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S'" TJalley of 7A\i

Here is a romance of ancient 
America y the scene laid in the 
pleasant valleys of South or 
Central America, the characters 
members of those two ancient 
peoples — the Tamanites and 
the Nephites. The author is a 
product of Southern Ctahy and 
a former student of the Branch 
Agricultural College, Cedar 
City. She now is married and 
living in Orderville.

. T LEMUEL’S wife 

stood in the doorway of her 
tent peering anxiously through 
the fast deepening twilight, 
looking down the valley to the 
south, where the river ran, silent 
and deep.

That was the direction he had 
taken, Ishmael, her first-born— 
was it only this morning? It 
seemed so many mornings ago 
that she saw him standing by 
the campfire, tall and straight 
and defiant—hot, tempestuous 
words coming from lips that 
were so young, so tender.

It had been a miserable scene, 
a repetition of many such scenes; 
the father authoritative, critical,
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“I’ll show you 
tonight who is master 

here, whose word is law!”

dering this morning, why her fa-
ther had been persuaded to leave 
Jerusalem, with all the wealth and 
comfort it held for them, to follow 
Lehi into the desert on the uncer-

even threatening at times; the boy 
stubborn and defiant.

She wished Ishmael would not 
talk back to his father as he did. 
Not but that the boy was right 
in many of the things he said, but 
it angered Lemuel so to have his 
word disputed. He was getting 
worse about it as time went on, 
hard and sullen, almost desperate 
at times, more like Laman, his elder 
brother. It used to be after scenes 
like the one this morning, that 
Lemuel would come to her, hum-
bled and repentant, knowing that 
she was the one who had suffered 
most keenly.

SiHE sighed deeply, for 
she was weary with thinking, with 
remembering. Unnumbered times 
she had wondered, as she was won-
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tain strength of dreams and visions.
But there was really something 

uncanny about Lehi’s power over 
people. His words were gentle and 
kind, but they possessed an un-
usual strength and power, that at 
times made one quake and tremble 
with fear, and one dared not dis-
obey.

And Nephi, his son, was like 
him, even more gentle and persua-
sive, yet his reproof cut like a two- 
edged sword. Too well she knew 
about that, for had not four of 
Ishmael’s daughters married Lehi’s 
four sons, and had there not been 
repeated occasions for trouble and 
dissension? And Nephi, the young-
er son, had dominated them all, 
insisted on having his own way. 
Even when they bound him and 
threatened his life, he had persisted 
in his determination, his purpose, 
his leadership. However, it may

have been that his strength was 
due to the power of God mani-
fested through him. .He always 
said it was, and really, it was some-
thing they could not resist.

Eight years they had journeyed 
in the wilderness; long, tedious 
years, intensified by the pangs of 
hunger, the fierce heat of the trop-
ical sun, the scorching winds, the 
desert’s burning sands. And they 
had left a grave by the way, her 
father’s. He had not lived to reach 
the land that Lehi said the Lord 
had promised them. It was to be a 
land choice above all others. So 
many dreams are unfulfilled.

Babies had come to them, too, 
tiny and helpless, but oh, so sweet. 
Ishmael was born in the wilderness 
and his brothers, too, Seth and 
Joel. The journey was not so hard 
then, for there was the children's 
need of her.

They  had found the 
promised land waiting for them, 
abundantly rich in wild game and 
fruits and honey, unlimited in na-
tural resources.

For a short season they had 
prospered, and life had seemed 
wonderful. But the old troubles 
would assert themselves with re-
curring frequency—and then came 
the separation.

She had often wished that Ne-
phi and his company had not left 
them. While it was rather humili-
ating for Laman and Lemuel, the 
eldest of Lehi’s sons, to submit to 
the leadership of Nephi, their 
younger brother, still in those days 
there had been periods of peace; 
a comforting peace, a rare quality 
of peace which they never felt 
now.

And that was what was the 
matter of Ishmael. He had not 
forgotten the time when Lehi's 
children were all together. Some 
of his most intimate playmates, 
his closest friends, had been the 
children of Nephi and Sam and 
Zoram. After the separation he 
had bothered his father with ques-
tions. “Father, why don’t we 
gather for prayers at eventide now, 
as we did when Nephi was with 
us?’’ or “Father, aren’t we going 
to plant grain this season as we 
did when Nephi was here?’’ or 
“Nephi told me this was the best 
way to string a bow."

