





PUFFIN BOOKS
THE ROOT CELLAR

Imagine climbing down the steps of an abandoned root cellar —
and finding yourself suddenly transported into the world of a
hundred years ago .

Imagine meeting a boy and a girl who are part of that world,
making friends with them, and getting caught up with them in
the excitement and chaos of the American Civil War across the
border . ..

This is what happens to Rose Larkin. Rose is an orphan who
lives in New York City. But when she is twelve years old, she is
packed off to live with relatives in an old farmhouse in Ontario.
She is lonely and unhappy . . . until one day she discovers the
old root cellar — and stumbles into the world of the late 1860s.

There Rose makes friends with Will and Susan, and when
Will runs away to fight and does not return, she realizes she
must reach across time to help save him. She and Susan set out
on a journey that brings them into unexpected dangers and
adventures — a journey on which Rose gains the strength and
confidence to deal with her own world.

Janet Lunn was born in Texas and raised in New England. She
has lived in Canada since 1946. She is married and has five
children and three grandchildren. She is a leading children’s
book critic and reviewer, and has lectured extensively on the

subject.
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It was a cold wet afternoon in October when Rose
Larkin came to live in the house at Hawthorn Bay. Rain
dripped from the branches of the big horse-chestnut tree
in the front yard and hung in large drops from the tangle
of bushes around the house. Rose stood in the driveway,
where Aunt Stella had left her, feeling that she had
never been in a place more dismal in all her life. Its
bleakness seemed to echo her own sense of being com-
pletely abandoned. In the weeks since the death of her
grandmother she had been shipped from relative to
relative and finally delivered — like a package, she
thought bitterly — to an aunt and uncle she had never
seen.

Rose was an orphan. Her mother and father had been
killed in a car crash when she was three years old, and
she had gone to live with her mother’'s mother in New
York City. Her grandmother was a business woman
who travelled all over the world. An austere woman,
more dutiful than loving, she took Rose with her
everywhere she went which meant that Rose spent as
much time in hotels as she did in their apartment on
Upper Fifth Avenue in New York.
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Grandmother did not believe in schools. ‘' They teach
only what's fashionable — and that not very well,”’ she
snorted. So every evening, from the day Rose was five,
they did lessons together. Every morning she had to do
homework. Every afternoon she was free to do as she
pleased. Wet days she read or explored the hotel. Fine
days she poked around shops or went to museums or
movies in foreign languages. She often sat for hours in
parks, watching people — old people feeding the birds,
shoppers, strollers, mothers or fathers with their
children. Rose had never known other children and they
fascinated her. She often longed to speak to them,
sometimes even to become part of their games, but they
frightened her. They were apt to be rough and make
loud jokes, and she was afraid she wouldn’t know what
to say to them. Her grandmother told her more than
once that she was better off without them, that she
would learn more about being an adult if she associated
only with adults.

In consequence she didn’t know much about living
with people. She and her grandmother were like two
polite strangers together. Rose had leamed early that
when she was quiet and obedient her grandmother was
pleasant — and not so pleasant when she wasn’t. The
death of ker parents had left her with a nagging fear that
her grandmother too might disappear if she misbehaved
so she became a stiff, self-possessed child about whom
many said she was more like a china doll than a little
girl. She didn't look like a china doll. Her bright red hair
was pulled tightly into two neat braids. She had a long
nose and her face was pointed which gave her a slightly
elfish look and sometimes led strangers to expect
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mischief or humour until they looked more closely at
her set chin, her mouth so firmly shut and the guarded
expression that was too often in her large grey eyes.

Without other children, an alien among adults, Rose
came to the conclusion when she was about eight that
she didn't belong in the world. She believed she was a
creature from somewhere else. She could no longer
remember her mother or father and she figured that the
story about her having parents was made up to keep her
from finding the truth. She hadn't the least idea where
she might have come from but she had absolute faith
that one day she would go there. Meanwhile she did her
best to mind her own business and keep out of
everyone's way. She was often lonely but she had early
accepted loneliness as a condition of her life.

The year Rose turned twelve, her grandmother de-
cided she should go to boarding school in Paris. They
went to Paris together and the first night, in their hotel
room, her grandmother had a heart attack. Rose was
paralyzed with fear.

““Don't stand there gaping, child,”” her grandmother
croaked between gasps of pain. ‘'Call the desk. Get a
doctor.” Feeling as though her feet were made of lead,
like someone in a nightmare, Rose did as she was told,
and she went along in the ambulance to the hospital and
sat in the waiting room while her grandmother was
wheeled off on a stretcher. She forced herself to think of
nothing while doctors and nurses bustled around her.
Half an hour later the doctor came to tell her that her
grandmother had died.

Stunned, she managed a polite nod and said stiffly,
“’Merci, Monsieur.’’ She took a taxi back to the hotel,
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phoned Great-Aunt Millicent in New York and waited
for Great-Uncle Arnold to come on the night plane. Her
hands shook and she had no appetite but otherwise she
managed to remain calm and possessed all through the
trip home and the funeral afterwards.

She spent a week with each of her grandmother’s
sisters after which they had a meeting in Great-Aunt
Millicent’s apartment. Rose sat rigidly on the edge of
her chair. Uncle Amold said he thought she ought to be
sent to school, Aunt Millicent said she wasn'’t sure what
should be done, and Aunt Stella said, "Why not send
her to Nan Henry’s?"’

Nan Henry was Rose’s father’s only sister. She lived
with her husband and four sons on an island off the
north shore of Lake Ontario. When Aunt Stella phoned
her, Nan said, as if it was the simplest thing in the
world, ''Of course Rose can come and live with us. Tell
her to bring a bucket of paint and a paint brush, we've
just moved in.”” At which, when Aunt Stella reported
the words, Aunt Millicent raised her eyes towards the
ceiling but offered no argument.

"“Now, dear,”’ she gushed, '‘before you go to your new
home, I think we’'d better do something about you,
hadn’t we?"’ Rose felt like a specimen in a museum case
as Aunt Millicent gave her braids a small tug, patted the
lace collar of her good navy blue challis dress and ap-
praised her with sharp eyes but she was much too
bewildered and too well behaved to say anything. She
went obediently to the hairdresser where, with two
quick chops, her braids were left lying on the floor and
her hair was in inch-long curls all over her head. '‘So
chic,” twittered Aunt Millicent and took Rose from
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there to a shop where she bought her a pair of tight black
velvet pants, a pair of tall slim boots with two-inch
heels and a sealskin jacket, clothes suited to a seven-

teen- or eighteen-year-old fashion model. On Rose they
looked foolish and she was thoroughly miserable in
them. And she felt naked without her braids.

Aunt Stella, who worked in television, said she had a
trip to Toronto coming up and wouldn’t mind making a
bit of a detour to drop Rose off at the Henrys’. So one
night in October Uncle Arnold packed all Rose’s belong-
ings into the back of Aunt Stella’s blue sports car and
before dawn the next morning Rose and Aunt Stella left
New York.

Rose sat most of the day with her fists clenched in her
lap, alternately chafing at the discomfort of her new
clothes and shorn hair and thinking of the dreadful
things that were sure to happen in the Henry household.

““Who is Aunt Nan, anyway?’ she wondered
peevishly, and the answer came, ‘A woman with no
sense.’’ Her grandmother had said that once when Rose
had asked. What did that mean anyway? And then there
were the boys — four of them. She shuddered. The day
wore on. The New York State Thruway was endless, but
at the same time it wasn’t long enough. Rose would
have been glad as they came nearer and nearer to the
Canadian border if they could have driven for ever. By
the time they reached Lake Ontario she had worked
herself into a frenzy of worry. When Aunt Stella drove
onto the little ferry that would take them to the island
and said, ''We should be there in not more than half an

hour,”” Rose was almost ready to leap out of the car.
It had been raining on the island but even with
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everything grey and wet and most of the leaves gone
from the trees the low, rolling countryside was pretty.
There were big old houses and barns, huge silos and
field after field of bright orange pumpkins, making a
kind of space Rose wasn’t used to. And there were not
many people in sight. In cities there were always peo-
ple.

They passed through several small, neat villages,
with big houses of brick or clapboard where late flowers
bloomed along porches and walks. Eight miles past the
last village, near the south shore of the island, Aunt
Stella turned down a dirt road. It curved around a deep
bay — Hawthorn Bay a sign read. Aunt Stella had her
hand-drawn map on her lap and she told Rose to start
looking at mail boxes. They had driven around a sharp
corner and over a creek when they came to an old red
brick house, sadly neglected and all but surrounded by
bushes. An enormous horse-chestnut tree in the front
yard loomed over it, and a pair of gnarled maples leaned
towards each other out by the road. The name HENRY
was printed in uneven letters on the rusty mail box.

Aunt Stella pulled into the driveway and stopped. ‘'l
can see why Nan said bring a bucket of paint,"’ she said
wryly. She got out of the car. ''You wait here. I'll tell
them we've arrived."’

Rose watched as she picked her way through the tall
grass and weeds in her high-heeled shoes and knocked
on the front door. No answer. She went across to the
smaller door at the west end of the house and knocked.
No answer. She pushed open the door and went inside.
In less than two minutes she was back.

""There's nobody home. Isn’t that like Nan. I'll bet
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she’s got the wrong day. Damn! Well, there's a note on
the kitchen table saying, "Dear furnace man, we'll be
back soon, come in and go right down to the cellar.’
How she expects him to find the note unless he's
already in I can’t imagine, and anyway who leaves notes
to the furnace man saying, ‘dear furnace man'? Listen
Rose, I really can't wait. I'm sorry to just dump you like
this but I expected Nan to be here and I promised this
guy I'd be in Toronto for dinner. I'm sure you'll be O.K.
because the note says they'll be right back. Why don’t
you make yourself at home. Now, if you'll give me a
hand with this stuff —""'

“I'm not going to stay here,’”’ declared Rose. It was
the first time she could remember ever having voiced an
objection to anything she had been told to do but the
prospect of living in a derelict house remote from
anything or anyone she'd ever known filled her with
sudden panic. She didn’t plead, she stated flatly, “‘I'll
come with you to Toronto. You won't find me any trou-
ble. Then I'll go back to New York. I'll go to school
there.”

““Don’t be silly, Rose.”” Aunt Stella stopped hauling
suitcases out of the trunk and brushed a wet leaf from
her suit. ‘‘This is just the thing for you though you may
not think so right now. I expect you're missing your
grandmother but Nan's a good sort and the boys are just
what you need. You'll love it here. Now come along and
give me a hand.”

Rose gave up. That one small declaration of in-
dependence was all she could manage. Mechanically,
she grabbed a suitcase. Together she and Aunt Stella
tugged and lugged and got the three big suitcases and
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two boxes of books out of the car and into the dark
house. They didn't stay long, just long enough for Rose
to get an impression of a low-ceilinged, old-fashioned
kitchen full of books and papers and dirty dishes. Back
to the car to make sure there wasnothing of Rose's left
there and then Aunt Stella was off.

""Goodbye, Rose, I'm sure you're going to love it here!
Be a good girl, have fun. Tell Nan I'm sorry I missed
her.”” With a quick wave, she was off down the road
leaving Rose standing in the driveway clutching her
overnight bag.

She stood there uncertainly. She didn’'t want to go
back inside and she couldn’t stand in the driveway all
afternoon. She stared numbly at the house.

It was a big, square house with a low wing at either
end. There had clearly been a porch all along the front.
Where it had been attached there was a smudged line
spotted with bricks of the wrong size and colour, mor-
tared in to repair holes. The chimney at the east end had
crumbled and the roof of the shed that still clung to the
kitchen was badly caved in.

“"Nobody cares about this house,”’ thought Rose.
““Nobody.”” Suddenly, and without the sun actually
coming out, the sky brightened to a luminous silver and
the old house stood etched on the surrounding air as
though it had appeared from some other time or place. It
looked like a painting, with its bright red bricks, its
white trim, its pink and blue and purple flower beds.
From somewhere near came the sound of water gurgling
and a bird cried out a single note that echoed and re-
echoed in the silence.

Rose gasped and took an eager step forward. The
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brightness faded. The sky grew grey again. The moment
was past. The house was as it had been, its bricks
darkened with age and rain, its trim all but peeled off —
and there were no flowerbeds.

"I don’t understand that.’”” Rose shivered inside her
fur coat. Still holding tightly to her overnight bag she
marched resolutely up to the front door. Close up it was
shabbier and more pathetic than at a distance. In front of
the door there was an old pump she had not noticed
before, and the ground around it was bare mud.

Grabbing hold ef the pump handle for support, Rose
leaned forward and peered into the nearest downstairs
front window. From inside two bright black eyes peered
back at her.

For a full second Rose stood frozen, her heart beating
frantically. She did not notice that her overnight bag had
slipped from her hand. She leaned against the pump
handle, and as the shock wore off she could see that the
eyes were not floating in space — they belonged in a
small, sun-browned face as wrinkled as an apple doll's.
The mouth was turned up at the edges and the nose was
so small it almost disappeared into the wrinkles. The
eyes were like dark moons, blinking and staring at Rose
in obvious disbelief. As Rose stared through the win-
dow, the whole face crinkled up in a smile so bright it
seemed as if the sun had come out. Then it disappeared.

In an instant, an old woman appeared from around the
corner of the house. She was small, not much taller
than Rose. On top of her apple-doll face, her white hair,
the colour of old ivory, was neatly wound around her
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head in two thin braids. She was dressed in a cotton
print dress that reached almost to her ankles, with a
flowered apron over it and a large knitted grey shawl
around her shoulders. She was the oddest-looking per-
son Rose had ever seen.

"I see you come back.” The old woman smiled. ‘I
didn't mean to scare you." Shyly she reached out and
touched Rose on the arm. Rose jumped back nervously.

"'I beg your pardon?”’

"You come back.”’

‘I beg your pardon. I think you must have made a
mistake. I've never been here before.”

"‘Oh, Rose!"’ For a moment the old woman looked at
her sadly. Then a light of understanding came to her
eyes. ''l see,’” she said slowly, ‘‘I see. You only just
come now. Then youdon't. . . of course you don’t. Oh,
Rose! Now I done it.”” She stopped and looked around
her apprehensively.

"'T suppose she must be senile,”” Rose decided, '‘like
old Aunt Prue. In a minute she'll start shouting and
throwing things.”’ As she had been taught to do with her
grandmother’s aged aunt, she explained slowly and
loudly that she was Rose Larkin from New York City.

"'I've come to live with Aunt Nan and Uncle Bob. Are
you a relative of theirs?"’

The old woman sighed. She shrugged her shoulders
uncomfortably. ‘‘Oh, well, I'm Mrs. Morrissay, that's
who I am and — oh, my sweet Hannah! What’s hap-
pened to my house?’’ As she'd been talking, Mrs. Mor-
rissay had turned towards the house. She walked up to
the front door and poked her fingers through the broken
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panes of glass on either side. She stamped on the loose
doorstep then walked slowly along the front of the
house, patting the weathered window frames, thumping
the ill-fitting bricks. She faced Rose. ‘'It looks old and
queer. It's all but a ruin. Rose, you go to do something!’’

“Me?"’ Rose was so astonished she forgot her man-
ners.

““Well, you . . . Lord’s mercy! What's that?”’

Rose whirled around. A large green station wagon was
pulling into the driveway. Panic threatened again. ''It's
them,’’ she whispered. ‘'It's the Henrys, isn't it?"’ She
turned back towards Mrs. Morrissay, instinctively seek-
ing support, but the old woman was not there. As swift-
ly and as strangely as she had come, she had gone —
without even a stirring in the bushes.




THE HOUSE
AT HAWTHORN BAY

They tumbled out of the station wagon and across the
yard, four boys and a round untidy-looking woman car-
rying two large shopping bags, a potted geranium and,
under one arm, a load of books.

