg who most PCOPIC didn’t even know. Then

WhCl’l someone WhO USCC! to ‘(ﬂOW PaPa came along, hC
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was shocked to see him. Papa said he felt like he was
walking through the corridors as a ghost. Every time he
saw someone he knew and he exPectecl awarm greeting
as an old friend, the person Pa!ecl, or screamed, or called
on God to help, or just Plain ran away. So PaPa was a
ghost to them and Yy some strange nature of ghosts,
theg were afraid.

To me, that seems the oddest Part of this storg.
Whg were PaPa’s friends, who are monks, afraid of the
ghost of someone theg know to be a friend? As Papa tells
of this, no one even seems to wonder whg the monks had
fear. Mommajust reminded Papa she is gratelcul he is alive
and well.

But I still wonder about that fear. Wouldr't it be a
goocl thing to be with the sPirit of a friend once more in
the grieving time? The on19 bad ghosts Pve ever heard of
were told in stories of hates and hurts and vengeance.
Fear of ghosts is sPewcd up froma hurting heart. That’s
what I think. The badness of a ghost is nothing more than
the bad that a living person carried with him into death. At
least that’s what | suppose. And if | suppose that, then
also, J suppose that goodncss can become a ghost as
well. f death has any power to add badness to the earth,

then wouldn’t you think that death could pour out sPirits
of goodness too?

If you live in a world of monks where all SPirit is
gooclness, then it seems it would be a blessing to have
ghosts roaming among the Iiving Peoplc.

But Papa said he had to explain to everyone that
his sons took his bones in a wagon all this way home, and
then he said, thcg all remembered that his wife has
amazing, powers to allow healing to haPPen.

I woke up this morningjust happg everyone is
home now. Well, except for Gabe. And now we can onlg
wonder how long Greg will stay around here.

&

Without Gabe here, it sort of feels like Gregis a
guest. Our lessons are Put aside these clags, and the
assignment of chores is all a muddle. Papa has taken on
some of my tasks, hauling water and cutting wood. And
Momma lets Hannah watch Lagla along with the two little
brothers, so now Momma has more time to make all kinds
of special treats as she would make for a guest, but it is
just for us. And Momma helps me with some of the heavg
things that need to be done. Gregis cloing the big
Projects Charlie didrn’t finish up cloing, so next year we will
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Plant that bigger ﬁe|cljust for the things People like to
eat.

There is talk that the cow is old for calvirlg another
season, and Momma would rather have goats for making
cheese and cooking with goat milk. Most Peoplc here
don’t have those white cows like ours because thcg are
usua”g something raised bg a Druid and some Pagans.
And rnost19 Peoplc are Christian around here. So we
have to walk to a Pagan vi”age to freshen the cow.
Momma says goat hair will £0 nicelg into threads for
weaving, And Papa IS making us a loom.

When we were all ta”dng about changes, I
remembered Charlie’s idea to geta goose to Pu” the
weeds in the healinggarclen. Greg thought that was an
amazing Plan, so after our meal, he went on to Charlie’s
house to take the sack omcgrain Charlie earned working. I
think Gregwants to tell Charlie about Gabe’s test at the
monastery. But!canimagne Charlie isn’t much
interested in reading tests.

I think Gregis also going to ask more about getting
us a goose to Pu” the weeds in the hcalinggarclcn.

Have you ever heard of a goose that could PU”
weeds? I guess that kind of thing isn’t imPortant to you. |
kind of agree, there are no weeds when evergthing that

grows is part of the Creation. And when you start to see
it like that, it turns out so many things you might never
have noticed are rea”g beautiful. That’s somcthir\g you
show me even without words. | see you alwagsjust
watching everything, and then when I start noticing those
little things alwags around us, | see that theg are beautiful
too. Thank you for showing me that. Itis another good
thingto put in this part of my book about goocl things.

&

’'m glacl to see you back toclag. We've had rain
and cdlouds for all these clags, sO | exPectecl you wouldr’t
be out here. When it cleared up a bit, | came down here
anyway. Inthe drearg shadows of Cloucls, cvergthing was
different. There was a different quiet then. It seems
there was a secret of a sorrow with Pi”ows for weeping all
over the skies.