“He didn’t tell us to follow 
Nephi; he told us to follow God."
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his father would cut in irritating-
ly-, .

“It is all the same,” the boy 
would persist, “for Nephi follows 
God!”

Mist s gathered in 
the dark, brown eyes of Mira, as 
coming back from her reverie, she 
searchingly scanned the valley 
again. Somewhere in its somber 
depths was her boy — her first-
born. Or had he gone to the for-
est. Surely he wouldn’t go there, 
at night, with the wild beasts 
hungry and ferocious.

“Mother!” The voice startled 
her, it was so near. She turned 
and saw him standing at the cor-
ner of the tent, young and straight 
and tall. He had come by way of 
the low western hills, and not 
through the valley—the direction 
in which he had disappeared.

“Is father here?” he inquired, 
his tone low and deep.

“He is at Laman's now. They 
are arranging for a hunt tomorrow. 
But you are hungry; come and 
eat—there is some roast left, and 
berries.”

She placed her hand tenderly 
on his arm, but his dark thoughts 
were far from a mother's solicitous 
love. They were of a father's sullen 
tyranny.

“Ishmael, when your father 
comes tonight, don’t say anything. 
He has scarcely spoken, all day, 
and then only chidingly to the 
children.”

“I’m not afraid! I'm not a child 
any more. He doesn’t have to tell 
me what to think and what to 
say, and what not to say.” The 
boy's brow darkened.

“I know, Ishmael, but not to-
night. He is in no condition to 
control himself. He and Laman 
have been recalling their past griev-
ances, and have been drinking too 
freely.”

“It becomes more unbearable all
the time,” the lad interposed. 
"Idleness, fault finding, bickerings 
and quarrels! If it were not for 
you, mother, I’d leave it all. I 
would find me a little valley—

“Kim said you didn’t even miss 
me—didn’t inquire once. . . . ”

plant fields and gardens, shrubs 
and flowers; I’d make friends with 
the animals, and tame them as 
Nephi did—as we used to do.”

"But Ishmael, you couldn't do 
that. It would be unbearably 
lonesome to live alone, no one to
talk to, no one to work* for. Life’s 
greatest joy comes from mingling 
and sharing with others.”

“And greatest sorrows, too,” the 
boy interposed dejectedly.

“You are young to say that.” 
Mira’s eyes were sad.

“Perhaps I could find some one 
to share it with me, to have the 
campfire lighted when I returned 
from my labors, or the hunt,” and 
he smiled whimsically.

“You mean Isabel?” the mother 
questioned eagerly.

“No, not Isabel.”
“Kara?”
“Not Kara, and not Mary. I 

could never go home eagerly, hap-
pily, to one of them.”

“Ishmael, you cannot possibly 
be thinking of Zona, after so long 
a time? Why, she was a mere 
child when she left with Nephi’s 
company.”

“I was a mere boy, too, and see 
how I have grown. I dream of 
her often, and my heart is always 
made happy. I would search until 
I found her, mother, but you hold 
me back; not with your hands, 
I am too strong for them, but with 
your heart,” and the boy looked 
at her tenderly. "But even with-
out Zona, without anyone, I could 
be happier in my dream valley 
than I am here.” 

“It is a dream, Ishmael; but 
don’t ever follow its lure. If you 
should go, there would be no one 
for me to talk to, no one to under-
stand.”

"Mother, it has been hard for 
you, too.” The boy’s tones soft-
ened. “How bravely you have 
borne it. (Continued on page 186)
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leaving early one morning for a three- 
day camp. Menus were planned ahead 
and all preparations made so that the 
affair went off smoothly and delight-
fully. Hiking, trail-blazing, taking 
pictures and studying nature occupied 
the days, and the evenings were spent 
in games and songs around the camp-
fire.

The trip was financed with proceeds 
from a drama they had presented in 
the spring.

■il The Valley of Peace-
“I bear it for the sake of peace,” 

she replied. “There is enough 
trouble, without my starting any-
thing.”