Halfway across the yard Aunt Nan saw Rose. She
stopped. The books slipped from under her arm.
"‘Oh dear, never mind, are you looking for someone?
Are — oh my Lord, you must be Rose!"’ she cried.
""Oh, good heavens, it’s today! Isn't it tomorrow? Oh,
dear!"’

"“Mother! I told you the letter said Monday.”’ A tall,
thin, long-legged boy was half bouncing, half dancing on
first one foot then the other in front of his mother. “'I
told you. Now, if you'd listen to what I —"'

““Shut up, George. Mother you're losing the
groceries.’”” The second boy, not quite as tall and not
nearly as wild looking, grabbed the bags of groceries and
the geranium before they could follow the books to the
ground. He turned to stare at Rose. Two small boys
grabbed him by his arms and whispered loudly and
urgently, ‘'Is it Rose, Sam? Is it?"’
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“I don't know. Are you Rose?"’

"“Yes, I'm Rose,’’ said Rose stiffly, feeling all their
eyes on her, conscious of how ridiculous she must look
in her city boots and pants and fur jacket, standing by
the old pump, desperate for a place to hide. Wildly she
thought of running, but her feet would not budge.
"'Aunt Stella couldn’t stay,”’ she blurted out.

’Oh, Rose!"" Aunt Nan had got over her surprise. She
rushed over and threw her arms around Rose and gave
her a warm kiss.

Rose flinched as though she had been struck. No one,
in her memory, had ever showed her more affection
than Grandmother’s occasional pats on the head and
Aunt Millicent’s showy little kisses in the air. Aunt
Nan did not seem to notice. She went on talking. She
was astounding, the way she looked and the way she
talked. She was short, and as plump as an overstutfed
cushion. She had a full mouth, warm brown eyes and a
lot of soft brown hair coming undone from a knot at the
back of her head. She had on a loose plaid dress with a
big, bright green sweater over it, no stockings, and on
her feet a pair of running shoes with holes in them. And
she never stopped talking.

““How tiny you are,’’ she crowed. ''My goodness, I
can hardly see you inside that coat. I write stories for
girls. It's to get away from boys your uncle Bob says, so
you can imagine how nice it's going to be to have you
here. Of course the new one might be a girl.”” Aunt Nan
patted her stomach and Rose realized that some of the
plumpness was because Aunt Nan was expecting a baby.

“Not that I don't like boys.” Aunt Nan's voice
sounded like a xylophone going up and down the scales.
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"I like my boys very much. Come and meet them. Im-
agine being this old and never knowing each other!
Boys! Boys! Come and meet your cousin. Sam! George!
Twins!"

The twins, dressed in identical jeans and dark blue
sweaters, looked exactly like their mother with the
same round faces, the same brown hair and round eyes.
They inspected Rose solemnly from the protection of
their mother's skirt.

"Jimmy and Brian are the babies. They're six. That's
Sam, he's fourteen.”” Sam was crossing the yard with
the fifth load of groceries. ‘‘Hello,’”’ he said, nodded
curtly towards Rose and continued on his way. The only
impression Rose had of him was that he was a big,
stocky boy with bushy red hair.

"And that’s George."’ Aunt Nan laughed. ''George is
fifteen. He talks a lot and thinks he knows everything."’

George slammed the back of the station wagon shut
with his foot and came loping towards them. He had
light curly brown hair, blue eyes, a wide full mouth in a
small round face. In his jeans and worn brown sweater,
too short at the waist and wrists, he looked like a
scarecrow.

"Hi,"" he said in a loud, croaking voice. "Hi. I
knew you were coming today. You see I read the letter
and —"'

‘‘And that's all of us except Uncle Bob who had to go
to a meeting this afternoon in Soames. He'll be back
soon.”’

"How do you do?"’ said Rose.

"Mother!"”" George was exasperated. '‘Mother, you
forgot to introduce Grim. You see, Rose, we have a cat
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called Grim for Grimalkin which means grey cat —"’

““Come on,’" said Aunt Nan. "It's starting to rain
again, and the wind's coming up. We'd better get your
things inside, Rose, dear. Is that all you have, just that
one little suitcase?"’

““There are at least four thousand more in the
kitchen,”” said George.

"“Oh, good! Rose, where's Stella? How long have you
been waiting for us out here in this wet yard?"’

Rose explained that Aunt Stella had been in a hurry.
She was going to mention meeting Mrs. Morrissay but
Aunt Nan interrupted. ‘‘Same old Stella. No time for
anything. I swear someday she’s going to drop dead in
the middle of a TV show and when they go to pick up the
body they’'ll find it's nothing but dust because she's
forgotten to eat for three months.”” With one hand
firmly on Rose's arm, Aunt Nan steered her through the
kitchen door, talking all the while. ‘'Look at all those
boxes! Oh, my goodness, child, I expect you left New
York very early. You must be exhausted. Why don’t I
take you right up to your room? We only found out last
week, of course, that you were coming, so we haven't
had a chance to do much with it. Here, give me your
suitcase. The boys can carry up the big ones."’

‘’No, thank you. I'll carry it.”’ Rose held tightly to her
overnight bag and followed Aunt Nan from the dark kit-
chen through another gloomy room and up a flight of
steep stairs to a little room at the back of the house.
Like the outside of the house, and the glimpse she had
had of downstairs, the room was dismal. Its flowered
wallpaper, dried and yellowed with age, was in shreds.
The plaster had come away from half of one wall, and
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where the roof had leaked there was a large brown stain
on the ceiling and running dewn the wall by the bed.
She could see that the wide boards of the floor had once
been painted dark red but the paint was almost gone and
some of the boards had come loose. A brass bed stood
against one wall. There was a small white dresser beside
it. Opposite, next to the window, was a low desk also
painted white. The room smelled musty and a little
sour — Sam told Rose later he thought it was because of
all the dead rats and mice in the walls.

"“The dresser and the desk were mine when I was lit- |
tle,”’ said Aunt Nan, '‘and the bed was here in the house |
when we came. Isn't it nice?"’ ‘

Rose did not answer. She had never been anywhere,
dreamed of any place uglier or more depressing than this
one. As though in answer to her bitter thoughts, Aunt
Nan sighed. ‘You probably think we're all crazy. People
do, I guess. We're a bit disorganized but we've only been
here a month. Your Uncle Bob was in the forces, and
he's just retired. That's why we came down here. He's
the game warden for the island, and this is all so much
better for him we should have done it years ago. You
know the house is one hundred and sixty years old —
it’s going to be beautiful when we get it fixed up and
—— oh Lord, Bob will be home any minute. I'd better
get supper started. I'll leave you to settle yourself before
supper. 0.K?"" Without waiting for an answer she was off
down the stairs, her burbling words punctuated by the
excited whispers of the twins.

Then came Sam and George struggling with two
heavy suitcases each, the twins right behind them.

“What's in these things? The Statue of Liberty? Haw!
Haw!"’ George dropped the bags with a thump, tripped
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over Sam and went down for more. Sam put his down,
said nothing, and turned to follow George. The twins
scooted after. Up they came again until all the suitcases
and boxes were piled around Rose who stood in the mid-
dle of the floor in an agony of shyness, willing them to
be finished.

““Well,” said George, ‘I guess that’s done.”” Rose
mumbled '‘thank you'’ but when she said nothing
more, he cleared his throat, looked around, stared at her
and said, ‘'Well, see you later,”’ and they were gone.

Rose closed the door after them as tightly as it would
close. Still in her coat and boots, she sat on the edge of
the bed. For a moment the chaos of the last weeks
threatened to overwhelm her. One week she had been
with her grandmother on her way to Paris, steeling
herself to face boarding school, three days later she had
been flying home with her grandmother lying dead in
the baggage compartment. Three weeks more and she
was in a run-down farmhouse in Canada surrounded by
a family noisier, more rambunctious than any in her
worst imaginings. She clamped her lips tightly shut and
reached down and unzipped her overnight bag. It had in
it her nightclothes in case she and Aunt Stella had had
to stop at a motel, and her treasures: her music box and
her mother's old copy of The Secret Garden. They had
been hers since her parents died, and Rose had always
carried them with her, feeling that without them, and
the silver rose she wore on a chain around her neck, she
wouldn’t be any kind of person at all.

She became aware of a noise at her door. She looked
up and saw the latch moving. She turned around
quickly. “Who's there?”’

The door was edged open and two pairs of brown eyes



18 ® THE ROOT CELLAR

peered through the opening at her. 'It’s us,”’ whispered
the twins.

W ese 'L

‘"Mother says it's supper time."” They stood looking
at her for a moment, let out a long sigh in unison and
retreated from the door. Rose could hear them thump-
ing rapidly down the stairs.

She took off her boots, rummaged through her suit-
cases, found her loafers and the plaid skirt she was used
to wearing, and put them on. ‘I don't suppose I need to
wash for dinner,’”’ she muttered, but all the same she
found her hairbrush and swiftly brushed through her
short curls.

On her way downstairs she passed the open doorway
of the next room. She caught a glimpse of firelight and
stopped to peek inside. To her astonishment a girl was
busily pulling up the covers on a big, handsome four-
poster bed. There was a small black stove with a bright
fire between the windows, a round rag rug on the floor
and a cheerful tidiness that wasn’t anywhere else in the
house. Hastily she backed out, puzzled, and went
downstairs.

Downstairs was like turning on a radio and getting all
the stations at once. The television was going in the liv-
ing room. George was perched on one arm of the sofa
making running comments as he watched. Aunt Nan
was beating something with an electric beater in the kit-
chen and talking in a loud voice to someone who made
an occasional rumbling response. In sing-song voices
the twins were anxiously telling their mother, '“We
don’t want any peas, we don’t want any peas."’

Rose stood at the foot of the stairs trying to take it all
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in. The living room was in worse condition than her
bedroom. It was a large room full of doors and windows,
cluttered with furniture that appeared to have been left
wherever the moving men had deposited it a month
earlier. The bare lath was exposed through large holes in
the walls. She couldn’t understand why the front room
upstairs had been made so charming while the living
room was in such a state.

She went through into the kitchen which was much
more cheerful. It had been scrubbed and repaired. Along
one wall there was a big old fireplace with a bake oven
beside it. The other walls and the low ceiling were a
honey-coloured wood that reflected softly the light from
the fire burning in the fireplace and from the lamps on
the mantel and the small table under the front window.
Against the back wall was a big brown electric range,
counters (obviously new) and a sink with small square
windows over it. There were shelves for dishes over the
windows — but most of the dishes were on the big table
in the middle of the room or piled up dirty in the sink.
An old wooden rocking-chair stood by the front win-
dow, covered — as was every other possible space —
with books, magazines, rubber boots and sweaters.

Something was burning. Aunt Nan pulled a smoking
pot off the stove while she talked to a man with bushy
black hair and a big black moustache, who sat on a high
stool just out of her way. The twins were poking their
fingers into various bowls and dishes until one of them
happened to turn and see Rose standing in the doorway.
‘"Here she is,”’ he whispered and tugged at his father's
hand. His twin echoed, ‘‘Here she is, she’s here!"”’ ,

Rose drew back a step. Her uncle Bob looked up. He'
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got up and walked over to her. ''How do you do, Rose?"’
He smiled and shook hands. ‘'I'm glad you've come to
stay with us.”’

Uncle Bob was tall and thin like George, with those
same bright blue eyes, but Uncle Bob’s had wrinkles at
the cormers and a quiet dreaminess about them. His
nose was thin and long. He asked about her trip from
New York and said he was sorry about her grandmother
having died. Before she had to say anything, Nan called
out that supper was ready and they sat down to eat
burned spaghetti, peas and chopped cabbage salad.
There was orange pudding for dessert. _

Sam and George sat opposite Rose. ‘Do you always
talk with that accent — awrange pudding?’’ George
brayed.

Rose flushed with embarrassment. ‘‘I've never
thought about it before,”” she said.

“‘Did your grandmother really die in Paris?"’

““Yes."

“What did you do?"

“I'm used to Paris and they know me in that hotel. I
managed,’’ said Rose coldly. She did not want to talk to
George. She did not want to talk about her grandmother
dying in Paris to anyone.

Do you —'' George began.

""George!”’ Uncle Bob said sharply, ‘‘This is not a
court martial!"’ He turned apologetically to Rose. ''I im-
agine you'll find mealtime here a bit different from what
you're used to."’

“"Grandmother and I generally ate in restaurants,’’
replied Rose. She caught Sam looking at her, and in the
quick way he turned she had the feeling he was angry.
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Aunt Nan kept up a steady flow of talk. The twins sat on
either side of Rose and did not take their eyes from her
face throughout the meal. Nobody mentioned the girl
upstairs making the bed and nobody mentioned Mrs.
Morrissay. Finally, when dinner was nearly over, Rose
got up her courage and asked about the girl. For an
answer she got six blank stares and a dead silence.

"I expect she’s the maid,’’ said Rose.

""The maid?"’ Aunt Nan put down her fork.

George let out a yell of laughter. ''The maid! That's a
good one!"’

""Well, as she didn’t come to dinner I thought. . . ./

""What are you talking about, dear? There's nobody
upstairs. Are you playing a joke?’’ Aunt Nan smiled in-
dulgently at Rose.

Rose did not answer. Everyone else was laughing. She
flushed with embarrassment and anger. Why were they
saying there was nobody upstairs? She had seen the girl.
But she wasn’t going to risk another bout of George's
laughter or Sam's glowering so she said no more about
it, and did not ask about Mrs. Morrissay either. Instead,
she asked to be excused. In her primmest voice, she
said, ''I've had a rather busy day. I'd like to go to bed.”

Uncle Bob said approvingly, '‘Good soldiers need
their sleep,”” and George called after her, '‘Tell the maid
we need her in the kitchen if you see her. Haw! Haw!”’

Rose went swiftly but sedately upstairs and straight to
the front room. There was no one there. There was no
four-poster bed, no stove with a fire in it, no round rag
rug. The room was cold and dark and as ramshackle as
the rest of the house.

She was scared. She went to her own room, closed the

!
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door and sat down on her bed with her coat over her. She
wanted to be ready to run in case something horrible
should happen.

"“This place is very odd,"’ she whispered into the dark
night. "'It's like that story about the girl who had the
plague in a hotel and they took her away and nobody
would say she'd ever been there. I saw a girl making that
bed. I know I did. What happened to her? Why don’t
they want me to know about her? And I saw that old
lady — nobody's said anything about her, and —'’ She
suddenly remembered the strange vision of the house.
"I saw flowers. Delphiniums. I saw them."’

She sat in the dark, silently huddled under her coat,
listening to the wind rattle the loose window frame and
whistle through the cracks. A tree scratched on the win-
dow. The room was cold and musty. Usually, talking to
herself was a kind of comfort. It was almost like having
a companion but on this night there was no comfort.
She had a sudden sharp pang of loneliness for her grand-
mother. She did not deeply grieve for her — her grand-
mother had not let her come close enough for that —
but she missed the comfort of their familiar relationship
and the life they had known together. She ached to leave
the frightening strangeness of people who were so noisy
and unpredictable and whose house held in it people
they pretended were not there. She choked back the
tears that threatened, as she always had choked back
tears, until her throat was sore, and she sat with her
arms tight around her knees until she fell over fast
asleep.

She was awakened hours later by a thought. ‘"How

did that old lady know my name? She talked to me as if
she knew me."’
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Wide awake by now she sat up and listened to the
quiet. It had stopped raining and the wind had died. She
got up and went to the window. The clouds had gone
from the sky. The moon was full. The night had washed
away all colour and, outside, the world was a black and
white and silver landscape.

