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three coons, you will still · be in the runoff, and from 
what I've seen here tonight, you have a good chance 
of winning the cup." 

I knew that Little Ann had scented the coon in 
the air, the same as she had the ghost coon. I walked 
over and knelt down by her side. The things I wanted 
to say to her I couldn't, for the knot in my throat, but 
I'm sure she understood. 

As we came into the campground, the hunters 
came out of their tents and gathered around us. The 
judge held up the three big coon hides. There was a 
roar from the crowd. 

One man said, "That was the most beautiful sight 
I've ever seen." 

"What was a beautiful sight?" Grandpa asked. 
"Last night those little red hounds brought that 

coon right through camp." 
The judge said, "We figured they did when we 

heard the noise." 
Laughing, the man said, "We heard them when 

they ran up the other side of the river. Way up above 
here they crossed over. We could tell they were com­
ing back so we doused all the fires and, sure enough, 
they came right through camp. Those two little 
hounds weren't fifty yards behind the coon, running 
side by side. Boy, they were picking them :up and lay­
ing them down, and bawling every time .their feet 
touched the ground. I'll tell you, it was the prettiest 
sight I ever saw." 

When the judge started telling about the last 
coon Little Ann had treed I took my dogs over to our 
tent and fed and watered them. After they had had 
their fill, I gave them a good rubdown with a piece of 
gunny sack Taking them out to the buggy, I tied them 
up. I stood and watched while they: twisted around in 
the hay making their bed. 

That day I tried to get some sleep in our tent, but 
the soaking Grandpa had taken in the river had given 
him a cold, causing him to snore. I never heard such a 
racket in all my life. I'd have sworn he rattled the pa-
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"Maybe you had better call them off," said the 
judge. "That's a big coon and he could droW11 one of 
them easily in that deep water." 

"Call them off?" I said. "Why, you couldn't whip 
them off with a stick. There's no use for anyone to get 
scared. They know exactly what they' re doing. I've 
seen this more times than one." 

Grandpa was scared and excited. He was jumping 
up and down, whooping and hollering. 

Papa raised the gun to aim. 
I jumped and grabbed his arm. "Don't do that," I 

yelled. "You're sure to hit one of my dogs." 
Round and round in the deep water the fight 

went on. The coon climbed on Old Dan's head and 
sank his teeth in one of his long tender ears. Old Dan 
bawled with pain. Little Ann swam in and caught one 
of the coon's hind legs in her mouth. She tried hard to 
pull him off. All three disappeared under the water. 

I held my breath. 
The water churned and boiled. All three came to 

the top about the samf:l time. The coon was between 
the bank we were standing on and my dogs. He swam 
toward us. They caught him again just as he reached 
shore. He fought his way free and ran for a large syca­
more. Old Dan caught him just as he started up. I 
knew that was the end of the fight. 

After it was all over and the coon had been 
skinned, Grandpa said, "I hope we don't have to go 
through that again tonight. For a while I sure thought 
your dogs were goners." 

The judge said, "Well, have you ever seen that? 
Look over there!" 

Old Dan was standing perfectly still, with eyes 
closed and head hanging down. Little Ann was licking 
at his cut and bleeding ears. 

"She always does that," I said. "If you'll watch, 
whe

,� she gets done with him, he'll do the · same for
her. 

We stood and watched until they had finished 
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lowing the lump that had jumped up in my throat, I 
whooped as loud as I could. 

The ground was turning white with sleet. The 
storm had really set in. We hurried along. 

I said to Papa, "If this keeps up that old coon 
won't run long. He'll head for his den." 

"If it gets much worse," Grandpa said, "I know 
some coon hunters that won't be running very long. 
They'll be frozen too stiff to run." 

The judge asked if there was any danger of get-
ting lost. 

"I don't know," Papa said. "ff s all strange coun­
try to me." 

My dogs' voices sounded far away. I knew they 
were much closer than they sounded as they were 
downwind from us. Finding three large sycamores 
growing close together, we stopped on the leeward 
side. 