“Oh! So you’re the one who 
don’t want trouble. You’re the 
one who keeps the peace—you and 
Ishmael, with your heads always 
together — talking and planning 
and plotting! You’re the one who 
makes the boy weak and soft-— 
always remembering, always find-
ing fault!”

The  sneering tones of 
Lemuel broke in upon them so 
suddenly, so fiercely, that Ishmael 
and his mother, startled and sur-
prised, clung together tightly, each 
seeking as it were, to protect the 
other. They had been so preoc-
cupied that they had not heard 
Lemuel’s footsteps, nor seen his 
approach.

“Well, if it’s peace you want, 
Mira, you’d better get into the 
tent. I would speak with Ishmael 
alone.”
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Fear clutching her heart she said 
low, but distinctly, “I would ra-
ther stay.”

“Into the tent I tell you! I 
can handle him without help from 
you. Too often have I listened 
to your soft words, too often heed-
ed the plea in your brown eyes. 
It has made me weak and soft like 
a woman.

“But I’ll show you tonight! 
who’s master here, whose word is 
law, whose actions will go unques-
tioned!” And he struck her a cruel 
blow, with force enough to send 
her reeling into the tent.

She made no outcry, but Ish-
mael, like a young jaguar, sprang 
at his father in uncontrollable rage. 
How could he know that the high, 
unfettered emotions of youth could 
not successfully cope with the gar-
nered strength of maturity—justi-
fiable as the cause might be, and 
that he only added fuel to the 
flames of his mother’s tortured 
soul?

For she had heard Lemuel strike 
him down with a terrible oath— 
strike down Ishmael, her unfailing 
comfort—the only one who knew 
the depths of her troubled heart.

She heard him being dragged 
away, with Lemuel muttering 
oaths, and cruel, vindictive threats 
—threats that—“He hadn’t for-
gotten how to tie knots, no, Nephi 
hadn't been gone long enough that 
he had forgotten how—and they’d 
hold too. Nephi might burst them, 
but no mere boy ever could. He’d 
find out what it was to lie in the 
burning sun for days, without 
food, without water—yes it would 
take days and days to vindicate 
that blow.”

When  Lemuel re-
turned to the tent and threw him-
self down beside her, Mira could 
have killed him, so intense were 
the fires of hatred scourging the 
heart of outraged motherhood. But 

there was not a stir—not even the 
slightest of movement.

Soon Lemuel was breathing 
heavily from emotional exhaustion 
and drunken stupor, and Mira 
knew he would be dead to the 
world for hours.

She slipped noiselessly from the 
tent, stooped to pick up Ishmael’s 
bow and arrows, where they had 
fallen when he had thrown his 
arms about her in an involuntary 
gesture of protection, snatched a 
bag of water from its peg on a tree, 
and disappeared into the darkness.

“Oh, Father, help me!” She 
breathed the supplication humbly, 
fervently, “Help me find my boy.”

She went in the direction she 
had heard them disappear, weaving 
herself back and forth through the 
low brush, and calling softly, 
“Ishmael, Ishmael.”

After an interminable agony of 
time she heard him. “Mother! Is 
that you? Mother!” She found him 
in a dry shallow stream bed, lying 
on hard pebbly stones. His hands 
and feet were bound with strong 
cord. Already they were hot and 
swollen, so thoroughly had Lemuel 
done the job.

Mira groped about her for a 
stone, and found a jagged flint, 
with which she cut the cruel knots. 
She caressed his tortured limbs 
gently, soothingly, until the blood 
began to flow naturally, and the 
pain abate. She bathed them with 
water from the bag—and with her 
tears. She ran her fingers through 
his hair tenderly, and kissed his 
brow and cheek and lips. She 
murmured words to soothe and 
comfort him, and lifted his head 
gently to the pillow of her lap.

“Ishmael,” Mira murmured 
gently, “I have come to set you 
free—not alone to cut the cords 
that bound your feet and hands, 
but to sever too the heartstrings 
that bind my heart to yours. I 
want you to go now—to your 
valley of peace and happiness. See, 
I’ve brought your bow and arrows, 
for with them you will not hunger 
for meat, and the land teems with 
fruit and wild honey.”