The tall grass beyond the bushes was as soft and pale
as doves' feathers. Here and there apple and thorn trees
dotted the slope, their trunks and limbs twisted and
black, a few late apples hanging on the boughs like tiny
iridescent globes. A creek followed a meandering path to
the bay, gleaming under the moon.

Down past the creek was a small wood and through it
the bay was just visible, shining whitely through the
trees. Up close to the house the bushes made a dark
smudge. In their midst was a little glade, not much big-
ger in diameter than the height of a large apple tree, a
circle of bright light in the dark.

Rose stared down at the glade as though hypnotized.
Then she left the window, slid her feet into her shoes,
opened her door and crept down the stairs, through the
silent house and out into the night.

Outside she pushed her way through the dense tangle
of the bushes. She emerged into the glade, scratched and
out of breath. There was the creek, and beside it was a
small hawthorn tree. Its bark was silvery, its delicate
branches stretched out gracefully around it like a hun-
dred arms, its twigs and branchlets forming an intricate

tracery to which tiny pointed leaves and a few dark ber-
ries still clung.

The ground was covered with leaves from the haw-
thorn and from the lilac and chokecherry that sur-
rounded the clearing. The creek bubbled swiftly over
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When Rose came into the kitchen the next moming she
felt as though she had stepped into a fairytale at the ex-
act moment a spell had been cast. Uncle Bob had his
coffee mug halfway to his mouth. George and Aunt Nan
had stopped talking. The twins had stopped eating.
Everyone was staring at Sam.

As Rose came though the door they began. Aunt
Nan’s voice was the loudest and most excited. '"Why
didn’t you say something? Oh, Sam!"’ she wailed.

““Come off it, Sam.”” George was disgusted, and
Uncle Bob scolded. ‘Now Sam you know that’s im-
possible.”” The twins, looking at Sam with awe, began
chanting, ''Sam saw a ghost, Sam saw a ghost!"’

““Tell me exactly what it looked like,”” demanded
Aunt Nan. '"Well,”” Sam began slowly, pushing his hand
through his thick hair, his blunt face puckered in a half-
embarrassed grimace, ‘it was like an old lady with a
shawl on. At first she was just a shadow, I mean, not a
shadow but one of those things you make when you put
your hand behind a sheet with a light on it and make
your hand look like a rabbit or something. You just see
the shape. It —"’
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“It's a silhouette, Sam, a silhouette,’”’ George inter-
rupted. ''It's named after Etienne de Silhouette in the
eighteenth century. He —"’

""O.K., a silhouette, and it walked through that door,"’
Sam pointed towards the doorway where Rose was
standing Involuntarily she jumped back. George
laughed.

""Good morning, Rose.”” Aunt Nan smiled broadly.
"*Go on, Sam. You said the silhouette came in. What
happened to it?"’

"“Well, it leaned over as if it meant to put something
on the table then it disappeared. That's all.”’

"“That’s all.”” Aunt Nan sighed happily. '‘And that's
what I'll talk about. I've promised to go to Toronto to-
day and talk about my books to some kids in a library
and I'm going to talk about Sammy’s ghost. Oh, why
didn’t I see it? I think I'll write a book about Sam's
ghost. Do you think I could call it that?"”’

"No."” Sam got up from the table. ''Anyway I don’t
think it really was a ghost. I think it was probably just
shadows. This room is full of shadows. Shadows all over
the place. They just look like ghosts. Here's the school
bus.”” He picked up his books and his windbreaker and
fled through the door. George was right behind him, and
the twins crying, '‘Wait for us! Wait for us!”’ trotted
after swinging their lunch boxes.

Aunt Nan got up from the table. ‘I completely forgot
to tell you, Rose. I promised way last month I'd do this
talk. I'm afraid you'll have to look after yourself today. I
really am sorry. Later in the week we can go down and
talk to the school. I expect you can find your own
breakfast. Oh dear, I really am sorry — just leave the
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dishes. Have a good exploring time, oh dear, I have to
run. Coming, Bob? I have to get that eight-thirty bus or
I'm a cooked goose."’

Aunt Nan bustled out the door, the collar of her
blouse awry, her hair already falling out of its bun.
Uncle Bob followed, stopping long enough to say, “‘I'll
be home around four-thirty. Have a nice day, Rose.
There are horses up the road and cows. The woods are
full of small animals — go take a look."”’

Two car doors slammed, there was the sound of the
engine starting and the station wagon took off down the
road. Silence.

Rose sat down at the table and stared at the breakfast
debris without really seeing it. She had wanted to ask
Aunt Nan some questions, questions about things she
had to know, like what should she get for breakfast?
Where was the front door key? What should she do if
strangers came?

A tap dripped. The wind rattled an upstairs window.
A stair creaked. ‘‘There aren’t ghosts,’’ she told herself
firmly. ‘'Sam was right, it was shadows. Ghosts are
made up for books and movies. They don’t exist.”” Un-
bidden, the image of the girl in the upstairs bedroom
flashed in her mind. A ghost? Was that why everybody
had laughed? They really did not know she was there?
“Impossible,’”’ she said aloud, her eyes darting around
the room. ‘It was shadows."”’

Silence fell once more. Under the table the cat made a
chirruping sound in his throat and jumped up onto
Rose’s lap. She screamed. Then she laughed shakily and
began to scratch him behind his ears. She liked cats.
Over the years she had befriended many hotel and alley
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cats. This cat was big and soft and grey. ‘'Grimalkin is a
good name for you,"" Rose told him. ‘‘Lots of fairytale
cats are called Grimalkin. I wonder how the Henrys
found that out.”” He put his head down, closed his eyes
and began to purr.

There was nothing left to eat on the table but toast
crumbs. Rose got up and searched the cupboards. She
found a box of shredded wheat but there was no milk.
She sat down again, crushing a dry shredded wheat
biscuit, staring glumly at the chair where Sam had sat.
She had never felt so completely without comfort.

Suddenly she remembered waking in the night and
finding the glade in the bushes. She leaped to her feet
and ran outside, half afraid she would discover that it
had been no more real than the girl in the upstairs room.

The backyard in the morning was full of red and
yellow and brown leaves blowing in the fresh wind.
Rose pushed her way through the bushes and there,
where she had remembered it, was the glade, and in the
hollow fence post she found the bouquet of leaves and
berries she had put there in the night.

She sighed with relief. ‘‘It's a good secret.”” She
picked up Grimalkin who had followed her and carried
him back to the house.

For one frightening second as she opened the door she
thought she saw old Mrs. Morrissay in the corner of the
room but when she looked again there was no one there.

""This room is full of shadows,’’ she said loudly as if
to dispel them by the strength of her voice. Nervously
she set about exploring the house, partly from curiosity,
partly because she wanted to make sure there were no
ghosts anywhere.

The rooms were all depressingly alike in their need of
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repair. The bedroom over the kitchen, obviously Sam’s
and George's, was full of electrical paraphemalia, half-
played games, paints, and an easel set up by the win-
dow.

Aunt Nan's workroom off the living room was so full
of books and papers that Rose could not imagine being
able to write in it. Aunt Nan's and Uncle Bob's bedroom
at the other end of the house looked as though it might
be beautiful if it were put to rights for it was big and
sunny. Upstairs, over the living room, was her own
room and the other where the girl had been making the
bed. It was where the twins slept.

She looked that room over very carefully and could
find nothing in its clutter of clothes and toys and elec-
tric trains to suggest what she had seen the evening
before. She began to make it tidy, not because she was
anxious to please the twins but because she felt that by
making her own order there the room would be less
likely to change itself into some other room. She folded
the clothes, made the beds, put the toys and books in
the big wooden box under the window. Then she made
the train tracks into an elaborate pattern and set the
train on it. She found the electric cord and, by the time
she was really hungry, she realized the morming was
over and she had spent it playing with six-year-olds’ toy
trains. Uncharacteristically, she giggled. '‘They don't
have to know,’’ she told Grimalkin.

As she came through the kitchen door she was certain
she saw Mrs. Morrissay standing by the stove, but when
she stepped forward there was no one there.

“I'msurelsaw. . .”’ Rose began, and stopped. On the
table was a basket of eggs. ‘‘She was here! But where did
she go?”’
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She ran to the back door and looked out. No one.
““Very odd," she said nervously, ''very odd."”

She found some cheese in the refrigerator and shared
it with the cat. Then she went outside again. She fol-
lowed the creek down to the shore and stood for a while
watching it empty into the bay in bubbles of white
froth, the tall weeds below the water’s surface bending
under the pressure. She wandered through the woods
and into the field that lay to the west and amused
herself for a time identifying the trees before making her
way back to the glade. It drew her. It wasn't only that it
was beautiful. She had the feeling, standing with her
back to the thorn tree, that something was expected of
her here.

She was still standing there when she heard brakes
screech in the driveway. The school bus had arrived.
Rose ran back inside and fled up the stairs. She heard the
door burst open downstairs letting in loud voices. Doors
opened, doors closed, a shrill voice cried, ‘'George, give
me my toast.”’ There was the sound of feet pounding on
the stairs, whispers, then, ‘‘Jimmy! Someone's fixed up
our train!’”’ More whispers, the buzz of the electric train.
Silence. The creak of Rose's door. The twins round faces
~ppeared from behind it.

""Can we come in?"’

"I supposeso."’

""Did you fix our train?"’

“Yes."”

"“Do you want to come and play with us?’’ asked one
and the other added quickly, ‘' You can have some of our
toast."”

““No, thank you. I have to put my things away."’
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"Can we watch?”’

Rose looked at their eager faces and some of her stiff-
ness softened. ''All right.”” So while the twins watched
and gave her a running commentary on their school and
their family, Rose put her clothes away in the closet and
drawers. The twins told her that Sam wasn't going to
Italy, that George was a pig because he wouldn’t share
his chocolate bars, that their father liked to go fishing
and that they liked hamburgers better than macaroni
and cheese.

""Are we having macaroni and cheese for dinner?”
asked Brian (or maybe it was Jimmy).

‘"Here's Daddy,”’ said the other. Rose heard Uncle
Bob's rumbling voice downstairs. Reluctantly she fol-
lowed the twins. Uncle Bob was saying, ‘‘Oh, good. I
didn’t remember we had eggs. That's what we'll cook,
eh?’ Talk between Sam and George ceased abruptly as
she entered the kitchen. She felt acutely uncomfortable.

That night, after Aunt Nan had come home and the
twins had gone to bed, Rose settled down in bed to read
with the cat beside her. After a while she became aware
of Aunt Nan'’s voice from downstairs. ‘‘Sam,"’ she was
saying, ‘'l know how disappointment can hurt but your
attitude isn’t helping to make that orphan child feel any
better. I don’t want to hear another word!"’

I don't care,” Sam rumbled (not as deeply but in
almost the same voice as Uncle Bob). ‘'She doesn’t do
anything to make us feel good either. She's snooty.
She's a snob. 'I'm used to Paris, they know me in that
hotel.” "’ Sam imitated perfectly Rose's icy tones. ‘'She
goes around in her stupid fur coat glaring at people. She
looks like a stuffed owl with pink hair!"’
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'Sam, you're most unkind. Rose has had a hard time.
She's probably shy. She's lived a very funny life. It's
true she's very prim, but I suppose her grandmother had
something to do with that. And Rose's hair isn't pink,
it's the same colour as yours. Your Uncle David had
hair that colour.”

“No, it isn't — mine's red. Hers is pink like the
colour things get in the fridge when you leave them too
long. I wish she'd take her mouldy, pink hair and her fur
coat — doesn’t she know you shouldn’t skin animals —
and go back to New York!"’

““Sam!"" Aunt Nan said sharply, ‘‘that's enough!
You're fifteen years old. I know it’'s been hard for you
but I think you might —'* A door slammed. In a
moment it was opened again and Rose heard Aunt Nan's
voice, more faintly: ''Honestly, Bob, I think Sam is
behaving . . . ."" The door closed.

Rose was shattered. She had never heard herself at-
tacked like that before. Snooty. Snob. What did he
mean? And her hair wasn"t pink! She got up and turned
on the light and went to look at herself in the round mir-
ror that hung over the dresser. She pulled furiously at
the hated short ends of her red hair. What had she done
to make him say things like that? She lay awake most of
the night, cold and shaking, saying Sam's unkind words
over and over to herself.

The next morning she stuffed the fur coat, and the
boots, and the black velvet pants, into the back of her
closet, and tied a large kerchief around her head. She
could not look at Sam. Every time he came into the
room she stiffened. She felt exposed, defenseless. She
did the chores Aunt Nan set for her in silence and she

R
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spent most of the time in the next two days huddled in
her thin sweater with her back against the hawthorn
tree in the glade, finding comfort in the creek's soft
gurgle as it flowed over the sticks and stones.

On Thursday Aunt Nan took her to school in Soames
and talked to Mr. Hodgins, the principal, who wrinkled
up his face and coughed a dry little cough at the news
that Rose had never been to school.

"I don’t believe we've ever had a problem like this
before."’

““You could give her a test couldn’t you and find out
how much she knows? I'm sure Rose isn't stupid.”’

"Yes, yes, I was going to suggest that, Mrs. Henry."’
Rose thought, ‘'No he wasn't. He’s a fool,"’ but she sat
down obediently and read a simple story out loud, wrote
a couple of paragraphs about it, did some arithmetic
problems, spelled a short list of words and answered a
few questions about geography.

"Amazing.’’ Mr. Hodgins coughed his dry little cough
twice. ‘‘Your grandmother must have been a fine
teacher."”

[es Rt

"“Well!"" Mr. Hodgins was clearly a bit taken aback by
her ready agreement. '‘You can probably go right into
grade eight without any trouble."

Aunt Nan took Rose to the local dry-goods store after-
wards. ''You can't wear those good skirts all the time,"’
she said and bought two pairs of jeans, a couple of
T-shirts, a jacket and a pair of running shoes. Rose put
on her new clothes the minute they got home. With her
kerchief tied securely around her head she felt, if not
comfortable, less conspicuous.
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First thing Saturday morning the phone rang. It was a
girl from Toronto to ask if she and her mother could
drive out to see the ghost. Aunt Nan had said to all the
children on Tuesday, ‘‘You must come and visit,’’ but
she had never expected that any of them would.
""Come, of course,’’ she told the girl and she said it to
three others who called that day. It was like a constant
parade of sightseers all entranced by the ‘‘weird’’ place
where Nan Henry wrote her books. One girl asked Rose
admiringly if she was Emily of Shadow Brook Farm, to
which Rose replied frostily, ‘‘My name is not Emily and
this, thank heaven, is the first time in my life I've ever
been near a farm.”

That evening as she was setting the table, and the last
visitor was pulling out of the driveway, she muttered
angrily to herself, ''This place is like a zoo. Next time
someone comes I'm going to jump up and down and ask
for a banana.” She turned to see Sam standing in the
doorway, grinning. ‘‘Don’t laugh at me!’’ she hissed.
She was horrified to realize there were tears in her eyes.
“You and your stupid ghosts! You made all those people
come! I don't care if you hate me! I don’t care if you
think my hair is pink! I don't care if you think I'm a
snob! Just don’t you dare laugh at me!"’ She threw down
the silverware with a clatter and ran from the room.

She stood with her back against the closed door of her
bedroom until her quivering rage had subsided. Then
she sat down at the desk in a cold calm, took out a sheet
of the monogrammed paper her grandmother had given
her at Christmas, and wrote Aunt Millicent a letter.

P ———
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Dear Aunt Millicent,

I'm sure you didn't realize when you sent me
here that the Henrys are all mad. Their house is
falling apart. It's dirty. And they see ghosts. I want
to come back to New York. I will go to school. I
will go to an orphanage if you wish. I will go any
place but here.