Magbe it’s Greg's sorrow. We all know itis a
sadness we have for Gabe because he isn't sitting, with us
on the benches at the table for meals. 1 wonder if anyone
makes butter for biscuits over there, or if theg even have
a cow for the buttermilk. Itisa goocl Feeling drawn up
from the bad to imagjne that he is havinga very fine time
there with so many others he calls “brothers — brother
this, and brother that.” All those new brothers must help
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fill the cmPtiness that Gabe is Feeling with his twin brother
away. That kind of sorrow is an understanding kind of
hurt. Like, Waldonna, when you notice the beaut9 in the
wcecls, | can see the weeds we would Pu” from the garc]en
inanew way, through the way you see, and then 1 know
something more of beautg. Seeing sadness is like that
too. It seems all of us who are a Familg of Peoplejust know
another’s sorrow through our own.

So I came here at the last breeze of the rain9 clags,
and saw on the calming currents of the creek the last of
the drops 5P|ashing holes on the stillness of the water.
Toclay the holes aren’t there. It is a beautiful silence we
share, isn’t it Waldonna?

&

Greg asked Charlie about the goose that Pu”s
weeds, and Charlie said he asked his granclmother if we
could have one of those. It seems Momma was right when
she guessecl theg would need to be trained when theg
were very 9oung,just as the birds who come back to us
with messages from Luxeuil are the same ones that were
hatched and ﬂedgecl in our own dovecote. So then,
Momma wanted to g0 and talk with Charlie’s granclmother
about the geese. She took the clonkeg cartand a special
ghct of butter and biscuits for all of them. Usua”g, she

just takes People healing herbs and fixes for hurts, so
when she shows up with a basket of biscuits, theg will
surclg know she has come asking.

Papa and Greg have set to work stacking a higher
wall around the healinggarclen and stretching the wall
that is there to touch the shed. With the wall that way, the
g00se can go inside the shed when it is cold and be near
where the chickens roost. The one thing about that shed,
though, is that it is the very P|ace where a whole nest of
honeg bees have their hive. Papa climbs up the ladder on
the outside of the shed and takes out a honegcomb. I
think he keePs it a secret how he does that because he
doesr’t want the bees to know when he is coming, -~ it
makes them angry, and he doesn’t want any of us outside
when the bees are angry. Even the chickens have to stag
out of the shed when the honeg is harvested. I don’t
know what that new goose will do with all the stuff that
goes onin that shed.

And this is the strangest thing of all. Papa and
Greg have clug up a P!ace in the new Par‘c of the healing
garclen, which is the part nearest the shed, and theg are
taking all the rocks out of a hole and using the rocks for
the new wa”, then making the hole clecper and decper,
with onlg athin layer of rocks in the inside of it. And thcg
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Plan to dam up the rill that runs off the mountain and
under the shed. Then it will go into the hole and make a
Poncl for the goose. When the Poncl is ﬁ”ecl, the water
won’tjust sPi” out angwherc, like where the water runs
down here and muddies the wood, it will leave bg a
Particular P|ace theg Plan and g0 back to beinga little rill
under the shed again. Can you imagjne PCOPIC benclinga
creek and maldnga Pond? I would have thought it was
God who made the Paths the waters follow.

You Probablg alreaclg knew about this. But now |
see that those beavers who swim all around with their big
old sticks are the ones who made this little stillness like a
Poncl in our own creek here. | say my thank yous to God
anyway for our still water here because you could say,
God made the beavers who stilled the waters. | mean, you
could say that. Ina way, it’s true. But you dor’t have to
worry about that. 1 dor’t think the beavers will ever take
this Place away from us. Surelg theg can’t move this rock
which is my favorite part of this.

l’mjust lging here in the sunshine Iooking off the
cclge of this rock, and toclag | see that the sunshine owns
the Poncl. All'1see when ook over the eclgc into the
water is the blue of the sl<3 and off here in the corner a

big bolt of sunshine. Sometimes when the sun shines

above, | can see right through the shadow of the rock and
into the deep. And sometimes, when the sunshine tiPs in
the afternoon, I look and there is the sun shining right
back for a skg on the water. Once when the sun wasjust
right, I hung way over the eclge of the rock and looked
straight down. I saw something then that | know I should
never tell anyone that | saw. Itis somethingl know. And it
is something God knows, and it is something my parents
know too. But Momma and Papa dor’t know that 1 know.
Sothatis my secret.