“But mother, without you? It 
is impossible,” and Ishmael pressed 
his mother’s cheek closely to his 
own.

“No, I will stay, you are almost 
a man now; but there are Seth and 
Joel, and Dan, Isma and little Joy 
—them will I care for—but my 
heart, Ishmael, my heart goes with 
you.”

More words and tears and pray-
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ers — a n d Is h m a el w as  g o n e, g o n e  
i nt o t h e d ar k n e ss, t o t h e n ort h.

* * *

d a y,  b ut  t h e l e n gt h e ni n g s h a d o ws  
of t h e tr e es, a n d t h e o c c asi o n al  
br e e z e, wit h  a m er e  s u g g esti o n of  
r efr es hi n g c o ol n ess, pr o cl ai m e d it 
o n t h e w a n e. A n d  J os e p h w as  
gl a d, f or h e  h a d  b e e n  di g gi n g  all  
d a y. B ut  t h e or e  w as  i n t h e b a gs  
n o w,  r e a d y t o b e  t a k e n d o w n  t h e 
pr e ci pit o us  m o u nt ai nsi d e  t o t h e vil -
l a g e i n t h e gr e e n  a n d f ertil e v all e y  
b el o w.

“ If I a m a n y j u d g e of  or e, ” it 
w as  his  c o m p a ni o n  s p e a ki n g, “ t his 
is t h e b est  w e  h a v e  f o u n d y et. ”

“ T h e n  it is, if y o u t hi n k s o, 
J a c o b, f or N e p hi  t ol d m e  o nl y  
y est er d a y t h at y o u w er e  g etti n g  
t o b e v er y  e x p ert i n t h e j u d gi n g 
a n d h a n dli n g  of  or e. ”

“ Wit h  N e p hi  t o t e a c h, o n e  
w o ul d  b e  d ull  i n d e e d, w h o  c o ul d n't  
l e ar n,” w as  t h e h u m bl e  r ej oi n d er.

T h e  t w o br ot h ers  w e n d e d  t h eir 
w a y  d o w n  t h e m o u nt ai nsi d e,  e a c h  
wit h  a h e a v y  b a g  of  or e, t al ki n g 
c o n g e ni all y,  or  as  c o n g e ni all y  b ei n g  
sil e nt.

As  t h e y l eft t h e h e a v y  ti m b er 
li n e, a n d c a m e o ut  i nt o t h e o p e n  
v all e y, t h e y s et t h eir b a gs d o w n,  
a n d wi p e d  t h e p ers pir ati o n fr o m 
t h eir br o ws. J os e p h ’s fi n g ers m o v -
i n g i dl y t hr o u g h t h e ri c h l o a m y 
s oil, f o u n d a r o c k w hi c h  h e u n -

. c o ns ci o usl y lift e d t o t hr o w i nt o 
t h e s p ar kli n g str e a m n e ar b y. B ut  
his  h a n d  p a us e d i n mi d- air,  t h e n 
sl o wl y dr o p p e d.

“ W h at  is t h at, J a c o b ? ” h e  s ai d, 
his  e y es n arr o wi n g  t h at t h eir c o n -
c e ntr ati n g  p o w ers  mi g ht  b e  i nt e nsi-
fi e d.

“ I s e e n ot hi n g. W h at  d o es it 
l o o k li k e t o y o u ? ” J a c o b r et ur n e d.

“ I c a n ’t q uit e  m a k e  o ut — s o m e -
o n e or s o m et hi n g— it m o v es  s o 
sl o wl y, s o p e c uli arl y. S o m et hi n g  
is t h e m att er. ” T h er e  w as  a n ot e  
of  a n xi et y as w ell  as c uri osit y i n 
J os e p h ’s t o n es, as h e  st art e d t o his  
f e et. J a c o b f oll o w e d hi m,  a n d as  
t h e y dr e w  n e ar er, t h e o bj e ct  st a g -
g er e d, wit h  a n eff ort p us h e d o n,  
t h e n st u m bl e d a n d s a n k h el pl essl y  
t o t h e gr o u n d.