Your affectionate niece,
Rose Larkin

She looked up to reach for an envelope and there was
Mrs. Morrissay coming towards her through the wall
from the twins’ room.
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the middle I shift. And you needn’t be so cross, Rose.
You ought to know better. It's not easy for a body to
shift. I'm in my kitchen, then quick's a cow's tail after a
fly, I'm in yours — or your bedroom.’’ She looked
around her. ‘Oh Rose, ain't this an awful sight? It was
so pretty.”’ She went over to the corner by the window
and picked at the layers of wallpaper. ‘'See, this here's
the one I put up. It was white with pink roses.’’ Sud-
denly she smiled at Rose, a warm, embracing smile.
Then she looked out the window.

""Ain’t it something how them bushes is all grown
over. Funny how you can still see where the old garden
was."’

‘‘Mrs. Morrissay, you have no right to be here!'’ Rose
could barely control her shaking voice. Her sense of
how things ought to be had never been so disturbed, not
even by her grandmother’'s death. ‘'You don’t belong
here, Mrs. Morrissay —'' Rose stopped abruptly, her
fear, and her shock, subsiding before Mrs. Morrissay’s
smile. '‘I suppose it is your home?"’

"'Of course it's my house. I grew up in it. I was mar-
ried in it. I'm like to die in it and”’ — Mrs. Morrissay
finished with a sigh — '‘it seems I shift in it.”’

She reached over and took Rose’s hand. Rose snatched
itaway. "'It’s all right,’’ said Mrs. Morrissay soothingly.
’Rose, I told you, I ain’t no ghost. I ain’t dead. I'm just
shifted, and I don't know how no more than you do. It
just happens, like I said. All I know is that if the good
Lord sees fit to shift me, I shift. I suppose it's. . . well, I
dunno. But I do belong here, and Rose I want you to
make things right in my house for me."’

““Mrs. Morrissay, I can't fix your house. It isn’t my
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house and anyway I don't even like this house. I'm not
going to stay here. I'm going back to New York."”

Rose realized that she was actually talking to the old
woman as easily as she had used her name, Mrs. Mor-
rissay. ‘'How do you know so much about me? Who are
you?"’

But Mrs. Morrissay was staring at Rose in alarm. As if
she hadn't heard her question, she said, ‘Don’t talk
about going off like that, Rose. You ain’t going to New
York, you know you ain't — oh!"’ Mrs. Morrissay
looked at Rose in alarm, opened her mouth to say
something and disappeared, not slowly the way she had
come but instantly, like a light being turned off.

Rose started back. Fearfully she put her hand towards
the spot where Mrs. Morrissay had been standing. There
was no one, nothing. Her mind was in a turmoil. At that
moment, through the window, she caught sight of
something blue and orange moving across the glade

""There she is!"’ Rose spoke aloud in her excitement.
““There's her kerchief!"’

She flew down the stairs and out of the house. But
there was no sign of Mrs. Morrissay in the clearing.
Rose slumped down against the little hawthomn tree.
“It's true what I wrote Aunt Millicent,”’ she whispered.
“They are mad. And now I think I must be mad too."”

She sat there, dejectedly scuffing the leaves with her
feet, her mind going over and over what had happened.
Her toe struck something metal. Surprised, she sat up
straight and pushed at it with her foot. It clinked. She
went over on her hands and knees to look. She brushed
away the leaves and discovered that there were boards
underneath with a metal latch of some sort.

P
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“It's a door, a door in the ground, how odd.”" Excit-
edly she began to pull at the vines and thick grass that
had grown over the boards, and when she had pulled
most of them away she saw that, indeed, it was a door,
two doors in fact with rusty hook-and-eye latches that
secured them together. With much pulling and wrench-
ing she managed to loosen them and slowly, slowly,
with a great deal of straining and heaving she pried them
open.

There were steps inside that had been made by cut-
ting away the earth and laying boards across. The boards
had all but rotted away but the earth steps were still
there. At the bottom, facing her about three feet away,
was another door, upright, also fastened with a hook-
and-eye latch. The doorway was so low she had to stoop
to get through.

Inside she found herself in a kind of closet with
shelves along the sides on which stood crockery jars and
glass sealers. On the floor stood several barrels with lids
on them. The place was cold and damp but it looked to
be in use.

"I don't understand. If Aunt Nan keeps her pickles
and things here, why is it so hard to get into?’’ she
thought. She had lifted the lid off one of the crocks and
found it full of beets. Another was full of cucumber
pickles. She looked up. Someone behind her was block-
ing the light. Quickly she turned around.

A girl, smaller but probably about the same age as her,
stood at the top of the steps with a jar in her hands. It
was the girl from the bedroom with the four-poster bed.
She wore quite a long dress made of some rough dark
brown material, with a white apron over it. On her feet



40 © THE ROOT CELLAR

she had awkward-looking ankle-high boots. She had
dark brown hair in one long braid down her back, a plain
round freckled face, a small nose, a wide mouth — and
bright black eyes. They were blinking at Rose in con-
sternation.

““Where'd you come from?'’ she demanded.

M el = Swhatd'?

“"You'd best get out of our root cellar.”” The girl came
down the steps. ‘'Missus will be terrible cross.’”’ She
reached up to the top shelf and brought down one of the
crocks. All the while she kept turning around to stare
nervously at Rose.

Rose stared back.

"You'd best come along now.”” The girl frowned.
""Honest, Missus don’t like having strangers around.”’
She started back up the steps.

""Look’’ — Rose followed the girl — '‘look, isn't this
——'" She'd been going to ask, ‘‘Isn’t this Aunt Nan's
root cellar?”’ but the words never got spoken. At the top
of the steps she found herself standing beside a little
garden with rows of young plants set out in it. Behind it
the creek bubbled merrily and a neat stone path led from
the garden to the kitchen door. Pansies and sweet
alyssum bloomed along the walk and there were
hollyhocks against the back wall of the house. The
bricks looked bright and the trim around the windows
and the kitchen door was fresh and white. Chickens and
ducks were squawking and flapping to let her know she
was intruding and a pair of geese scurried across the
grass towards her. Down past the creek a cow and a
small flock of sheep were browsing. Beyond, where
there should have been a field of crab grass and burdock,
was an apple orchard in full bloom.

"“This time it's me,’’" whispered Rose. ''I've shifted.”’




“‘Susan!'’ A fretful voice called from the house. ‘‘Susan,
Suusaan!”’

**Oh, Lord's mercy, there she is again,”” sighed the
girl. I don’t know where you come from but you best
go back there right soon.”’ She paused. ‘'You aren’t lost
or nothing?"’

Rose stared at Susan, not really hearing her.

‘‘Are you lost?’’ Susan repeated.

""Lost?"’

‘‘Susan!"’ cried the voice.

'‘Stay here. I'll be back. But mind you don’t go help-
ing yourself to nothing."

‘‘Susan!'’ The tone had become imperious. Off went
Susan on the run.

Rose sat down at the edge of the garden. She couldn't
believe what had happened. She moved her hand slowly
over the soft spring grass. She looked around at the
sheep, the neat little garden, the geese, and the chickens
who having assured themselves that she was harmless
had stopped squawking and were clucking peacefully as
they toddled and scrabbled around the yard.

"It's true,’’ she whispered. ‘‘I have shifted. And that
girl — Susan — is the girl I saw making the bed in Aunt
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Nan's house — in this house,”” she amended, realizing
that although it looked new and bright, this was the
same house she hated so much for being old and ugly.
Dazed, she got up and started walking around to the
front.

It was certainly the same house, the same back porch,
the same shed except that this one was strong and
straight and, peering inside, she could see that it was
full of things: a wood pile, a big wooden tub with a scrub
board stuck in it, old newspapers and an assortment of
unidentifiable junk. There was a porch along the front of
the house, its roof supported by white posts, carved at
the upper comers in elaborate curves and curlicues.
Dark green shutters opened out from all the windows.

The tangle of bushes that grew so close to the eastern
side of the Henrys’ house was gone. Instead there were
three large lilac bushes in full bloom. Beyond, partly
hidden by the foliage, was a long open-fronted drive-
shed where Rose could see an old-fashioned carriage and
a wagon parked side by side. Lily of the valley grew in
flower beds on either side of the front door. In the mid-
dle of the yard was a well with a stone wall around it
and a steep roof above it. Out on the road was a row of
tall elm trees.

It was a fairytale day. The sun shone warm on the soft
red brick of the house and turned the creek and the bay
beyond to glittering reflections of its own brilliance. To
the west and across the road, apple orchards were a haze
of pink and white blossoms. Down past the creek, haw-
thorn trees covered with tiny white flowers grew singly
and in clusters like giant bouquets. Bees hummed in the
small chestnut tree in the front yard, and everywhere
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birds were trilling and calling to each other through the
trees.

Nearby someone played a few notes on a flute. Rose
looked around. There was no one in sight. The notes
sounded again, above her. She looked up and saw a boy
with blond hair sitting on the roof of the drive-shed. He
was intent on his music and had not seen her. She was
trying to decide whether or not to speak when Susan
came around the corner of the house.

““There you are,’’ she said, coming towards Rose.

“"Damn!’’ said the boy.

""Oh, Will!"!

““Well I almost had him and now he's gone. Susan
why did you have to — Who's that?"’

"I dunno. He says he’s lost,"’ said Susan.

“What are you playing?’’ asked Rose. It didn’t occur
to her to wonder at her boldness in speaking up. Talking
to Will and Susan came so easily, without shyness or
thought.

“I'm trying to talk to the birds. It's an experiment,’’
answered the boy crossly.

"Mebbe the birds don’t want to talk to you,”’ said
Susan good naturedly. ''Come along down off of there
and help this boy find out where he belongs.”” She
turned to Rose, ‘‘You can’t have come far,”’” she said
reassuringly. ‘‘Strangers don’t much find their way
down this road — unless mebbe you came off of a
schooner what docked over the other side of the bay.
Did you?”’

“Idon't. . . ."” Rose hesitated, not sure what to say.
I come from New York City. Yes, from New York and
I'm not a boy, I'm Rose.”
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I thought you was pretty for a boy,’”* said Susan,
“only your hair is awful short and girls don't wear
britches around here.”” She looked at Rose's jeans.
Although she said nothing more, surprise showed
clearly in the way her eyes widened. ‘‘Well, I'm Susan
and this here's Will.”

""How do you do?"’ Rose put out her hand and Susan
took it shyly.

""New York City's quite a piece away, ain’t it? It must
be awful hard with the war on and all that.”

""Oh,"" said Rose vaguely, wondering what Susan
could mean. ‘'It's awfully big and noisy in New York. I
think this place is better.”

“Is it?"" Will peered down at her from the roof as
though she were some exotic bird that had just dropped
into the yard. 'City folks don't generally care much for
the country.”

"'See here,’’ Susan asked anxiously, '‘is your schooner
like to go off without you? Hadn't we better help find
her?”

‘‘Schooner?”’

"“Your schooner, the ship you come over on."’

“Oh, my schooner, uh — no, it's all right. It's going
to be here for ages.”

““Ain’t that grand,’’ said Susan. ‘‘I got my half-day
tomorrow and me and Will can show you around if you
like. I'm hired girl here and I got to get back to work
now but Will, he belongs here so he can help you find
where your ship's docked. Does your pa own it? Has all
the boys gone to war? Is that why you're dressed like a
boy? Around here nobody'll take a girl on the boats —
except to work as cook. Only you got to be a good bit
older.”
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"Yes, my father owns the ship, so it’s all right for me
to stay here tonight.”” The words tumbled out of her in
her anxiety not to appear too outlandish.

"“You can't stay here,’’ said Susan. '‘'I don’t think so,"’
said Will, both at the same time.

"“You see,’’ Susan apologized, ''Will's ma she ain’t so
good. Will’s pa fell off of a roof in a barn raising and died
a couple of years back and that same year Will's brother
Adam he died of the chills and his ma ain’t been the
same since. She don’'t open her house much to
strangers. I guess I'm the most stranger that’s been near
the place since Adam died except for the hired man who
used to come and do the heavy chores. There ain’t much
farming here now. We only got them few sheep and
geese and chickens and one cow. Bothers works the
farm. Will helps and he's going to take it on when he's
finished growing but —"'

'Susan! Susan!"’

"“There’s the missus. Will, you gotta show Rose how
to get back to her schooner. Will you come back to-
morrow?"’ she asked eagerly. Rose promised and Susan
smiled, and when Susan smiled it was as though the
whole world grew brighter. She ran off as Will slid down
from the roof and dropped to the ground. Rose could see
now that he was a year or so older than her and almost a
foot taller, a serious-looking boy with a thin face and
blue eyes. He was wearing a heavy grey shirt and brown
woolen britches. His leather boots were laced to the
knees. He stuffed his flute into a pocket, and started
towards the road.

""Come along,’”” he said curtly. He stopped and
turned. '"Nope, be shorter by the boat.” He strode off
towards the bay, and not sure what else to do, Rose
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followed him across the backyard, over the two wide
planks that bridged the creek and down to the bay where
a small rowboat was tied to a dock. Will leaned over to
untie it.

““You get in first,”’ he said.

Rose had been thinking furiously. ‘‘Will, did you ever
want to run away?’’ She did not look directly at him.

"“Is that what you done?"”’

"I want to stay here,”’ Rose answered. ‘'I could stay
over there.”” She pointed towards the big red barn just
west of the orchard, the roof and back of which could be
seen from the dock.

Will looked uncomfortable. '‘There ain’t nothing
here for a strange girl to do, and you're awful little.’”” He
flushed. ''And dainty even in them britches. If you was
a boy mebbe I might sneak you out something to eat and
give you a hand finding work and a place to stay. Around
here nobody gives farm work — or smithing or milling
or nothing — to a girl, and without they know you
who's going to take you on for a hired girl?"’

Rose hadn't thought about the complication of work.
She had simply said the first thing that had come to
mind. Now she realized she needed time to think. ‘I
guess I'd better go back then,’’ she said quickly. ‘'But
I'm coming again tomorrow.”’

Will nodded. “You want me to take you across the
bay?’"’ He looked puzzled and uneasy.

"“No, it's all right. I'd rather walk. I came down the
road. I only said I was lost because I wanted to stay here.
I'll see you tomorrow."’

Will nodded again. She could feel his eyes following
her as she walked back up past the house and started

l

1
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down the road. When she was sure he could no longer
see her she sat down on a rock beside the road to decide
what to do next.

She was not going back to Aunt Nan’'s and Uncle
Bob’s. She realized they would never know where she
had gone, nor she figured would they care. That thought
brought a swift, unexpected twinge of pain. She put the
Henrys from her thoughts, rested her elbows on her
knees and put her chin in her hands. She looked down at
her new running shoes and wriggled her toes inside
them. She felt scared but excited by what had happened.
She couldn't sit still. She jumped up and walked along
the road, stopping by a wooden bridge that went over
the creek.

“I'm really not going back,’’ she said out loud, star-
tling a blackbird out of a nearby bush. '‘Idon’t have to. I
could stay here always. I can talk to these people —"’
she stopped, realizing with a surge of elation that it was
true. Talking to Will and Susan was easy, as easy as
talking to people in her daydreams. She was shaken by a
thought, ‘‘Maybe this is where I'm supposed to be.
Maybe I belong here.”’ She gazed around at the country-
side in wonder. It all seemed brighter and more in-
teresting than any place she had ever seen. Each blade of
grass, each tree branch seemed magical. She walked on,
savouring every detail, hugging herself with delight.

The road was different from the one that ran past the
Henrys' house. It was more like two dirt tracks with
grass and weeds and wild flowers growing between and,
on either side, the rail fences, the tall trees and dense
bushes. It was like walking through a wood except that
the bright sunlight through the leaves revealed the
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fences and fields and pastures beyond. She came to an
opening in the brush, climbed over the fence and sat
down under a small tree at the edge of the pasture.