Papa shouted above the wind, "I don't know if 
we can take much more of this." 

"His bad," Grandpa replied, "and it looks like it's 
going to get worse." 

"You can't see over fifteen feet now," the judge 
said. "Do you think we can find the buggy?" 

"I think we can find the buggy all right," Papa 
said. 

I could no longer hear the voices of my dogs. 
This had me worried. I didn't want to leave them out 
in the storm. 

"Can anyone hear the hounds?" Grandpa asked. 
"I can't," Papa said. 
The judge spoke up. "Fellows, I think we'd better 

go in," he said. "There's no telling where they are. 
They may have crossed the river." 

Scared and knowing I had to do something, I 
said, "They' re closer than you think, probably treed by 
now. You can't hear them for this wind." I begged, 
"Let's go a little further." 

There was no reply and no one made a move to 
leave the shelter of the trees. 
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"From that way," I said, pointing to our left. 
We started on. A few minutes later Papa stopped. 

He shouted to my grandfather, "Did you hear any­
.thing?" 

"No," Grandpa shouted back. "I can't hear any­
thing in this storm." 

"I thought I did, but I'm not sure," the judge 
said. 

"Where was it coming from?" Papa asked. 
"Over that way," the judge said, pointing to our 

right. 
"That's the way it sounded to me," Papa said. 
At that moment, all of us heard the deep voice of 

Old Dan. 
"It ·sounds as if they're close," Grandpa said. 
"Let's split up," said the judge. "Maybe one of us 

can find them." 
"No," Papa said, "it'd be easy to get lost in this 

storm." 
"I think they're ·more to the right of us," I said. 
"I do, too," Papa said. 
We trudged on. Old Dan bawled again. The 

sound of his voice seemed to be all around us. 
"The way that wind is whipping the sound 

through this timber," the judge said, "we'd be lucky if 
we ever found them." 

Papa shouted over the roar of the wind, "We can't 
take much more of this. We'll freeze to death." 

The men were giving up. I felt the knot again as 
it crawled up in my throat. Salt water froze on my 
eyelashes. Kneeling down, I put my ear close to the 
icy ground in s I could hear my dogs, but I 
couldn't hear an ng above the roar of the blizzard. 

Standing up, I peered this way and that. All I

could see was a white wall of whirling sleet. I closed 
my eyes and said a silent prayer and hoped for a mira­
cle. 

We heard a sharp crack and a loud crashing 
noise. A large limb, tom from a tree by the strong 
wind, fell to the ground. The sharp crack of the limb 
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"That was because the wind carried the sound," I 
said. 

The judge spoke up, "Fellows, no dog is worth 
the lives of three men. Now let's do the smart thing 
and get out of here while we can. Our clothes are wet. 
If we keep on wandering around in this jungle, we'll 
freeze to death. It doesn't look like this blizzard is 
ever going to let up." 

I could hear the roar of the blizzard back in the 
thick timber of the bottoms. Two large limbs being 
rubbed together by the strong wind made a grinding 
creaking sound. The tall slender cane around us rat­
tled and swayed. 

I could feel the silence closing in. I knew the 
judge's cold logic had had its effect on my father and 
grandfather. The men had given up. There was no 
hope left for nie. · · 

Kneeling down, I put my arms around Little Ann. 
I felt the warm heat from her moist tongue caressing 
my ear. Closing my eyes, I said, "Please, Dan, bawl 
one more time, just one more time." 

I waited for my plea to be answered. 
With its loud roaring, the north wind seemed to 

be laughing at us. All around, tall stalks of cane were 
weaving and dancing to the rattling rhythm of their 
knife-edged blades. 

My father tried to talk above the wind, but his 
words were lost in the storm. Just before another 
blast, clear as a foghorn on a stormy sea, Old Dan's 
voice rang loud and clear. It seemed louder than the 
roar of the wind or the skeleton-like rustling of the tall 
swaying cane. 