“ H e a v e n  h el p  us, J a c o b, it is a  
m a n,  or  a b o y, ” a n d  st o o pi n g o v er  
hi m  a d d e d, “ a n d a str a n g er. ”

“ B ut  J os e p h, t h at is n ot  p os -
si bl e. A  str a n g er, a n d  i n t his l a n d. 
T h at  c a n n ot b e. ”

“ M y  e y es h a v e  n e v er  b ef or e  b e-
h el d  hi m. ” J os e p h ’s f a c e a n d  v oi c e  
w er e  fill e d wit h  g at h eri n g  f e ar.

“ J a c o b, a  s p y! T h e  L a m a nit es! ”  

a n d h e h astil y  s c a n n e d t h e v all e y  
i n e v er y dir e cti o n.

“ C al m  y o ur  f e ars, J os e p h, a s p y 
d o es n ’t c o m e  e x h a ust e d  a n d  ill, u n -
l ess h e is l ost. T h er e  is n o i m-
m e di at e  d a n g er. W e  will  t a k e hi m  
t o t h e vill a g e, t o N e p hi;  h e will  
k n o w a n d u n d erst a n d. ”

“ W e  will  s et g u ar ds a b o ut, ”  
N e p hi  t ol d t h e m, aft er  h e  h a d  h e ar d  
t h eir st or y. “ P er h a ps  t h e L a m a n -
it es ar e n e ar er  t h a n w e  a nti ci p at e. ”

W e e ks  p ass e d, b ut  
p er h a ps  it w as  n ot  s o m u c h  ti m e 
t h at l ess e n e d t h eir a n xi et y, as t h e 
f a ct t h at t h e y o u n g  str a n g er, w h o  
h a d b e e n s o criti c all y ill, b e g a n  
t o s h o w si g ns of  i m pr o v e m e nt. At  
first t h e y c o ul d u n d erst a n d n o  
w or ds  —  j ust i n c o h er e nt m utt er -
i n gs. H e  h a d  b e e n  pl a c e d  i n a b e d  
o n  a vi n e- c o v er e d  p or c h  at t h e e ast  
e n d of t h e h o us e, a n d e arl y o n e  
m or ni n g,  as N e p hi  w e nt  t o t h e 
b e dsi d e  of  t h e y o u n g  m a n,  his  e y es  
w er e  m o vi n g  o v er  t h e str a n g e  s c e n e, 
a n d  t h e bri g ht n ess  of  t h e f e v er h a d  
b ur n e d  o ut.

H e  w as  t o o w e a k  t o s h o w si g ns 
of  s ur pris e, b ut  his  mi n d  w as  r a-
ti o n al. N e p hi  pl a c e d  his  c o ol  h a n ds  
s o ot hi n gl y o n  t h e br o w  of  t h e si c k 
l a d, a n d h e s o m e h o w s e e m e d 
str o n g er, a n d  c o ul d s p e a k.

“ T h e  v all e y, ”  h e  m ur m ur e d  l o w 
b ut disti n ctl y. “ I’v e f o u n d t h e 
v all e y, ” a n d his f a c e li g ht e d u p  
a n d h e  s mil e d f ai ntl y.

“ W er e  y o u  l o o ki n g f or a v al -
l e y ?” N e p hi  i n q uir e d g e ntl y.

“ Y es, ” w as  t h e r ej oi n d er. “ A 
v all e y  of  p e a c e — a v all e y  f or fi el ds 
of  gr ai n  a n d  g ar d e ns  a n d  fl o w ers.”

H e  l o o k e d at  N e p hi,  i n q uiri n gl y, 
a n d f or t h e first ti m e h e  s e e m e d t o 
s e ns e t h at a str a n g er w as  n e ar.  His  
f a c e s a d d e n e d as h e  fi nis h e d. “ B ut  
s o m e o n e els e h as f o u n d it first.”  
H e  cl os e d his  e y es f or a bri ef  m o -
m e nt  t h e n m ur m ur e d,  “ It c a n ’t b e  
t h at I h a v e  f o u n d t h e m.”

“ Y o u  c a m e al o n e, ” s u g g est e d  
N e p hi. “ W as  t h er e n o  o n e  wit h  
y o u  as y o u  h u nt e d f or y o ur  v al -
l e y ?”