"I wonder what Aunt Nan would think if she knew, I
wonder if Mrs. Morrissay knew all the time that I was
coming here. I wonder if she came to get me. I wonder if
I'll see her here. I wonder. . . ."" Rose fell fast asleep.

When she woke up it was night and she was stiff and
cold and hungry. There was neither moon nor stars. The
blackness was smothering. She got up. Shoving her
hands into her pockets and standing tall to make herself
feel bigger and braver, she scrambled over the fence and
started back towards the house. Young frogs were crik-
criking in a nearby swamp. There was a wind in the
trees, rustling the leaves and rattling in the underbrush.
In the distance an owl hooted his never-ending hollow
hoot and, close by, a whippoorwill whistled softly.

A dog barked across the bay. ‘‘The country is full of
terrible noises,’”” whispered Rose. ‘I wish they had
street lights.’’ Her pace quickened until she was almost
running. As her eyes grew accustomed to the dark she
could pick out bushes and spaces, and at last the bushes
ended, there was a row of trees, a lawn and a big square
house. A dog growled and began to bark. A chain rattled.
A light flickered in one of the windows and went out.
Rose kept to the far side of the road, her teeth chattering
with cold and fear.

"“This isn't Will and Susan's house,’’ she whispered.
I must have walked the wrong way. I may have gone
down all sorts of wrong roads by now. I don't know
where I am."”

She was terrified of the dog but she was so afraid of
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going farther in the wrong direction and losing herself
completely that she decided to stay where she was. She
tried to reassure herself by telling herself the dog must
be securely tied up.

She sat down across the road from the house, hugging
herself against the cold, dozing now and then, springing
to her feet every time the dog whined or growled. She
thought a lot about Will and Susan. She wondered how
old they were, what year it might be, what war was
going on in New York. There was nothing in this tran-
quil countryside or the way Will and Susan spoke or
dressed to give her a clue.

At last a bird called, one bird with one long monoto-
nous whistle. The sky lightened. Rose could see the
farmhouse, shed and barn across the road. She stood up
and studied the road in each direction.

"I suppose I'll have to try them both,’’ she said aloud.
The dog growled. She could see now that he was a large,
unkempt-looking hound. ““I'm glad you are chained
up,’’ called Rose softly as she hurried off. She was cold
and hungry but filled with a buoyancy she had never
known before. She was wet with dew, and the grass was
wet, but the morning breeze felt friendly, the sky
glowed with a delicate pink. The lowing of the cows,
the barking of dogs and the regular crowing of roosters
were like a morning chorus. Rose sang in accompani-
ment as she tramped along past houses and barns and
over a low stone bridge.

She stopped at last by an open field, trying to get her
bearings. She leaned on the top rail of a cedar fence and
looked across the bay. She blinked twice. She was look-
ing at the back of Will and Susan's house, the Henrys’
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house, her house. There was the garden, the cow
tethered near the water and, suddenly, there was the
sound of Will’s flute, sharp and clear across the water.

With a sigh of relief, Rose clambered over the fence
and ran across the field to the edge of the bay. From
there she could see Will sitting in the rowboat just off
his own shore.

"Will!"’ she called.

Will looked around, shook his fist and threw the flute
down in exasperation.

“"Will! It’s me. I'm over here. Can you come and get
me?"’

"I've half a mind not to,”’ he shouted, but he picked
up the oars and started rowing towards her. She watched
impatiently as the boat came closer. It probably did not
take more than five minutes but it seemed like half an
hour.

Before the boat even touched her shore, Will said
crossly, ‘‘That's the second time you spoiled it. Why'd
you have to call right then?”’

"' wanted you to see me.”’

""Well, I see you."”

“I'm hungry.”

‘“Oh, get in. I got some bread and cheese you can
have.”” He reached into a sack he had stowéd under the
bow seat and pulled out cheese, bread, and four slices of
dried apple. Rose perched on the seat opposite him and
ate greedily.

““You didn’t go back to your schooner,” he said.

IINO.II

""Where'd you stay?”’

In a field and on the road."”
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““Wasn't you cold?”’

"Yes, a little,”” she mumbled through a mouth full of
cheese and apple.

Will offered her a jacket that was stuffed under his
seat, and gratefully she accepted. He stared at her
curiously for a moment but he asked nothing more
about where she had been or why. ‘I wasn’t planning to
go home for a while yet but I'll take you to the shore.
Susan'’s free after dinner if you want to wait around.”’

Rose did not want to spend the day in Will’s back-
yard, or walking up and down the road. ‘'I'll stay here
with you,”’ she said. ‘I know how to be quiet.”” She
remembered, as she said it, the hours spent sitting at
dinner while her grandmother talked business or dis-
cussed politics with friends. She made herself comfort-
able in the bottom of the boat, her back against the stern
seat. Will frowned at her but clearly he had decided, for
whatever reason, not to argue with her.

"“0.K.,"" he said, ''but you got to be awful still.”” With
one oar he pushed the boat off the shallows and began to
row across the bay. Rose had only been in boats in Cen-
tral Park in New York, and in Venice, places where a
man got paid to take people out for an hour. Those
times had never seemed real the way this did.

Will rowed steadily across the bay and past his own
house. He anchored close to the shore by a little wood.
He sat back, listening. Rose listened too, and looked.
The woods were full of sunlight and shade. The white
and wine-red flowers that Will said were trilliums, the
violets, and the speckled adders tongues, covered the
ground in bright patterns. The smell of spring was sweet
and sharp. The redwing blackbirds mixed their metallic
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complaints with the pretty songs of the orioles and the
bluebirds. She watched the tiny water bugs skating
across the surface of the bay and the gauzy red and blue
and green dragonflies like miniature dancers lighting
here and there on the pond lilies and cattails, and on the
golden marsh marigolds growing thickly along the
shore. Down through the water, minnows darted in and
out among the weeds, and grey and brown stones
gleamed in the dappled sunlight. She stared at her reflec-
tion in the still, clear water and it stared solemnly back
at her. For the first time she did not dislike it. She
thought how much a part of the woods Will looked, his
hair sun-golden, his face and hands as brown as the
dried leaves, his eyes deep blue as the violets.

He had picked up his flute and he played a few notes.
Rose listened. She forgot where she was. She forgot who
she was. She knew only the sounds of the birds and the
flute. She became part of the woods and the water, of
the boat and Will.

The flute played a melody. Overhead a bird sang four
notes. Pip-pip-pip-pip. The flute paused, then responded
in the same four notes. The bird pipped again. The flute
replied. The bird sang, ce-o-lay, ce-o-lay. Very softly the
flute sang back, a conversation. Finally the bird trilled a
long series of rich high notes, paused, gave a little final
pip-pip-pip-pip and, with a flutter of his wings, flew off.

Gradually Rose came back to herself, back to the boat
and to Will sitting on the seat opposite grinning at her.
He put down his flute. ‘“You got good luck in you,’’ he
said quietly. ''I been trying to do that for months."’

Rose felt a smile grow inside her, almost in spite of
herself. She felt very happy. The thought came, sud-
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denly and unbidden, that she loved Will. ''I'm going to
marry Will,”’ she decided. Sure he must have read her
mind, she blushed. She had never before even thought
about loving anyone. She felt very self-conscious, and
very much aware of Will smiling across at her. She
looked down at her feet, at Will's feet, at the oars resting
in their locks. Desperate to say something to ease the
moment she stammered, ‘Can . . . can I row?”’

“"Do you know how?'’

""No."

So Will showed her how to hold the oars properly and
to pull them at just the right angle and, before long,
though a bit lopsidedly and now and again in complete
circles, Rose was rowing. She rowed strongly for quite a
while, aware all the time of her new, confused feelings.
She wanted to reach over to Will as he sat playing softly
on his flute. She wanted to tell him she’'d decided she
meant to marry him. At the same time she was terrified
he would find out. Being much practised at willing her
mind from things she did not want to think about, she
began to ask questions about those things she figured
she ought to know.

""What year is this, Will?"’

""Huh?"

""What date is it?"’

""Why, it's the tenth of June.”

"'But what year is it?"’

""Year? 1862, same as it was yesterday. It's the month
of the Methodist camp meeting in Soames though I
don't suppose you know about that."”’

1862. Then it was the Civil War they were talking
about. Rose remembered lessons with her grandmother.
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The American Civil War, the war between the North
and the South, Abraham Lincoln's war. “'Is the war on
here?”’ she asked.

“No, it ain’t. The war’s got nothing to do with us
though there's strong feelings about it. We don’t mostly
hold with the South. We don't believe in slavery.
There's a few fellers gone over to join the Union army
for the North. Jim Heaton's gone. Mostly we ain’t much
for war around here but some of us has come over from
the States. My ma come from Oswego so all her
relatives is there. So did Jim Heaton's."”’

“I'm glad the war isn’t here. I don’t even like war
movies.”’

""What's that?"’

Rose realized what she had said and quickly changed
the subject. *'Do you go to school, Will?"’

"No more I don't. I went up through the third book
but I ain’t been in a couple of years. Teacher was a mean
feller. He used the switch something terrible even on
the little mites. One day he strung Ned Bother up by the
thumbs and I punched him. Laid him out flat. I ain't
been back since.”’

"'A teacher could do that?"’

““Yep. Don’t you go to school?”’

"My grandmother taught me at home but she died. I
guess I was lucky.”

"I guess so! A body don't learn much crammed in
with all them other kids some of 'em only five, some of
‘em as old as fifteen, with some devil standing up front
for a teacher.”

’Can you read?”’

““Yep."
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““And you can play music, too!"’

""Old Mr. Lestrie down to Soames taught me that.”
Rose noticed there was awe in Will's voice when he
spoke of the music teacher. ''Now give over them oars
and I'll bring us in. I got work to do.”

Will rowed them swiftly to the shore, leaped out and
tied up the boat. Rose jumped out after him.

“I'll see you after dinner,”’ he promised, and off he
went whistling up the slope.

Rose stayed a long while by the water thinking about
Will now she was alone. She made a daydream in which
the two of them were living in the big house — ‘‘and
Susan can live with us,’’ she decided. She watched Will
as he made his way through the orchard with a bucket
in his hand. ‘"How odd,’’ she thought, ‘'here I am with
Will, and down in the United States the Civil War is
happening.”’

"“The American Civil War was one of the worst wars
in the history of the world.” She could still hear her
grandmother’s rich voice in her head. ‘‘Your great-great-
grandfather and his brothers fought on opposing sides in
that war. He was a Union man — they were for the Con-
federacy, for the South. When it was over his brothers
were dead and he came to live in the north. He was
never happy but he believed in the union, in one coun-
try, and he hated slavery so he had to fight. I remember
him talking about it when he was an old man and I was
a small child. He loved Abraham Lincoln with a pas-
sion.”” Rose had never forgotten those words, partly
because it was such a sad story and partly because of the
unwonted passion in her grandmother’s own voice as
she had told it. She had shown Rose a picture of a fierce-
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looking old man holding a top hat, and they had taken a
trip to Richmond, Virginia, where great-great-grand-
father had come from, and to Washington D.C. to see
the statue of Abraham Lincoln.

It seemed only a few minutes later when she glanced
up to see Will going into the house.

"It can't be dinner time already. It's not dark.’”” She
hurried up the slope and stationed herself beside a big
maple tree not far from the root cellar. In a few
moments Will came out, and Susan was with him. Will
was carrying a large basket. Susan smiled and waved.
"“Here you are,’’ she called, ‘‘and we've brought our din-
ner to have with you. Come along and let's take it out to
the orchard.”

They spread a fresh white cloth out under the flower-
ing apple trees. On it they put a plate of cold pork and
potatoes, dishes of pickles and relish, thick slices of
brown bread, a bowl of stewed rhubarb, a pitcher of
cream and a cake. Rose thought she had never eaten
such a delicious meal in all her life.

When they had eaten everything, Rose and Susan sat
with their backs against the trees and Will stretched out
on the ground watching a line of ants carry away the last
crumbs of cake. Susan had to hear about the night Rose
had spent by the road.

““You must have been up as far as Bother’s and that
dog of theirs is a bad one. Him and me don't get along all
that good though he's never offered to bite me yet.
You're a brave one. I guess that’s why you work on the
boats and wear britches,”’ she said admiringly.

Rose looked from Will to Susan. ““What I told you
isn't true,”’ she said. 'I've never been on a ship. I don't
have a father. I don't have a mother either."”
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“Same as me,’’ murmured Susan.

“I don't know if you'll believe me but I'm going to
tell you anyway. I came to live with my aunt and uncle
in this house one week ago — only, of course, it isn't
this house. I mean it is this house only it's more than a
hundred years from now. I don't know how it happens.
It started with Mrs. Morrissay, so I think she has
something to do with it.”’ Rose told them the story of
her meeting with Mrs. Morrissay, of Aunt Nan, Uncle
Bob and the boys. She told them how she had found the
root cellar.

Both Will and Susan listened, fascinated. When Rose
had finished Susan shook her head slowly. ‘‘It don't
matter where you come from, Rose. We ain’t going to
give you away to folks that use you bad.’’ Rose could see
that Susan did not believe a word she had said but she
did not mind. No one had ever listened to her with such
interest.

“That’s a fine tale!”’ Will sat up. ‘' You've even put us
Morrissays in it. It's like some of them stories Susan's
gran used to tell about ghosts and strange critters back
where she come from in Scotland. It's the kind of story
you could almost make a song out of.”’ He pulled his
flute out of his pocket and played a few notes. ‘'It’s kind
of sad too, but I guess it’s like Susan says, it don't mat-
ter where you come from. I guess what matters is where
you belong. Me, I ain’t always sure. I was born here but
Ma comes from across the lake in the States. Now they
got this war I feel like it's got something to do with me.
My cousin Steve over in Oswego says I'm as much
Yankee as him."”’

"“That Steve!"’ Susan snorted. ‘'He comes here from
across the lake with his ma sometimes and every time
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he comes him and Will get into some kind of trouble.
The last time he come — just last summer — he got a
hold of Will's pa’s old shot-gun and he scared all of
Bother's cows out of their pasture and up the road.
There wasn't a one of 'em had good milk for a week.
Grandpa Bother said he'd be happy to take the gun to
Steve any time Will’'s ma would care to have him."’

Will grinned. ‘‘He makes things jump, all right.”
They told other stories about the neighbourhood, tales
of storms on the lake that sank whole ships in five
minutes, tales of religious camp meetings, of boisterous
practical jokes and fights that went on for days. Rose
could hardly imagine some of the scenes they described.
She realized that Will’'s name was Morrissay. She
learned that Susan’s parents had been killed when their
sleigh upturned through the ice on the bay and that Will
did not want to farm even though he loved the land.
Susan talked about being an orphan too, and coming to
work for Will's mother. *'I'm twelve now. Been here
three years.”” Rose could hardly believe Susan was the
same age that she was. ‘'l got to do a woman's work,"’
said Susan.

It didn’t seem like more than a few moments before
the sun was low over the bay, and the trees were making
long shadows against the ground. Cows were lowing in
the distance and, before long, the Morrissays’ had joined
the mournful chorus. Reluctantly Susan got up. ‘‘There
goes Pearly,’”’ she sighed, ‘‘and my half-day’s done
with.”

“What are we going to do about you, Rose?’’ asked
Will. “Where is she going to stay? I guess mebbe she
could stay in the barn for one night.”
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Susan agreed. ‘‘We'll just have to figure out
something else after tomorrow. But first thing in the
morning you'll have to be getting back to where you
come from — or finding a place that'll take you on as a
hired girl. I'm coming, Pearly!"’ — as the cow bellowed
to be milked, and off went Susan, skirts flying, to bring
her in.

Will did not get up at once. Now and then he glanced
over at Rose. ‘'Them things you said is awful funny,”’
he said finally. ‘'No mind. I guess I might as well show
you the bam.”’