&

Greg and Papa were along with us toclag at church.
The songs were ncarlg the fullness of Peﬁcect music. It
felt so good to be with everyone, neighbors like Charlie’s
Familg — even his old grandma came up from that va”eg
there. Momma’s visit to her, ta”dng about a goose, she
said, made her feel so useful.

“The geese are very olcl, and the orchard where
theg Pu” the weeds is also very old.”

She talks on and on to tell us theg are all the same
geese and all the same orchard as she has alwags known.
And she is very old.

She doesn’t hear very much, like Mater Doe, but

she doesn’t watch for a |istening clue. Shejust yammers
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on and on in her own silence, S0 evergbodg hears
whatever she snorts about, and she never hears any of us
answer back.

She rants onand onin rePititions about the
Foreign monks of the monasterg, and she chastises God
for letting them stay on the sacred huntinggrouncls of
Gaul, though no one is sure which gocl let them in and
what gocl it was that sanctified Gaul. I listen as hard as |
can, as many times as she complains the same thing, she
never names the goc]s. But toclag she made a hard effort
to come all this way to the church in a handcart, with
Charlie and his brothers towing it bg the handles like
theg were oxen. She wanted to see Momma and tell her
more instructions for havinggeese in an orchard. Or
magbe sheis te”ing the same instructions again that
Momma alreaclg heard. But she wanted to see Momma
again.

| stagecl after everyone left todag to help Mater
Doe haul out some bones that were left after the altars
burned. Even in this bad season for the hunt, a broken
old stag was burnt up in Praise of gods somewhere,
wherever the smoke curls off too, I guess. | hauled it away
for her, back to the Pit in the woods.

I was te”ing Mater Doe about you. But dor’t
worry, I know she doesn’t hear my words. Shejus‘c
watches and stares, as though she could hear. I can talk
to her about any secret or wonder or even something |
onlg guess at, and she never argues back or tells me she
knows better because she is alreaclg wise. Shejust
watches my face and decides if 'm te”ing something that
is gooc] or not. You know how | aPPreciate that, don’t
you, Waldonna? 1t doesn’t matter if she knew angthing of
what I was saying; still she watches me with her sParHing
black eyes as if it were imPortant. When 1 left, she
touched my hand and told me to come again.

She was watching 50 carfncuuy toclag when Papa
and I were Plaging the harps for the singing, | wish she
could hear me Plag. 'm getting better at that all the time.
My little brother Brancle”just stares at my ﬁngcrs then he
Pretcnds to Plag the harP bg wiggling his ﬁngers as fast as
he can and waving his hands in the air. That’s how I know |
am Plaging so well.

&

So this is what haPPens with the geese. Charlie’s
granclmother doesn’t raise the geese, shejust keeps them
there, so Momma can’t get any babg geese, even if she
would be one who would give somcthing like that. And
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she isn’t. Momma was told of another Place where geese
are raised. Someone at the church has a neighbor, soitis
near enough that she can goin the clonkeg cart. Gregis
going to go with her, so thcy don’t even need me to get
the cart reaclg this morning, Papa and Gregare nearlg

done wi‘ch the goose wa” ancl the new water hole in the

healinggarclen. I think a goose will make our farm Penccct.

Things are alwags changing.

Papa and Greg are trying to get the big things
done, so theg can go away to Metz, and Charlie will be
our helper again.