“ N o  o n e, ” h e m ur m ur e d  a n d  
t h e n r e m e m b er e d.

“ M ot h er  w o ul d  h a v e l o v e d t o 
c o m e. ” His  f a c e s a d d e n e d at t h e 
t h o u g ht of  h er, a n d h e  cl os e d his  
e y e s.

“ Y o ur  m ot h er  is ?” N e p hi ’s 
q u esti o ni n g t o n e r alli e d hi m  o n c e  
m or e,  a n d h e s ai d l o vi n gl y, 
“ Mir a. ”

“ T h e  wif e  of  L e m u el, ” fi nis h e d 
N e p hi,  a n d  t h e b o y  n o d d e d.

“ G o  t o sl e e p, m y  s o n, a n d  w h e n

I T WI L L  P A Y

Y O U

T o  B ur n

K ni g ht
S pri n g  
C a n y o n 

C o al

L o n g  B u r ni n g  Cl e a n  
a n d  H ot

Or

R o y al  
C o al

Ut a h ’s P u r est  C o al
T h es e C o als M ai nt ai n,  

Cl e a n,  C h e er y  W ar m  H o m es  
at  L o w est  C ost.

A S K  Y O U R  G O O D  F RI E N D  
T H E  C O A L  D E A L E R

K ni g ht  F u el  C o.  

R o y al  C o al  C o.
G e n e r al  O ffi c e s  8 t h  Fl o o r  

N e w h o u s e  Bl d g.

S al t  L a k e  Ci t y,  U t a h

L E O N A R D  E.  A D A M S,  

G e n e r al  S al e s  A g e nt



1 8 8

Mi d- Wi nt e r  T e r m
B e gi ns  J a n u a r y  3

S e c r et a ri al ...
B usi n ess  

A d mi nist r ati o n

F o r  a m bi ti o u s  y o u n g  m e n  a n d  
y o u n g w o m e n,  w h o  pl a n  t o 
g et a h e a d  d u ri n g  1 9 3 3, t h e  
Mi d- Wi nt e r  T e r m o ff e r s a  
s pl e n di d o p p o rt u ni t y t o g e t  
s t a r t e d. O t h e r  y o u n g  p e o pl e,  
w h o  w a nt  t o b e  r e a d y  f o r t h e  
o p p o rt u niti e s  t h a t t h e r et u r n  
o f n o r m al c o n di ti o n s will  
b ri n g,  will  b e  s t a rti n g a t  t h e  
s a m e ti m e. C o u r s e s  o f f e r e d  
l e a di n g t o s t e n o g r a p hi c, s e c -
r e t a ri al, a c c o u nti n g  a n d  cl e r -
i c al p o si ti o n s. S h o rt e s t  p o s -
si bl e ti m e c o n si s t e n t wit h  
t h o r o u g h n e s s. L o w  c o st.  F r e e  
E m pl o y m e nt  A s si st a n c e  f r o m 
o r g a ni z e d  Pl a c e m e nt  D e p a rt -
m e n t.

C all  t o d a y f o r c o m pl et e i n-
f o r m a ti o n, o r  r e t u r n t hi s a d  
wi t h  y o u r  n a m e  w ri t t e n  b el o w.

L. D. S.  B u si n e s s  
C oll e g e

S A L T  L A K E  C I T Y  

W A S A T C H  1 8 1 2

N a m e  ......................................

A d d r e s s  ..................................

B E  I N D E P E N D E N T
N o  Ot h e r  V o c ati o n  S o  P r ofit a bl e !

E N R O L L  N O W
F o r  a  C o m pl et e  C o u rs e  at  t h e

Q ul s h  S c h o ol  of  B e a ut y  C ult ur e
T h e  B est  i n t h e W est

T h e  I m pr o v e m e nt Er a  f or J a n u ar y,  1 9 3 3

y o u  w a k e  u p  y o u  will  f e el b ett er, ”  
a n d N e p hi  k n e el e d  at t h e b e dsi d e  
of  L e m u el ’s s o n a n d pr a y e d f er-
v e ntl y  f or his  r e c o v er y.