““Don’t we have to pick up the things?"’

llYep.I!

They gathered up the cloth and the empty plates and
bowls and carried them to the house. At the kitchen
door Will took her share from Rose. ‘'I best go in alone,”’
he said.

From inside his mother called plaintively, '‘Is that
you, Will?"’

Through the screen door Rose could see a woman ap-
proaching. She was tall with a long, gaunt face, large
sunken eyes and grey-blond hair in a tight bun at the
back of her head. Suddenly Rose was frightened. It was
the look of the woman, so drab, so obviously wretched
in a world that was so beautiful. She leaped back.
Without thinking where she was going she ran to the
root cellar, pulled open the doors and scurried down the
steps.

Seconds later, feeling foolish, she went back up the
steps — and out into the cold autumn evening of the
Henrys’ backyard.



Rose was heartsick. It was like being back in prison,
finding herself in the Henrys' cold autumn backyard.
Frantically she ran back into the root cellar and out
again, once, twice, a dozen times. It was always the
same. In a rage of disappointment she made her way
through the bushes and into the house where Jimmy (or
Brian) said, ‘'Our mother's been looking all over for
you. Where did you go?"’

“"Shut up!’’ said Rose. She had never said that to
anyone. She said it again: ''shut up.’’ She gave the cat a
‘shove with her foot and stamped upstairs.

"It's time for dinner,’’ Brian (or Jimmy) called after
her in hurt tones, and she realized with a start that it
was the same evening it had been when she had found
the root cellar and gone into Will and Susan’s world.
She could hardly bear it. She sat down to dinner in
silence and a confusion of bitter thoughts.

Monday she started school. The school bus came at
quarter to eight and stopped along the road to pick up
noisy, curious children who kept turning to stare at her
where she sat in the last seat. The school smelled of
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chalk and old running shoes. She was sure the teacher’s
““We're glad to have you with us, Rose. I hope you'll be
happy here,’”’ was insincere. She did not want anything
to do with the children in her class, and she hated the
playground where everyone pushed and shoved and
chased each other. Several girls came and spoke to her.
She drew her head down into the high neck of her
sweater like a turtle and answered ''yes'’’, ''no’’, or ''I
don’t know'’ to all their questions. She was afraid of
them, even Alice, the gentle albino girl with the thick
glasses.

A couple of weeks went by. At school, Alice and
Margery, who sat next to Rose, and Margery's friend
Gail all tried making friends but Rose did not want their
friendship, and they left her alone. At home, Aunt Nan
in her casual, chattering fashion, Uncle Bob and George
in their own ways, began to take her for granted. Even
Sam, although he was not gracious about it, seemed to
have accepted her. He once tried to share part of a
chocolate bar with her on the bus. But Rose would have
nothing to do with Sam. The memory of his cruel words
was too sharp. She made no effort to be especially
friendly with any of them, although she did give in to
the twins pleading to tell them a story. She told them
about a princess who could not get back to her own
country, and she made it so sad that they cried.

Even Uncle Bob, who was not very good at noticing
people, said to Aunt Nan one evening in Rose’s hearing,
""Do you suppose we insulted that child in some way?"’
Aunt Nan said she didn't think so, that they would just
have to be patient because Rose was probably missing
her grandmother.
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But it was not her grandmother; it was Will and Susan
and a whole lost world.

"'I spent just one day there,”” she lamented, over and
over. ''One day and now I can't go back!”’

Every day after school, while the boys wrangled in the
kitchen, she went out to the glade and down the rotted
steps into the root cellar. It was always the same. The
first time was a shock. Instead of the sturdy inside door
that had been there the first time, there was a door as
rotten and full of holes as the outside ones and it was
hanging by a badly rusted hinge. Inside there were no
shelves, no crockery jars. There were only cobwebs and
dust and, in one corner, a dead rat. Rose jumped back in
horror and fled up the steps, dropping the doors behind
her with so much noise she was sure she must have
been heard from the house. After that she was quict,
even secretive, and in spite of the dead rat, she still went
every day, hoping, praying for whatever magic had been
at work that first day. The puzzle of it occupied all her
thoughts. She searched her memory for every detail of
that day, every move she had made and could find no
clue.

She walked up and down the road all the way around
the end of the bay. There were tall reeds there where the
water had been high in 1862. Nothing looked as it had
looked on the night she had walked away from the Mor-
rissays’. The modern road was dirt but it was wide
enough for cars to pass each other and on either side
there were just fields, no high bushes and trees.

October became November. Some days the creek had
ice along its edges and the little hawthorn tree was
almost bent double by the wind. Winter came in, bleak
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and grey, to the island. The low, rolling countryside
looked bare and vulnerable. Rose had never been so
unhappy in her life.

One afternoon, as she sat at the back of the school
bus, she felt as if she could not stand another moment of
screaming, fighting kids, and when Jim and Phil Heaton
from down the road got off the bus, she got off too. The
twins called anxiously after her, ‘‘Rose, Rose, where are
you going?"’ The Heaton boys looked at her curiously
but she paid no attention to any of them. She stuffed her
hands into the pockets of her jacket, kicked angrily at a
stone that lay in her path, and started walking. It was
very cold, but the day was bright. A few white clouds
were whipping across the sky like sailboats in a race.
Leaves were swirling up from the ground.

“You want to come along over here and give a hand,
youngster?”’ Rose started. She had been so engrossed in
her own thoughts that she hadn’t noticed she had
stopped by a house. It had an iron fence around it and an
old man was standing by the gate with a length of stout
wire in his hand.

‘“Here,"’ he said again. He was thin and stooped, with
a small tuft of white hair on top of his long face. His eyes
were blue — like Will's eyes, Rose thought — and they
had smile wrinkles at the corners. His face was kind and
his manner easy. Rose went over to him.

““You just hold up the gate so as I can tie it up with
this here wire,”’ he said. She held while the old man
wound the length of wire around the gate and post so
that the gate hung evenly and level with the fence. Only
then did she look at her surroundings. The big old
house, covered with grey stucco, looked somehow
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familiar, its yard full of trees and surrounded by the iron

fence.
““You like my house?’ The old man smiled. ''How

about coming in and having a cup of tea with me?”’

Rose went with him. Inside, the big, comfortable kit-
chen was pleasant and warm. The late afternoon
sunlight streamed in through a long window at the back
and settled on an old couch along one wall. The floor
was covered with a worn linoleum and the walls were
hung with calendars and yellowed newspaper clippings.
A kettle was steaming on a big, black wood stove.

"'Sit youdown,’’ said the old man, ‘'sit youdown. My
name's Tom Bother, but you call me Old Tom, every-
one does. That's to tell me from Young Tom though he
moved over to Soup Harbour twenty years ago. Nobody
here but me any more. You must be the young lady
who's come to live up to Henrys’ place. I ain’t been up
there for two, three weeks but I knowed you was com-
ing. I do a bit of work for Mr. Henry now and then."”

""How do you do? I'm Rose Larkin.”

““That’s a nice name,’’ said Old Tom. As he talked he
was making tea and putting out buttered corn meal
muffins.

"Have one,"”’ he offered. *'I won prizes with my muf-
fins though it grates on some of the women round here
to know it."

Rose perched on the edge of the couch, and listened to
Old Tom. He said he was eighty-one years old and had
always lived in the same house. ‘‘In fact,”” he said,
‘‘Bothers has lived here since 1802 when we built the
first cabin in the woods. We come up from the States
after we was kicked out, when we wouldn’t fight the
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king in the American Revolution in 1776. We come up
along with the Collivers, the Heatons, 'n Morrissays, 'n
Yardleys, 'n Andersons. Collivers built the mill and so
that's how Collivers’ Comers got named after 'em.
Yardley’s had the smithy and Andersons, Morrissays
and Heatons and us was just farmers, clearing the woods
and trying to make do and we been here ever since and
never budged — hardly a one of us. My grandfather used
to tell me about it. He got it from his grandfather who
was a little feller when they all come."’

Rose heard him talking on but she wasn’t really
listening. Morrissays. Old Tom knew Morrissays. And
he knew Heatons and Yardleys. Will had talked about
Heatons and Yardleys.

“Do you know Heatons and Yardleys and . . . and
Morrissays?'’ she asked eagerly.

Old Tom laughed. ‘“Well I guess so, they're my
neighbours,’’ he said. '"Well most of 'em is. There ain't
Morrissays around nowadays. The last one died a few
years back. The old lady lived — Morrissays always
lived — in that house you live in."”

Rose almost said, ‘I know,’”’ but she didn't. She
didn't want him to think she was crazy. It made her feel
strange hearing him say that Mrs. Morrissay had died.
Her Mrs. Morrissay was so very much alive. She ate her
corn muffin in silence, wanting to ask more, not sure
how to phrase her questions so that they made sense.

“Well,"’she said, brushing the crumbs from her lap
neatly into her hand, ‘'I have to go now."”

““Thank you for your help, young lady,”” said Old
Tom. He put his hand briefly on her head. ‘'Come visit
with me again. I take kindly to visitors."



66 ® THE ROOT CELLAR

She promised she would. Outside she tumed to close
the gate carefully after her, and her mouth fell open in
- surprise — because she recognized the house she had sat
across the road from all night after she had left Will and
Susan. '‘Bother’s house,” Susan had said. Of course.
But it was different. It wasn't just the new grey stucco
— the shadows were different. The shadows during that
long frightening night had seemed as permanent as the
house. It came as a surprise to see their long slanting
shapes in the late afternoon sun.

She had a sudden electrifying idea. She began to run.
She no longer noticed the cold. She was hot with excite-
ment. She ran until she reached the root cellar.
Breathlessly she flopped down on the crackling leaves
‘and studied the closed doors. The shadow of the haw-
thorn tree fell across them parallel to the opening be-
tween them.

""Where was it the day I went to Will and Susan’s,”’
whispered Rose, ‘‘where was it?"’ She closed her eyes,
trying to remember. In her mind she saw the doors
revealed by her feet scuffing the leaves away, the trees
and bushes making patterns and shadows over them.
"“Yes,'' she murmured, ‘'yes it was! It was in the mid-
dle. Exactly in the middle.”” She opened her eyes. The
hawthorn's shadow was to the left of the opening, not
more than an inch. She waited, her fists clenched anx-
iously. Had it just been or was it coming? She did not
move, her eyes were riveted to the opening.

Slowly, almost imperceptibly, the shadow moved
towards the crack. Rose held her breath, her body tense
as a runner’s waiting for the starting flag. Then, when
the shadow fell just where the hook-and-eye latches
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met, she pulled open the doors, ran down into the root
cellar and came up beside the little garden in the Mor-
rissays' backyard.

She sat down beside the creek, letting out long
breaths of relief. The chickens were pecking in the
garden, the sheep and Pearly the cow were grazing
beyond the creek. Only the sound of Pearly’s bell tin-
kling as she moved and the chirping of robins in the
trees broke the stillness of the warm afternoon. She hur-
ried down past the creek to the bay, then back up to the
orchard looking for Will or Susan. She realized as she ap-
proached that the apple trees were not in bloom as they
had been last time. They weren't even in leaf.

“Time must be strange here, or at least not the same
as ours,’’ she decided.

As she walked through the budding trees in the
orchard she felt again the magic of that other day. A
squirrel scurried out onto a branch at the sound of her
approach and she felt the peacefulness of it all settle
over her once again. She heard voices coming towards
her. One of them was a deep male voice. In a sudden
panic lest she be discovered by strangers, she hid behind
the nearest tree. Within seconds the voices were almost
beside her. Then whoever it was stopped.

““And don’t you dare breathe a single word of what I
told you to Ma or I'll cast a spell on you, Susan Ander-
son. There's ways and ways of casting spells and you
know it because it was your own gran who told us, and
some of 'em you can do from far away and I'll do 'em for
certain sure if you tell.”

Rose peered out from behind her tree. It was Susan
and Will, a taller, older Will with a deep cracking voice,
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like George's. He was over six feet tall now and his
straw-white hair had darkened to a deep gold colour.
Susan was different, too. She was taller than Rose and
looked older. Rose was horrified. How old were they?
How much time had gone by?

"“She ain't to know,’’ said Will fiercely.

““But Will,”" Susan clasped and unclasped her hands
nervously in front of her. "'If you run away it'll kill your
ma. It truly will. She says there's a curse on your fam-
ily."”

I know what Ma says. Don't she say it every morn-
ing of my life? I can’t hardly stand to be around. It’s like
living with the dead, living here. Why don’t she go
home to Oswego? My aunts are jolly folks and so are my
cousins. She only come here to marry Pa. Her folks
don't belong here and I don’t belong here neither. I'm
going to take myself back there, and Steve and me we're
going to join up. They been asking for recruits again and
we're —"'

""Will Morrissay! You're never going to do that!”
gasped Susan. Will clapped his hands over Susan's
mouth. ''Shut up! I never meant to tell that! Now you
got to promise silence. Silence! Because I don’t want no
one hereabouts to know where I gone. And if you don't
promise I'm going to break both your arms and throw
you in the bay. Do you hear?”’

Susan nodded. Will took his hand from her mouth but
he held her arms firmly. '‘Are you promising?"’
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"“Both your arms,’’ he said grimly, staring fixedly into
her eyes. ‘'Both your arms."”’

"I promise,’’ said Susan softly, ‘‘and not because of
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your stupid threats but because if it matters so much to
you I'm not going to tell but, oh Will, why do you have
to go and join up? It ain't our war. We got no part in it.
You heard what happened in Soames the other day.
That Yankee got arrested for trying to recruit our boys.
Right here to Collivers' Comers. Benny Bother told Joey
Heaton he was going to set his dogs on any of them
Yankees that come here to fetch our Canadian boys to
fight in the rebellion. It ain't our war, Will!”’

"It's part mine, Susan, it's part mine. My ma come
from the States. Her country needs soldiers bad. The
war's been going on for three years and thing's is
desperate. Steve told me last time he come here that
him and Aunt Min and them all went down to New
York City when Abraham Lincoln was there and they
seen him. He says Lincoln's all but a saint and I believe
him. Lincoln freed the slaves from those rich people in
the South — and you know yourself how some of them
black peoples come across the lake to get away from be-
ing slaves and the terrible things they told about being
beaten and put in chains and made to work like ani-
mals. Well, after this war there ain’t going to be no
more slaves and, what's more, them states in the South
ain’t going to be able to quit the United States just
because they happen to feel like it."”

““Well I don't care if they do or don't.”

‘“Well I care and Steve says just about all the boys
from Oswego County who can walk have gone. One of
the regiments was home in February and they was
recruiting — and he's going to go if I'll go with him. And
I'm going. I'm shipping out with the Eliza Fisher. She's
heading for Oswego today with a load of grain and Cap-
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tain Soames says he's got a day’s work I can do. When I
get there I'm going off with Steve to join up.”

“"Will!"" Susan took hold of his arms. ''Who's going to
look after things for your ma?"’

“"Who'd look after 'em if I was dead?”’

"I don’t know but you ain’t dead — not yet, you ain't.
Oh, Will!"

‘Susan, I got to go. I made up my mind. It's a thing I
got to do.”’

They were both silent, not looking at each other, not
really looking away either. Finally Will took his hands
from Susan's arms. He shouldered the small pack that
he had set beside him on the grass. ‘‘Goodbye,'’ he said.
"'I'd leave you something for a keepsake only I don't
know what it'd be.”

"I got a bit of paper with a song you made written on
it. I'll keep that. Here, you take my locket.”” Susan
reached up and undid the chain around her neck.

‘‘Susan, you can't give that! It was your gran's."’

"“Take it."”

Will stuffed the locket in his pocket. He grabbed
Susan’s hands. ‘'You remember what you promised,”’
he said and off he went on his long legs, not once look-
ing back.