I jumped to my feet. My heart did a complete 
flip-flop. The knot in my throat felt as big as an apple. 
I tried to whoop, but it was no use. Little Ann bawled 
and tugged on the rope. 

There was no mistaking the direction. We knew 
that Little Ann had been right all along. Straight as an , 
arrow, she had led us to him. 

Old Dan was treed down in a deep gully. I slid 
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solid. They' re nothing but white ice from the tips of 
their noses to the ends of their tails." 

Hearing Mr. Benson's words, I screamed and ran 
to my father. Everything started whirling around and 
around. I felt light as a feather. My knees buckled. I 
knew no more. 

Regaining consciousness, I opened my eyes and 
could dimly see the blurry images of the men around 
me. A hand was shaking me. I could hear my father's 
voice but I couldn't understand his words. Little by 
little the blackness faded away. My throat was dry and 
I was terribly 

1

thirsty. I asked for some water. 
Mr. Benson came over. He said, "Son,)'m sorry, 

truly sorry. I didn't mean it that way. Your dogs are 
alive. I guess I was excited. I'm very sorry." 

I heard a deep voice say, 'That's a hell of a thing 
to do. Come running in here saying the dogs are fro­
zen solid." 

.Mr. Benson said, "I didn't mean it to sound that 
way. I said I'm sorry. What more do you want me to 
do?" 

The deep voice growled again. "I still think it 
was a hell of a thing for a man to do." 

Mr. Kyle took over. "Now let's not have any more 
of this," he said. "We have work to do. We've been 
standing here acting like a bunch of schoolkids. All 
this time that old man has been lying there suffering. 
A couple of you men cut two poles and make a 
stretcher to carry him." 

While the men were getting the poles, Papa 
heated the coonskins again and rewrapped Grandpa's 
foot. 

With belts and long leather laces from their 
boots, the hunters made a stretcher. Very gently they 
put Grandpa on it. 

Again Mr. Kyle took command. "Part of us will 
start for camp with him," he said. "The others will go 
after the dogs." 

"Here, take this gun,'' Papa said. "I'll go with 
h. ,,

Im. 
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to my father. As his rough old hands closed around it, 
I saw a strange look come over his face. He turned 
and looked at my dogs. 

Some of the men started shouting, "Here it is!" 
The crowd parted and the judge walked through. 

I saw the gleaming metal of the gold cup in his hand. 
After a short speech, he handed it to me, saying, "Son, 
this makes me very proud. It's a great honor to pres­
ent you with this championship cup." 

The crowd exploded. The hunters' shouts were 
deafening. 

I don't know from where the two silly old tears 
came. They just squeezed their way out. I felt them as 
they rolled down my cheeks. One dropped on the 
smooth surface of the cup and splattered. I wiped it 
away with my sleeve. 

Turning to my dogs, I knelt down and showed the 
cup to them. Little Ann licked it. Old Dan sniffed one 
time, and then turned his head away. 

The judge said, "Son, there's a place on the cup 
to engrave the names of your dogs. I can take it into 
Oklahoma City and have it done, or you can have it 
done yourself. The engraving charge has already been 
paid by the association." 

Looking at the cup, it seemed that far down in 
the gleaming shadows J could see two wide blue eyes 
glued to a windowpane. I knew that my little sister 
was watching the road and waiting for our return. 
Looking back at the judge, I said, "If you don't mind, 
I'll take it with me. My grandfather can send it in for 
me." 

Laughing, he said, "That's all right." Handing me 
a slip of paper, he said, "This is the address where 
you should send it." 

Grandpa said, "Now that that's settled, I'm ready 
to go to town." Turning to Papa, he said, "You'll have 
to bring the buggy, and I wish you'd look after my 
stock I know Grandma will want to go in with us and 
there'll be no one there to feed them. Tell Bill Lowery 
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I could make out the . bulk of a large animal, 
crouched on a huge branch, dose to the trunk of the 
big tree. Then it moved. I heard the scratch of razor­
sharp claws on the bark. It stood up and moved out of 
the shadows on to the limb. I saw it clearly as it 
passed between the moon and me. I knew what it 
was. It was the devil cat of the Ozarks, the mountain 
lion. 