As  Is h m a el gr e w  str o n g er h e  r e-
c o u nt e d t o N e p hi  t h e st or y of  his  
w a n d eri n gs.

"It m ust  h a v e  b e e n  m o nt hs  si n c e  
I l eft m y  p e o pl e, ” h e  m us e d.  "I  
h a v e  n o  w a y  of  k n o wi n g, e x c e pt  
t h at t h e m o o n  gr e w  f ull a n d  w a n e d  
m a n y  ti m es. T h e  v all e ys  w er e  s o 
b e a utif ul,  b ut  m ot h er  w as  ri g ht, I 
c o ul d fi n d n o  p e a c e  a n d h a p pi n ess  
i n t h e m al o n e. A n d  t h er e w as  
al w a ys t h e v a g u e u nr est, w hi c h  
ur g e d  m e  o n  a n d  o n. I m ust  h a v e  
h a d h o p e  t h at I w o ul d  fi n d y o u  
f or e a c h m or ni n g  I w o ul d  t hi n k, 
‘P er h a ps  it will  b e  t o d a y,’ b ut  I 
k n e w  h o w  gr e at  w er e  t h e c h a n c es  
a g ai nst m e. ”

“ Di d  y o u  pr a y,  Is h m a el, f or t h e 
L or d  t o g ui d e  y o u ? ” N e p hi  q u es -
ti o n e d ki n dl y.

"I a m afr ai d n ot, ” h e  s ai d c a n -
di dl y.

“ W e  m ust  a c k n o wl e d g e, h o w -
e v er,  t h at H e  di d  g ui d e  y o u, ”  N e p hi  
c o nti n u e d. “ H e  w at c h es  o v er  all  
His  c hil dr e n, a n d  h el ps  t h os e w h o  
p ut t h e ms el v es i n a c o n diti o n t o 
r e c ei v e his  bl essi n gs. H e  w as  v er y 
g o o d  t o y o u. ”

w  H E N  Is h m a el’s 
st or y w as  k n o w n  a m o n g t h e p e o -
pl e,  a n d  h e  w as  w ell  e n o u g h, t h e y 
c a m e t o s e e hi m — his c hil d h o o d  
pl a y m at es,  s o m e of  w h o m  h e  c o ul d  
n ot  r e c o g ni z e, t h e y h a d  gr o w n  s o 
m u c h — y o u n g m e n  a n d w o m e n,  
li k e hi ms elf.

As  h e  gr e w  str o n g er, t h e y w al k -
e d  wit h  hi m,  a n d  t o o k hi m  t o t h eir 
h o m es, a n d as pl a c es a n d p e o pl e  
b e c a m e  f a mili ar, h e  w o ul d  g o  a b o ut  
b y  hi ms elf.

O n e  e v e ni n g as h e  w as  str olli n g  
l eis ur el y d o w n  t h e gr ass- b or d er e d  
p at h  t o t h e h o m e  of  Ki m,  his  c hil d -
h o o d  c h u m, h e  s a w a y o u n g  girl 
t ur n t h e c or n er of  a f e n c e n e ar b y.  
H e  h a d  n ot  s e e n h er  b ef or e,  a n d  as  
is t h e w a y  of  y o ut h  h e  b e g a n  t o 
f e el s elf- c o ns ci o us a n d b ot h er e d.  
H e  gl a n c e d  at  h er,  s h yl y, of  c o urs e,  
w h at  b o y  w o ul d  n ot,  f or s h e w as  
c o m el y  of  fi g ur e, a n d  w al k e d  wit h  
gr a c ef ul  di g nit y. As  h e  lift e d his  
e y es  t o h ers  i n p assi n g,  h e  s a w t h e y 
w er e  l ar ks p ur bl u e,  u n d er  str ai g ht  
bl a c k  l as h es, a n d t h at t h e y s mil e d 
u p  at hi m  i n f a mili ar pl a yf ul n ess.

“ Z o n a! ” h e  st o p p e d s h ort, a n d  
p ut  f ort h his  h a n d  e a g erl y.