Susan stood unmoving as the trees. Then, with her
head down, hugging herself tightly with both arms she
ran from the orchard.

Rose slowly came out from behind the tree, stupefied.
She stared at the spot where Will and Susan had stood.
How could this happen? How could they grow older like
that and leave her behind? How could Will just go off to
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the war? She pounded the trunk of the tree furiously
with her fists. She felt cheated, betrayed. Pale and shak-
ing she ran back through the orchard, past the sheep and
the hens, down the steps into the root cellar and back up
into the world she hated so much.



A SONG AND
| A SILVER ROSE

The next afternoon Rose went down the root cellar steps
with great trepidation. She was furious with herself for
having run away. ‘‘Stupid, stupid,’’ she had told herself
off and on all day. “"How can I fix it if I'm not even
there?”” For she had determined to set her world to
rights, to find out where Will had gone and get him
back. She did not mean to return to the Henrys again so
she had packed her overnight bag with everything she
felt she might need — her extra pair of jeans, shirts,
socks and underwear, her pajamas and her treasures —
and she had gone to find Susan.

She came up the steps into a bright summer morning.
The sky was pale blue. A breeze was blowing gently
through the leaves of the big maple tree and faintly stir-
ring the roses and wood geraniums beside the cellar
door. Susan was hanging laundry out beyond the vege-
table garden. Rose stood uncertainly on the path, her
suitcase in one hand. She felt a bit shy with this bigger,
older Susan, but again, the knowledge that she was
where she belonged made her bold.

She cleared her throat. Susan let out a shriek.
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“It's me — Rose. Did I scare you?”’

Susan's eyes grew big and round. Her mouth gaped
open. She clutched at the clothesline for support.

“It's just me,’’ said Rose again.

"It is Rose,”” Susan whispered, '‘It is. ... Lord's
mercy!"’

‘I came back."”

‘I see that, but wherever did you come from? Oh, my,
you did give me a start!’"’ Susan shook her head. She
began again to hang out the laundry, all the while look-
ing nervously at Rose.

Rose was relieved to see that Susan didn't look any
older than she had the day before. All the same she
asked, to make sure, ‘‘Where's Will?"’

Susan had finished her work but she had not moved.
She still watched Rose warily.

“"Will's gone off, Rose.”’

"I know that."”

"“You know?"’'

"I was hiding behind a tree and I heard.”

““You was hiding behind a tree?"’

"'I came back to find you and when I heard talking in
the orchard, and it didn't sound like you, I was scared so
I hid. When was it Susan? How long ago I mean.”’

“You ought to know that if you was here."”

I was here. Listen.”” And Rose recited to Susan a
good deal of the conversation she had overheard in the
orchard. To her dismay it brought tears to Susan's eyes.

“It's just we ain’t heard from Will in eight months,”’
said Susan.

"'Eight months!’”’ Rose was aghast. ''How long ago did
he go?"’
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It was a year in April."”

"'A year! Has he sent letters?"’

"'At first he sent 'em. He never told much but they
was letters all the same and they told he was all right. I
got 'em all saved. But there ain't been none since
January, and the war's been over for four months now."’

"“The war's over?"’ Rosc searched her memory for the
date of the end of the war. '‘What year is it now,
Susan?”’

""It's the 16th of August in 1865, and the war's been
done since April and poor Mr. Lincoln shot dead in the
theatre and cold in his grave by now, and they still
haven’t caught that crazy Mr. Booth who done it. If you
come from New York like you said, how come you
don't know that? How come you. . . ."” Susan stopped.
She studied Rose intently. ‘‘There’s something queer
about you,’’ she said, then added quickly, ‘'I don’t mean
nothing by that, I don't think you're looney or nothing,
it's just there’s things I can't figure out about you. You
come here three years back. You said you was running
away and you wanted to stay here so bad. Then, quick’s
a flick of a cow’s tail, you was gone. Will went in the
house for no more than three minutes and when he
come out you was gone and we ain’t set eyes on you
from that moment to this. And here you are as though it
was yesterday you come and you ain’'t changed. Not
growed, nor changed. Not a hair of you. You even got
the same clothes on. It gives me the jitters.”

T know,"’ said Rose remembering the day Mrs. Mor-
rissay came through her bedroom wall. ‘I don’t under-
stand it either but I did tell you, Susan, I did. I told you
and Will when we were having our picnic over in the ap-
ple trees but you didn't believe me. I do come from New
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York, only I come from New York more than a hundred
years from now. You have to believe me because it's
true. It's three years ago for you but for me it's only
three weeks. I haven't grown any because I'm only three
weeks older.

I didn't mean to disappear that day. I ran down into
the cellar because I was scared and then I got stuck and
it took me all this time to figure out how to get back. It
was because of the shadow — don’t, Susan, don’t!"”’
she begged, because Susan was backing away, her eyes
wide with fright. ''I'm real. Really I'm real. Stop look-
ing at me like that! It's just this thing with the root
cellar!”’

'"What thing?'’ asked Susan, keeping a good distance
between herself and Rose.

Rose set her bag down. She looked at the open doors
of the root cellar, and said slowly, '‘Well, it's . . . it's
. .. I think it's because of Mrs. Morrissay. I don't mean
Will's mother, it's another Mrs. Morrissay. She started
it but I'm not sure she knew she was doing it. Anyway
she showed up the day I came to live in this house and
she stayed until I found the root cellar. I told you about
that. Then, after we had our picnic, Will's mother
scared me and I ran back down into the cellar. When I
went back up the stairs I was in Aunt Nan's time. I tried
and tried to come back but I only found out today how
to do it. There's a little hawthorn tree — it's like that
one over on the other side of the creek — and when the
shadow from that tree falls exactly between the two
doors that lead to the root cellar, I can open the doors,
go into the cellar and come up in your time. Do you
understand now?"’

""How old are you, Rose?”’
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“I'm twelve."’

““You said you was twelve when you came here
before."’

"'T was. I keep telling you, Susan, it was only three
weeks ago for me. I wish it wasn't because now you're
three years older and Will isn’t here!"’ She looked accus-
ingly at Susan. In her frustration she felt that it was
somehow Susan's fault. "Anyway,” she said impa-
tiently, ‘‘what we have to do now is find Will.”’

Susan sat down on the ground, put her head in her
hands and burst into tears. Rose had never been with
anyone crying before. She felt embarrassed and
awkward. After a long, fidgety moment she put out her
hand and touched the top of Susan's bowed head. Susan
jumped back in fright.

““You might be a ghost,’’ she whispered and suddenly
it all struck Rose as funny. Mrs. Morrissay, herself,
Will, the whole Henry family, maybe they were all
ghosts. She began to laugh, loud bellowing laughs such
as she had never laughed before in her life. She laughed
so hard she had to sit down, shaking with laughter.

“"Do I look like a ghost? Or feel like a ghost? Susan,
I'm not a ghost.”’

“You don’t and that's a fact,”” said Susan. She dried
her eyes on her apron, and smiled her wide, warm
smile. ‘'No, you ain't a day older nor a hair changed
from what you was three years ago and if you can get
along with the queerness of it then I suppose so can 1.”

Then Rose told Susan again how she had found the
root cellar. Together they marvelled over the strange-
ness of it, and Rose told her how she felt that this world
was where she really belonged. Then she said confi-
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dently, ‘I know Will's alive somewhere. We have to
find out where so we can bring him home.”’

""We can't do that,”’ said Susan, '‘we wouldn’t know
where t'start. It was an awful big war and them things
can't be as easy to sort out as eggs or apples.’’

Rose jumped to her feet. 'Yes, they can!”’ She cried.
“Yes, they can. They can be if all you have to do is look
in history books for them. Back at Aunt Nan's or in the
library in Soames or somewhere there must be a lot of
books that tell about the Civil War.”’

“‘But, Rose, them books, even if you can find 'em,
ain't going to say what happened to William Morrissay
from the Hawthorn Bay Canada West.”’

‘“No, I guess not.”’ Rose felt deflated. Then she bright-
ened. ‘'Maybe old Tom Bother knows. He says his fam-
ily’s always lived here.”

''Bothers lives up the road.”

“And they do on Aunt Nan's road, at least one does,
and I can ask him and maybe there are other people who
might know. I'll go and find out. I'll come back tomor-
row night.”” Rose stopped shert. ‘‘Susan, what if I come
tomorrow night and another three years have gone or
maybe even more? How can we make it be the same
time for you as it is for me?"’

“I don’'t know,” said Susan unhappily. ‘‘I don't
know, unless mebbe if we . . . no, I guess there ain't a
sure way to do it.”’

““What were you going to say?”’

‘T was going to say there’s them believes if you give a
promise and a keepsake then you always come back
when you say. But Will left me a keepsake and I give
him one and he ain’t come back."”’
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“Did you say when though? I heard you doing that
because I was behind the tree and I don’t remember that
you said when."”’

"'No, that’s so, I didn't.”’

‘’So we can try it. I could leave you my suitcase."

Susan was doubtful. "“That ain't really a keepsake. A
keepsake's got to be something you care a good deal
about. It's like leaving a bit of yourself for the promise.”’

‘"Here.”’ Rose reached up and undid the chain around
her neck. ""You gave Will your locket. So you have
mine. It's a rose for me."”

Susan took the silver rose and held it in the palm of
her hand. ""Ain’t it pretty,’’ she said softly.

"It came from someone a long time ago. My father
gave it to my mother when they got married and my
mother gave it to me when I was born. My grandmother
told me. It's what I care most about in all the world so if
I leave it with you then it has to mean I'll come back
when I say. Here, I'll put it on you.”

Carefully Rose clasped the chain around Susan's
neck. Susan said, ‘'Wait here,’’ and ran into the house.
In less than two minutes she was back. ‘'Here. You take
Will’s song he left me. It was what he wrote after the
day we was all together in the orchard. It's my keepsake
from him, and it’s what 1 care most about in all the
world. This way you got a keepsake from both of us."

The scrap of paper had been carefully folded and
wrapped in a bit of flowered cloth. Rose put it in the
deep pocket of her jeans. She started towards the steps.
She turned back and solemnly shook Susan’s hand.
““There, that seals it. When I come back the same
amount of time will have passed for both of us. Good-
bye.’’ She ran down the steps, this time without looking
back.

0 ke



STOWAWAY

When Rose came into the kitchen Aunt Nan was getting
supper and chattering away about the story she was
writing. Uncle Bob was sitting on the high stool beside
the stove, drinking coffee and listening.

“'T want to know about the Civil War,"’ said Rose, not
looking directly at either of them. She felt like a cheat.
It suddenly didn't seem fair to be accepting their hospi-
tality. She felt as though she ought to tell them where
she was going but she couldn't.

"“The Civil War?"’ asked Aunt Nan. ‘Do you mean
the Spanish Civil War or the English Civil War or the
American Civil War?"’

““The American. Abraham Lincoln’s war.”’

‘‘Are you doing a project, dear? I guess you could start
with the encyclopaedias. They're on the bottom shelf of
the bookcase in my writing room.”’

Rose went at once to find the books.

““Funny girl,"’ she heard Aunt Nan say, but this time
she did not mind. She pulled volume after volume off
the shelf until she found what she was looking for. She
sat cross-legged on the floor in front of the bookshelf
and read.

"“The American Civil War, also called the War Be-
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tween the States, the War of the Rebellion, and the War
for Southern Independence, was a war between the
eleven states of the south and the states and territories
of the north. The causes of the war were many and com-
plicated but, although emotions ran high on both sides
on the issue of slavery, the basic cause was economic.
The issue was the right of states to their own govern-
ment. Abraham Lincoln was elected president in 1860
as an advocate of strong central government. . . . The
south could not accept Lincoln. The war began when
seven states in the south seceded from the Union and
fired on the federal Fort Sumter in Charleston, South
Carolina, on 12 April, 1861. Soon afterwards the other
five southern states seceded and formed the Confederate
States of America under the presidency of Jefferson
Davis. Its capital was at Richmond, Virginia.. ..
Slavery was outlawed when Lincoln issued his eman-
cipation proclamation in 1862. This further inflamed
the south. . . .

"“The war ended on 9 April, 1865, when Robert E. Lee,
general of the Army of the Confederacy, surrendered to
Ulysses S. Grant, general of the U.S. army, at Appomat-
tox, Virginia."”

The encyclopaedia went on to say that the war was a
bitter one. Robert E. Lee, a descendant of George
Washington's wife, had been a graduate of West Point
Military Academy and had freed all his slaves, but he
had loved his home state of Virginia too much to fight
against it. Rose remembered again her grandmother’s
stories of her great-great-grandfather.

The encyclopaedia had pages of descriptions of battles
and pictures of generals from both sides.
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“It's interesting,’’ thought Rose, ''but Susan is right
— it isn't going to say a single word about Will."”’

That afternoon she got off the bus at Old Tom
Bother's. She found him out behind his house, wrapping
a piece of tin around a young birch tree.

‘'Just making sure the rabbits won't get at it in the
winter,”’ he told her. ''I like the rabbits. I always throw
out bread for 'em but I don’t like them chewing on my
trees. Come along inside.”’ Rose liked Old Tom. He said
"‘mebbe’’ the way Will and Susan did, and talked in
their same easy, twangy way.

Settled comfortably on the kitchen couch, Rose asked
him: ''Can you tell me things about the people in Col-
livers' Corners and Soames in the Civil War?”’

"“The Civil War? The War of the Rebellion in the
States you mean?’’

Xes !

"Let me see now. I remember my old dad used to say
we sold a lot of wheat in that war. Collivers and Soames
and even my old grandpa made good money selling
wheat to the Union army. It went by schooner across
the lake. There was busy shipping in those days. There
was always schooners in and out of here. There was
wharves all along the Hawthorn Bay. All the big farms
shipped wheat and barley, and anything else they could
sell, over to Rochester and Oswego. Boys around here
used to earn their money shipping out for a day or a
week or sometimes a lifetime. And sometimes they was
known to stow away when they couldn’t get a berth and
then go off and find themselves work in the States. My
old dad was a great hand to go off on the schooners. I
never did. It wasn't so popular when I was a boy. Wasn't
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quite the trade no more neither. Barley was finished.
Wheat wasn’t so big. The railroad come through in '78
and there wasn’t much call for shipping. It's all gone
now. There's nothing on the lake but yachts and a bit of
fishing. But you know this whole island was built on
shipping."’

""What about the people around here? Didn’t some of
them’go and fight in the Civil War?"’

“Yes, they did. I remember Dad saying there was a
Whittier boy from here got killed.”

“Didn’t . . . didn't one of the Morrissays go?"’

‘"Mebbe so. I don't know much about that war, ex-
cept that we sold a lot of wheat. Canada had no part in
the war, though of course around here many people had
relatives across the lake in New York. What made you
think of Morrissays?’’

""Well, you said they used to live in our house — I
mean in the Henrys' house.”

""Oh did I? Well of course there always was Mor-
rissays in that house right from the start. When I was a
boy there was just the old lady but she had a young
relative from Winnipeg every summer. Name was
George Anderson. He used to come every year and we
had grand times together when we was boys. The old
lady was good to us. I still remember how particular she
was about that house. Loved it. It's a shame what hap-
pened to it after she died. Nobody lived there more than
two, three years, excepting the racoons. I hope you folks
plan to stay. Be good to see it put back in shape.”

Rose said nothing. She wished he wouldn't talk so
about '‘putting the old house back in shape.’”’ It made
her feel slightly guilty. She got up to leave. She was
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beginning to feel discouraged about finding out where
Will had gone. There was only one place left where she
could think to search.

"“Where's Oswego?'’' she asked.

""Why it’s just across the lake. About sixty miles as
the crow flies."”

‘"How do you get there?"”