When theg were at the monasterg leaving off Gabe
to be a monk t!ﬁere, the monasterg gave Papa aletter to
take to the Bishop of Metz all about Greg, PaPa read the
letter, and he told Momma in their whisPers last night that
he feels, as a commoner, all these kings and dukes and
barons are reaching into our Fami|5 to take the sons away.
 think he is sorry he made us learn to read and write
because commoners aren’t suPPoscd to do that. He said
itis a Problcm of “ﬁtting into the clothes of a king too
easilg, while livinga monk’s simple poverty.” That’s what
Papa said, and he needs to make ghcts in Gabe’s name, as

Gabe becomes a monk.

I heard him saying that our farm is not ours. |
thought it was God’s, but it is part of the lands that are
overseen bg the monaster9 and under the rule of the
kings. The kings are alwags ﬁghting, so when there was no
king to rule this part, the granclmother of the ldng ruled,
then a different l(ing came along with the same
granclmother, and then no king was ruling, so a nobleman
was helping out bg being in Chargc, then he decided it was
more imPortant to have a monastery thana Castle, 50 he

just became the bishop, and all we know is a commoner
like Papa doesr’t rule this land. That s the big mess of
things that makes it so Papa has to take a better gth than
asack of barley in Gabe’s name. So, if Greg goes and
works for the rulers of Metz, then the ghct from Metz will
be in Gabe’s name, and it won’t matter that Papa is
common. It sounds Complicatccl doesn’t it, Waldonna? |
dor’t even understand it. l’mjust glacl I am slow at reac]ing
s0 | might still be common enough to belong here. Itis
cluite anice farm, and soon, to have a goose, it will be
even better then.

&

Here | am the “man of the house” again so | have to
wait until my work is done before I can bring my book and
scribe my thoughts of the clag. So, Walclorma} when you
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have alreaclg gone in for the clag, I wi”just write it to read
to you tomorrow. This is what haPPenecl here gcsterclag,
when you weren’t here, and yet I was writing,

I went out on the warm rock where I like to lie and
look straight down into the deep of the still Pool because
the shadow of the rock keePs the sun from sPreading the
blue of the 5l<3 across the toP eclge of the water. When
the rock shadow curls under in the afternoon glint, and|
look straight down on the water, | sometimes see the bog
who is my secret. So gestcrclag, after you were alreaclg
gone away, | looked down, and the bog was there looking
back at me.

I waited for him to say something. But hejust
looked up at me. He has golden curlsjust like mine but he
has my momma’s eyes.

So magbe it was his blue eyes that gave the skg the
idea to sPreacl blue all across this still water. Magbe the
cleeP waters alreaclg know him well. He said nothing at all
to me with words, but magbe he wanted me to know himin
away oﬁust knowing, when we didr’t have to say
angthing or write angthing. He is my secret. So we just
watched each other for a very long time. | watched him,
and he watched me. When the breeze came and wrinkled

his face, ljust went on home keeping himin my heart.

Toclag} he isn’t here. Now through the shadow of
the rock, I can see green feathered rocks and the swigglg
grasses, clancing their slow water dances, spreacling arms
out longing to reach away to the far P!aces wherever the
creek runs off after the beaver dam. The slow longing
grasses can never reach there, though, because thcg are
clinging to the rocks at the bottom of the creek with their
roots. Roots can do that to you. Theg kecp you safe in
one Place, but theg never let you loose to see somcthing
more. Momma told Greg when he and PaPa left to goto
Metz, “Remember your roots.” | think she wanted him to
stay at home Forever, even though she knew he would
leave one clag. That’s how it is with Familg, no matter how
much you love them, theg unplant and follow the longing.

&

Momma went back to some far neighbor who raises
geese. She took a bag of oats and traclecl, not for geese,
but for fresh goose eggs that she kept warm all the way
home. Now she is letting our hens, the setters, have them
for setting. When theg hatch, I would suppose the hens
will be very surPrised. lam suPPosecl to watch for that
when | go out to get eggs. Momma wants to take the
babg geese away from the hens when theg are looking a
bit more like baby geese than babg chicks, and then she
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will try to gjve those geese the idea that weeds are very
tasty and healing herbs aren’t that goocl. She says that’s
how thcg will learn to Pick weeds.