“ W h y  Is h m a el, it is w o n d erf ul  
t o s e e y o u a g ai n. I t h o u g ht I 
n e v er s h o ul d. ”

“ I t h o u g ht t h e s a m e, t o o. I 
n oti c e d  y o u  di d n ’t c o m e t o s e e m e  
as t h e ot h ers di d, t o w el c o m e  a  
pl a y m at e — a fri e n d.”

“ W ell,  w h e n  w e  f o u n d o ut it 
w as  y o u,  Ki m  s ai d h e ’d  w a g er  t h e y 
c o ul d n ’t k e e p m e  a w a y —  s o I 
t h o u g ht I’d  s h o w hi m. ”

“ At  m y  e x p e ns e, ” i nt err u pt e d 
Is h m a el.

“ Ki m  s ai d y o u  di d n ’t e v e n miss  
m e — di d n ’t i n q uir e o n c e ” —  a n d  
t h e r e d li ps p o ut e d, b ut  t h e bl u e  
e y es s mil e d.

“ A  l ot Ki m  k n o ws  a b o ut it,” 
t h e y o ut h  r e pli e d vi g or o usl y.

H e  gl a n c e d d o w n a n d s mil e d, 
a n d it w as  t h e n h e  s a w t h e ri n g 
o n h er fi n g er. S h e  f oll o w e d his  
gl a n c e  a n d  s mil e d t o o.

“ Y es,  it is p art  of  t h e st o n e y o u  
g a v e  m e  t h e m or ni n g  w e  l eft. N e p hi  
m o u nt e d  it f or m e  l ast y e ar. H e 
s ai d it w as  t h e m ost  p erf e ct  st o n e 
of  its ki n d  h e  h a d  e v er s e e n— a n d  
it w as  t h e c h oi c est of  y o ur  c oll e c -
ti o n, Is h m a el.”

" A s ort of  p e a c e off eri n g, ” h e  
v e nt ur e d.

“ I k n o w, ” a n d t h e girl s mil e d 
wistf ull y,  r e m e m b eri n g.

“ It w as  a u d a ci o us  of  m e,  w as n ’t 
it, t elli n g a b o y  of  y o ur  si z e t h at 
t h er e w as  pl e nt y  of w at er  i n t h e 
cr e e k t o w as h  y o ur  dirt y  h a n ds ? ”

“ I t h o u g ht s o at t h e ti m e, es p e -
ci all y  si n c e I g ot  t h e m dirt y  b uil d -
i n g a h o us e  f or y o u. ”

T h e y  b ot h  l a u g h e d t o g et h er a n d  
Z o n a  c o nti n u e d. “ A n d  as I r e-
m e m b er  it, y o u str o d e d efi a ntl y  
a w a y a n d h el p e d Is a b el fi nis h 
h ers. ”

“ A n d  di d n ’t w as h  m y  dirt y  
h a n ds  eit h er. ”

“ N o  y o u w o ul d n ’t, if it w er e  
a girl  w h o  m a d e  t h e s u g g esti o n. ”

“ W ell,  I h a v e  gr o w n  a bit  si n c e 
t h e n, a n d t a k e m y  w or d  f or it, 
Z o n a,  si n c e I h a v e  s e e n y o u  a g ai n,  
I t hi n k I’m  r e a d y t o g o  t o w or k  
t o b uil d a n ot h er h o us e  —  u n d er  
y o ur  dir e cti o n. ”

“ A n d  w o ul d n ’t y o u w al k  o ut  
o n  t h e j o b ?”  s h e q u esti o n e d  b a nt er-  
i n gl y.

“ I s ur el y w o ul d  n ot,  f or I h a v e  
n o  m or e  j e w els f or p e a c e  off eri n gs. ”

A n d  t h e y w al k e d  d o w n  t h e gr ass  
b or d er e d  p at h  t o g et h er, t h eir e y es  
bri g ht er  t h a n t h e gl o wi n g  s u ns et.

J-J E N R Y D A VI D  T H O R E A U  
s ai d : “ W h at  s h o ul d w e  t hi n k 

of  t h e s h e p h er d ’s lif e if his  fl o c ks 
al w a ys  w a n d er e d  t o hi g h er  p ast ur es  
t h a n his  t h o u g hts.”