Old Tom scratched his head. ''Well, back when I was
a boy, we went by schooner as I told you, but nowadays
I expect you have to go all the way around the lake in a
car, or mebbe there's a bus. But now I think of it, if
you're bent on getting to Oswego I believe your Uncle
Bob's going there this weekend.”

""This weekend?"’

"I believe so.”

““Then I'm going with him. Goodbye Old Tom,
thanks for the tea and everything.”” She grabbed her
jacket and hurried out the door and up the road.

Uncle Bob had just come in when she got there.

“When are you going to Oswego?’’ she demanded.

He blinked and drew back in surprise.

"When are you going to Oswego?’’ she asked again.

‘“Well, Rose, as a matter of fact I'm going there this
weekend. We're leaving tomorrow morning.”’

“I'm going with you.”

“No you're not.”” George came across the room,
slapped the huge pile of toast he was carrying onto the
table and wagged his finger at her. ‘'No you're not.
Sam’s going and I'm going. Mother's not coming and
the twins aren’t coming and you're not coming."’

''Afraid so, Rose,”’ said Uncle Bob. *'I promised the
boys. I've been invited to a Canadian-American en-
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vironmental conference that's being held in Oswego on
Friday and I've promised to take the big boys. An outing
for the three of us. We're leaving early tomorrow mom-
ing. You must have heard us talking about it?"’

Rose hadn't. She had been so engrossed in the strange
events of her own life that she had missed everything
going on in the Henry household.

‘Please, I won't be any trouble,’’ she said. Rose had
never pleaded for anything in her life before, but she
pleaded now. While George shouted, ‘'No! You can't,
you can’t!”’ and danced up and down around her, she
pleaded earnestly and steadily with Uncle Bob to let her
go. She might have won if Aunt Nan had not come
bursting out of her writing room looking mussed and
Cross.

"My Lord, what's all this commotion?"’ she cried.

'‘She says she’s going on our trip,’’ said George in-
dignantly.

"'Is Rose going to Oswego with Daddy and Sam and
George?'' The twins had come into the room behind
their mother and were edging their way around her.
"’Are you, Rose, are you?’’ they asked anxiously.

“No,’’ said Aunt Nan, '‘of course not. Rose, this is
Sam and George's trip. One of these days we'll have a
trip, though I would have thought you'd had enough
travel to last a lifetime. Now will you stop all this
racket? Who can work with this noise going on! Rose,
why don’t you set the table, and I'll be out in a few
minutes and start supper."’

Rose set to work without a murmur. She had made up
her mind that she was going to Oswego. Even while she
was pleading with Uncle Bob to take her she had
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remembered Old Tom Bother saying, ‘'sometimes they
was known to stow away when they couldn’t get a
berth,”” and she had decided that she was going to stow
away in the station wagon.

The next morning, before the sun was up, her running
shoes in her hand, she crept downstairs and out into the
front yard.

Dew was heavy on the ground. It was a still morning
filled with unexpected November warmth. A flock of
geese rose from Heaton's cornfield and, honking and
squawking, formed into their V-shaped flight. They
passed high over the house, their loud calls and the
noisy beating of their wings breaking sharply into the
silence. Rose gasped in startled delight and craned her
neck to watch. She had a sudden longing to share them
with Will. ‘I suppose he's seen them lots of times,’’ she
thought.

A noise from inside the house sent her scuttling
behind the big lilac bush.

In a minute or so the twins appeared like two heralds,
followed soon after by the rest of the family sleepily lug-
ging raincoats, blankets, suitcases, a huge picnic basket
and Uncle Bob's briefcase. They packed it all into the
station wagon, unpacked it when Sam pointed out that
they had put everything on top of the lunch, and packed
it again. ''I wish we could go,’’ said the twins wistfully
and Rose heard Sam saying, as they trooped back to the
house for breakfast, ‘'I'll put you in my suitcase with
my harmonica.” '

In an instant Rose had crawled into the back of the
station wagon under the raincoats and blankets beside
the lunch. It seemed like hours of cramped waiting
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before the others came out of the house again, hours
more before they were actually ready to leave — Aunt
Nan had one more last question, one more last warning
about the road. Then she suggested, just as Uncle Bob
put his foot on the gas pedal, that they really shouldn't
leave without saying goodbye to Rose. ‘‘Poor kid, she’s
probably lonely. Maybe you could have. . . ."”

“"For heaven's sake, Nan,” said Uncle Bob, '‘why
can't you let sleeping dogs lie,”” which made George
snort loudly. Uncle Bob put his foot firmly on the ac-
celerator and they were off.

Rose crouched under the blankets and raincoats,
beside the strong smell of chopped egg sandwiches,
while George talked, Sam played his harmonica and Un-
cle Bob drove silently along winding roads and on and
off ferries. At the border into New York State a gruff-
voiced customs man asked if they had anything in the
car to declare. Uncle Bob assured him they hadn’t.

‘“You want to open up the back?”’ said the voice.

Rose stopped breathing. She had forgotten about
customs. She had not even remembered to bring her
passport. She heard Uncle Bob's voice as he lifted the
tailgate: ''It's our lunch, and our fishing gear in case we
get a chance.”” He laughed, and told the customs official
about the trip. A hand gave Rose a good punch. She was
sure the blankets were going to be yanked from her. But
they weren't.

‘“Have a good day then,”” the voice said cheerfully,
and the tailgate was slammed down. The front door
closed, and they were off. They drove along more wind-
ing roads, until the blankets, the raincoats and the smell
of chopped eggs were too much for Rose. She sat up.
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I think I'm going to be sick."”

“Good God!"" shouted Uncle Bob and the station
wagon swerved dangerously.

"I am going to be sick,”’ said Rose.

Uncle Bob pulled over to the side of the road. Sam
jumped out and threw open the tailgate. Rose crept out
of the car and all but fell into the ditch beside the road
where she vomited noisily while the others talked
angrily among themselves.

““What I'd really like to do,”’ snapped Uncle Bob,
when Rose had recovered sufficiently to listen to him,
is leave you right here but there's probably a law
against it. What do you suppose would have happened
to me, young lady, if the customs and immigration peo-
pl€ at the border had found you?”’

“We would have said, ‘that’s our picnic and that’s our
cousin,’ "’ said Sam.

*’And how do you think I would have felt,’ continued
Uncle Bob, ignoring Sam, ‘‘and what would you have
done?”’

"I have my passport at home,’’ said Rose.

“What on earth good would that be? I — oh, never
mind. Get in the back seat. We'll have to find a place
where we can call your Aunt Nan. She might be worry-
ing about you though, right now, I can’t imagine why."’

Rose got into the back seat — as far from the egg sand-
wiches as she could — and they drove in silence until
they came to a village where there was a store with a
sign over the door that read Telephone.

“You wait here,’”’ said Uncle Bob shortly and he and
George went inside.

Rose sat very still, feeling ill but triumphant. Sam
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played his mouth organ. Uncle Bob and George came
back with bottles of pop.

""Here."” Uncle Bob handed her a bottle. ‘'Aunt Nan is
very unhappy about you.”” No one said anything else to
her for the whole three hours it took to get to Oswego.

At the motel, Uncle Bob asked for an extra room for
Rose.

“T'll pay,”’ said Rose.

““Don’t be foolish,”” Uncle Bob said curtly. Meekly
Rose followed him along the corridor and up the ele-
vator.

Upstairs in her room she could hear the voices of her
cousins through the wall, exploding in wrath against
her. She could not distinguish their words. All she could
hear were angry tones swelling and falling like a stormy
sea.

“1did it!"’ She smiled jubilantly at herself in the mir-
ror. "' did it and I don't care how angry they are!”’

At supper she was content to sit in the silence the
boys maintained towards her. The motel stood beside
the river near the harbour mouth, and through the win-
dow she watched a few small fishing boats coming in,
and a sailboat unfurling its sails in the setting sun.

After supper Uncle Bob insisted that they get some
exercise. The boys wouldn’t walk with Rose but Uncle
Bob had recovered from his anger and he walked beside
her, and talked about clearing the lake of chemicals and
making the waters of Ontario and New York safe for
wildlife. He said nothing about her being a stowaway.

The river that flowed into the harbour just beyond
their motel appeared to divide the town in half. They
walked up the hill to the east along wide streets lined
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with trees and big old houses. It was a pleasant, sleepy-
looking town. Rose could not imagine Will going off to
war in this quiet place.

“"'That must be Fort Ontario.”” Uncle Bob pointed
downbhill towards the harbour where a few even rooftops
showed over a square embankment. ‘‘The brochure
about the town that came in my conference kit said that
it was used as a recruiting centre during the Civil War.
That should interest you, Rose — weren't you asking
about the Civil War the other night? The fort is still in
use, but it’s a museum and an archives now too."’

The next morning after breakfast Uncle Bob said,
‘“You're on your own now, kids. Anyone who wants to
come and listen to the lectures is welcome. George, the
one you want is this afternoon.’”” He was so obviously
pleased by the way things were going, basking in the
pleasure of the company of the people he had already
met when he went for his morning paper, that he
beamed at the three of them before he left the room.

As soon as he had gone, George turned on Rose.
““Don’t think you're going to tag after us all day. Boy, I
can't see why you had to come. Don't you know when
you're not wanted?"’ He loped out of the dining room,
turning once to assure himself that she wasn't follow-
ing. Sam stood up, hesitated as if he might be going to
say something but did not and followed George out of
the room.

Rose waited for them both to be out of sight, then she
headed for the fort. It was a bright morming and so un-
seasonably warm that she did not need a coat. Indian
summer, Uncle Bob called it. The fort, when she
reached it, was like a hollowed-out square on a hill




90 & THE ROOT CELLAR

overlooking the harbour. There were two-storey square
stone buildings set around it like soldiers on permanent
guard. The grounds were neatly clipped and even in
November still green. At the entrance a man was selling
tickets. Rose paid her money and asked to see the per-
son in charge.

““You can't bother Mr. Ancaster, he's a very busy
man.”’ The ticket seller was shocked. Rose stood very
straight. “'I'm Rose Larkin and I have to see Mr. An-
caster. I'm doing some research for my aunt who's
writing a book. She can't travel just now because she’s
going to have a baby soon.” She said it with such
assurance that the ticket seller went off, shaking his
head, muttering.

In a very few minutes he was back.

""Come on,”’ he said curtly, and led the way into the
nearest building, upstairs to a small, dusty office clut-
tered with old books and documents. A tall, thin, grey-
haired man got up from his chair and introduced
himself.

“T'm Charles Ancaster, the curator here. What can I
do for you?’ He was clearly amused.

Rose told him where she came from and that Aunt
Nan was writing a true story about a Canadian boy who
had joined the army in Oswego during the Civil War.
‘“She needs a list of the boys who went from the
island.”

"My dear child,”’ said Mr. Ancaster, ‘‘there were over
twelve thousand men from Oswego County who fought
in that war and they were all mustered in the city of
Oswego. Some of them were from across the lake, but
they didn't all say so. Can you be more specific? Do you
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know the name of the boy you're looking for? Which
recruiting station he might have gone to? Exactly when
he joined up? What his regiment was?"’

‘"His name was William Morrissay and he joined in
1864,"" said Rose, catching her breath. It upset her to be
talking about Will like this. It made such a stranger of
him.

'“"Well we can get out the lists and have a look,”’ Mr.
Ancaster looked dubious but he went over to a cupboard
and brought out three huge old leather record books and
put them on the table that stood by the room's only
window. For a long while Rose and Mr. Ancaster
scanned the lists of the names of the men and boys who
had enlisted to fight in the Union army in 1864. The
only sound in the room was the turning of the stiff old
pages.

Then they found it. In the beautiful script that lists
were written in in the 1860s, the ink brown with age,
was the name William Morrissay, age fifteen, fifer, 81st
Infantry. Just above it was Stephen Jerue, age fourteen,
and the place of residence, for both of them, was given
as the city of Oswego. Rose felt sudden sharp tears.
There he was. There was Will. And Stephen Jerue must
be cousin Steve.

‘Isn’t that interesting,’’ said Mr. Ancaster. ''William
Morrissay. You say he came from across the lake. Of
course a lot of them did and didn’t want it known in
case their relatives might make a fuss about it. Not all
Canadians were sympathetic towards our cause. After
all, those people across the lake were refugees from the
American Revolwtion and that was only eighty-five
years before the Civil War. I'll just note that name.”’
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Mr. Ancaster got out a notebook and quickly wrote
down the information Rose gave him.

‘"He was Steve's cousin."’

‘‘Stephen Jerue,’’ Mr. Ancaster read, ''a drummer and
a fifer."”

““Will played the flute.”” Rose suspected the curator
would not especially want to know that but she was so
eager to share with someone the knowledge that Will
had really been there that she had to say it.

"“Well, I suppose they would have been glad of a boy
who had some knowledge of an instrument, although
playing the flute and playing the fife are two very dif-
ferent things you know. I see they both went with the

81st."”

"“The 81st?"’

"“The 81st regiment. The regiment was home on leave
in January of '64. They'd been through some rough bat-
tles. They had first formed up in January of '62, and
they'd seen action pretty steadily right from the start —
Bottom’s Ridge, Seven Pines, Malvern’s Hill: They
came home for a rest and to gather recruits so I suppose
that's when your fellow joined up.”

““Oh, no! It was later because there were buds on the
trees —"'

Mr. Ancaster chuckled. *“You sound as though you'd
been there."”

Rose nearly said, ‘I was,’’ but she recovered herself.
""We read it in a diary.”

“I'd like to see that diary. It might be helpful, fill in
some of the blanks in our records."

“Er...um. . .." Rose shifted her weight from one
foot to the other. ‘'You see it was Susan's diary really
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and it doesn't say anything else about the war. Are there
any lists that would say when Will came home?"’

They looked through three more books of lists and did
not find either Steve's or Will's name.

“"Does that mean they were killed?’’ asked Rose in a
small voice.

“"Not necessarily. The lists are incomplete. In fact, if
you or your aunt are researching this boy, I'd appreciate
finding out for our records what did happen to him. All
this means is that they didn’t muster out here when
most of the regiment did."’

““What does muster mean?"’

"'It’s a military word. Means to gather troops. They're
mustered when they're formed and they're mustered for
pay, sick call and when they're disbanded. Your boy
might possibly have run off too . . . skedaddled was the
word used for that’’ — Rose did not think Will would
have skedaddled — ‘‘but they may have been ill or
wounded and, of course, they may have been killed. The
81st fought in some of the war's worst battles after
February '64. They were at Cold Harbor and lost two
thirds of their number there. They were at Petersburg,
Chaffin’s Bluff, and the siege of the Confederate capital
at Richmond. They took a terrible beating. Your aunt
can find the details of those battles in any history of the
Civil War but you can give her this.”” He handed Rose a
booklet titled Oswego County in the Civil War.
"“There’s a lot of useful information in it. And tell her to
get in touch with me if she needs anything more. Would
you like to take along a photocopy of the names?”’

She left Mr. Ancaster's office, her head full of the
things he had told her, with the photocopy that said
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Will Morrissay had joined the Union Army in Oswego
in 1864 held tight in her hand. She walked for some
time, trying to imagine the town as it had been for Will.
She sat down on a low stone wall and looked at the
photocopy with Will's name. Then she took the scrap of
a song out of her pocket. She unwrapped it carefully,
studying the notes she could not read.

""What's that song?"’

Rose went cold, and crammed the song back in her
pocket. Sam was standing in front of her, his hands
behind his back.

Ididn’t see you.’’ Rose swallowed hard, trying not to
show her nervousness.

"“Can I sit down?"’

“It's not my wall."”

Sam didn’t move. ''I'm sorry,”’ he said abruptly.

'"What for? That this isn't my wall?"’

""No, I'm sorry I've been such a pig to you."
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