Now, this is very odd. Hannah and 1 are going to
be Pu”ing out the tiny little babg weeds and saving them
for the goose training. Momma said we aren’t suPPosecl
to do this when Charlie is here helping, because he surclg
wor’t understand what we are trying to do, and even if he
did know it, he wouldr’t be able to tell which were tiny
weeds and which were the healing herbs. He alreacl9
can’t ﬁgure that out, and it will be harder when we are
lctting the herbs grow and then Co”ecting the babg weeds
to l(eep. But it was Charlie who knew all about the
weeder geese in the first Placel You would think he could
at least get this right. Momma doesn’t want to risk it.

She said we might not even have cnough babg
weeds in the healinggarclen when the time comes, sO she
laid some out little tiny weeds on the table and asked
Hannah and I to pay careful attention to what theg are so
we can collect them from other P|accs where we £0.

That's the thing about weeds and garclens that is
the oddest nature of all. Weeds are onlg weeds when
theg are in the wrong Places. Soif1find a garc]en weed
here at the wild grasses bg the creek, where we norma”g

would let them grow, ’'m supposccl to Pu” them out very
Caremcu”g with their roots and take them up to the cottage
for Momma to put with the goose things. These babg
weeds aren’t suPPosed togoon the heaP, theg are onlg
for the feed stash for the geese. What is so bad we Pu” it
up in one Place is so fine to keep in another.

Soin my heart, I tell my secret brother that
something that seems bad in one Place is the same thing
that may be good in another. It makes it very comcusing
to make a bad thing into a gooc] thing. But it also makes it
Possible.

&

Papa came back from Luxeuil this morning,. Greg
stagecl thcre, SO PaPa came alone. On their way he and
Greg walked to Luxeuil before theg went on to Metz, so
Papa also saw that Gabe is cloing well, and was haPPg to
see them, but he’s not lonelg because he lives with others.
That’s gooc]. Then at Luxeui!) theg borrowed horses from
the stable to ride to Metz. Thatis whg Papa is home so
soon. If thcg had to walk there, it would have taken them
longer.

Papa said he talked with the Bishop of Metz about
Baro Dithrim’s offer for Gregto be trained as a guarcl one
clag, and Papa said he was against it. He gave the letter
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from the overseer of ghcts at Luxeuil to the bishop of
Metz, and the bishop told PaPa he knew the gospels well
50 he knew that Jesus would never be a warrior. But PaPa
didr’t like his answer because he was or1|5 saying Jesus
wouldn’t carry a weapon and that seemed to be saging
nothing at all about Christians. That is PaPa’s WOrTy. The
bishop said that bg the rule of the church, Greg would
not be cloinga sin to learn the sword, but the bishop
doesn’t know about PaPa’s stubborn ideas of the Bible.

Even Momma will argue that Papa only listens to
the Jesus rule, and she says the Bible is so much more
than that. But we never learn any of it except the gospels
and the Psa|ms.

Papa answered Momma with an arguing tone, “The
Jesus rule is the whole rule. Jesus learned his rule from
the most ancient law: Love God above all else, and love
your neighbor as Qoursehc. Angthing that breaks that law
turns to sPoil in God’s time. Even if it is in the ePistles and
the Prophets, if it doesn’t keep the rule, it will turn to
sPoi!. The sword is alwags against love for an enemy. It
onlg divides!”

He was ta”dng with Momma about never bending
this hard rule and 1 was stacldng the wood in the house.
Then when theg saw | was listening, theg went together to

the Place where only flowers may grow, and I saw them out
there a long time,just bowing their heads, and holcling
hands, then hugging. I know theg were very sad. Thatis
where thcg take their sadness together out to that Place
where onlg flowers may grow.

But now that Place has on19 leaves and stems for
the daisies because | Pu”ecl the withered tops off the
flowers and Put them in the heap. So there theg were,
Momma and Papa toget!ﬁer in that sPeCial Place with no
flowers at a”, only sadness that Greg and Gabe are both
gone away now. | wish I could make this bad thinggoocl
for them.

So just now, Waldonna, I'm waiting for the sun to
shift to the west a bit so when 1 look down from the rock
where I will see my brothers Face, he can know what |
know in my lﬂeart, that Momma and PaPa are sacljust now.
Mg brother is the whole of gooclncss that was lost to
them on the clag I was born — that we were born, he and 1.
Magbe he still knows the way to touch their spirit with
gooclncss.

When I come down herc, Waldonna, and | see you
with your brothers all sitting here bg the creek, then in an
instant, it isjust you watching and listening. You must
know what it is to have brothers and then to have no
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brother, ortobea Parent of two sons and then theg are
gone away.

I should shout my woes to God, I suppose. But if |
tell God that I know the secret of my brother, then God
will tell them 1 know him. And it will on19 sadden Momma
and Papa all the more because theg never want me to
know the bad thing of my birthdag. We each ‘(eep the
same secret from each other so no one can hurt for it. 1t
is buried cleep in the earth, down, lower than even the
roots of the flowers may reach -- dark and cold in the
clepths of that Placc where on19 flowers may grow. Toclag
there is nothing b|ooming.

The stems that 1 left there turned Pa!e and brittle.
Yet even now, Momma Promises flowers will bloom again
on my birthclag. And even now, thcg take their sadness
to that Place empty of flowers as it is. When the green
leaves leftover there move a bit in the rustlirlg, the tangles
of wither show at the roots. 1 can’t see how this will ever
again wear that white flower cloak with each clai59 eye a
new sun.

&

if I could see that face on the water, | would sPeak
to him toclag, and I would tell him that Momma and Papa
think he is onlg in the earth, deeP in the soil where even

the roots can barelg touch him. Theg imagjne his bones in
the clarlmess, but when I come here to look into the deep,
I see him here, blue eyes like the skg, like the sl<9 that
glints off the water. He has the same eyes as Momma. |
can tell him, 1 know what it is to have that kind omcgo!clen
hair. It makes curls and Momma touches the Curls, and
combs them Prettg. She alwags cuts the black hair of
Papa and Greg and Gabe in the Roman st5|e, but she says
she can’t bear to cut our beautiful golclen curls. Do you
notice when she is touchir\g our curls? For me, the
s!ightest little breeze struts a!ong and tousles my hair,
then my hair isjust amess of straw. But you are one who
would always have had the beautiful curls iFgou here for
touching. I know you are the gooc]ness of us. Ithink theg
would be very happg to find you here as | do sometimes.
Theg Coulcljust come here and look over this rock and
down at the water, and see 9oujust |oo‘<ing with no word
spokcn on19 the silence of cleeP love. Where no words are
sPokcn, in that CJCCP Place where God can hear prayers,
there is nothing that is lost. You are here for me and for
them. In God’s time of forever is the love.
&
Waldonna, ’'m so glac{ to see you. | wasjust

thin‘(ing of my brothers. Greg and Gabe are gone away
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now, and the thingl wor’t tell them that | know is the
secret | keep. It is that | have a brother too.

ust call him brother, but 1 don’t know what they
named F{im. He was the sadness of death at my birth.
Momma and Papa try so hard to Pretencl I am the
gooclness of that bad, but rea”g ljust remind them of the
hurt. Now he is in the P|ace where onlg flowers may grow

just begoncl the well. But still, | come here to see him. |
know who he is. It is for him that the flowers bloom on my
birthclag. My secretis that | know his soul. 1 hope God
never tells them that. It will onlg make them remember their
SOrTOW.

We should stop talking now. | think someone is
coming, down here. Charlieis sneaking there through the
tall grasses behind you. Watch out, Waldonna!

&

THEN?

I am writing now in Simon’s book.

On that terrible clag | found this littlejournal I
made from papyrus ends that were a gi]ct for our very
CluiCt, but thoughhcul son, Simon. | found it bg the big
rock by the creek.

Theses last pages were left unwritten as are the
years of his life to come. And so I have filled these empty
pages with my tears.

Charlie said he went down to the creek and he saw
Simon on the big rock writing in the book and ta”dng
aloud “like a babbler. Then,” he said, “ona log across
the creek there was a big delicious~lool<ing Poncl turtle.”
So Charlie said he “crossed the creck at the shallows and
went around behind the granclpa of all turtles, creeping
up on that great feast of turtle soup, that wasjust sitting,
ona log starring at Simon like it was his pet PUPPH’”

Charlie said he thought it would be easy “just to
take that turtle. But Simon He”ecl and scared it into the
water. Then Simon went in to save the turtle.”

Turtles can swim. Simon couldn’t.

When his brother Samuel didn*t live, 1 tried so hard
to ‘(eep a secret of my own guilt and gri@c hoping to save
my living children from My SOrrow.

But Simon knew my secret and that became his
secret. The goocl thing that came from the bad was that
Simon left us his words and here is the sPiri’c of him,
alwags.

Though | tried to keep a secret of the sorrow
Simon found the sPiri‘c of that babg anyway, and now he
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has given me this little window into heaven to know
Simon’s own sPirit is also set free. Through our gri@c we
know Simon now, in the same way he has alwags known
his brother.

Laz took the Pale form of this beautiful child, in his
arms, drenched in the creek water. He carried him up the
hill isobbing. We all saw the father’s tears. Hannah and
Haber‘c, and Brandell - 1 had Layla in my arms, and
Charlie was Fo”owing close behind when he brought
Simon up from the waters. The father’s tears flowed down
as he laid this tangible thing, Pale and soaldng onto the
leaves and stems of so many gone daisies.

He wailed, right in front of the children. He said, “I
have so often carried my s|eeP9 children up to the loft at
bedtime...”

Hannah looked at me, and she saw I was sobbing
too. Toclag the children saw us crying,

Itis my instinct and my need as his mother to touch
my son, to hold him close to my breast, and tousle his
golden curls one more time.

Laz blames himself. He said he never taught Simon
to swim because he never even considered the creek was

SO dCCP.

Laz keeps rePeating his Failing. «Of all the useless
things that | Pushed him to learn, ljust never taught him to
swim. | could have done that. He would have learned it
we”, but 1 didr’t know how cleep the water would be.”

[ tell my husband it wasn’t his fault. 1t wasjust
something that happened. I learned those words from
him. “It isn't your fault. 1t isjust something that
happenecl.” He said that to me over and over again when
Simon’s brother Samuel was born in the silence of no
breath or babg’s shout. And then Simon was bom,
shouting his full cry into life!

But | know Samuel’s death was my Fault, because |
am the person who is called on to save the babies and the
mothers and any others Failing in life. 1 am the one who
heals People. lguicle them safelg through birth and 1 hold
them back from death.

Laz alwags adds, “...with the help of God.”

So, should 1 blame God? ’m the one who didrt
take time when these twins were in my womb to sit with
them in quietuclc.

“Passed” Laz said, “Yes, that is what can be said.
Whoever he was, who was and is beloved to us and to
God has Passec] from this cold and wet being we can hold

in our arms and kiss one last time, Passccl ontoa
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shimmering Place of Spiri‘c that visits us in peace and then
wanders off to be ever near his brother Samuel whose
name we never said. We lag this child cleeP in the earth,
cleeper than the stems and leavcs, deeper even than the
reach of roots.”

| see it in their faces around me, |oo‘<ing up at me,
hoping not to see my tears. Itis my instinct to hide my
sorrow from them. But now, | see that each of these little
ones, seeing, both of their parents in such sorrow, know
that to be loved is notjust worthg of hugs and smiles, love
is also worthg of tears.

So, our children ask, whg doesn’t Gocljust fix this
flaw in love?

| can answer, “Magbe because we know God is
love, and love shares our gri@c.”

Now Simon is sicle~bg~sicle with his brother,
Samuel, who shares his birthclay with Simon. So when
these flowers bloom the second time in October, we will
alwags know these bogs are beloved.

Samuel lives all minglecl into Holg SPiri‘c and that is
where Simon found him. Simon told a turtle he named
Waldonna about this brother of his. Earthly life, even life
forever and ever is the riches of griemc as griemc IS ~~

untouchable beautg -~ immeasurable Pain.

To Simon, | love you always, Momma
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