The silence was shattered by one long, loud bawl 
from Old Dan. I'd never heard my dog bawl like that. 
It was different. His voice rang out over the moun­
tains, loud and clear. The vibration of the deep tones 
rolled in the silence of the frosty night, on and on, out 
over the flats, down in the canyons, and died away in 
the rimrocks, like the cry of a lost soul. Old Dan had 
voiced his challenge to the devil cat. 

There was a low cough and a deep growl from 
the lion. I saw him crouch. I knew what was coming. 
My hands felt hot and sweaty on the smooth ash han­
dle of the ax. With a blood-curdling scream he sprang 
from the tree with claws outspread and long, yellow 
fangs bared. 

Old Dan didn't wait. Rearing up on his hind legs, 
he met the in the air. heavy weight bowled 
him over and over. He wound up in a fallen treetop. 

The impact of the two bodies threw the lion off 
balance. Little Ann darted in. Her aim was true. I 
heard the snap of her steel-trap jaws as they dosed on 
his throat. 

With a squall of pain and rage, the big cat rolled 
over on his side, dragging Little Ann with him. His 
right paw reached out and curved over her shoulder. 
Sinews tightened and razor-sharp claws dug inward. 
With a cry of pain, she loosened her hold. I saw the 
blood squirting from the deep wound in her shoulder. 
She ignored it and bored back into the fight 

Old Dan, stunned for an instant from the impact 
of the lion's body, fought his way from the treetop. 
Bawling the cry of the damned, he charged back in. 

I went berserk, and charged into the fight. 
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dying on his feet but refusing to go down. My ax han­
dle stuck straight out from his back. Blood, gushing 
from the mortal wound, glistened in the moonlight A 
shudder ran through his body. He tried once again to 
scream. Blood gurgled in his throat. 

It was the end of the trail for the scourge of the 
mountains. No more would he scream his challenge 
from the rimrocks to the valley below. The small, 
harmless calves and the young colts would be safe 
from his silent stalk 

He fell toward me. It seemed that with his last 
effort he was still trying to get at me. 

As his heavy body struck the ground, something 
exploded in my head. I knew no more. 

When I came to, I was sitting down. It was silent 
and still. A bird, disturbed by the fight, started chirp­
ing far up on the side of the mountain. A small winter 

rustled some dead leaves in the deep canyon. 
A cold, crawling chill crept over my body. 

I looked over at the lion. My dogs were still 
glued to his lifeless body. In his dying convulsions the 
ax had become dislodged from the wound. It lay there 
in the moonlight, covered with blood. 

My numb brain started working. I thought of an­
other time the ax had been covered with blood. I 
don't know why I thought of Rubin Pritchard at that 
time, or why I thought of these words I had often 
heard: "There is a little good in all evil." 

I got to my feet and went over to my dogs. I 
knew I had to inspect them to see how badly they 
were hurt. It wasn't too hard to get Little Ann to 
loosen her hold. I examined her body. She was cut in 
several places, but nothing fatal. The only bad wound 
she had was in her shqulder. It was nine inches long 
and down to the clean, white bone. She started licking 
it immediately. 

It was different with Old Dan. Try as I might, he 
wouldn't tum loose. Maybe he could remember the 
night in the cave when he was a pup. How the big cat 
had screamed and how he had bawled back at him. 
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crooked line of steam, marking the river's course. Fol­
lowing the snakelike pattern with my eyes, in no time 
I knew exactly where I was, for I knew every bend in 
the river. 

Anxious to get home so I could take care of my 
dogs, I turned to call to them. Little Ann was close by. 
She was sitting down, licking at the wound in her 
shoulder. I saw the shadowy form of Old Dan sniffing 
around the tree where the lion had been treed. 

As I stood and watched him in the moonlight, my 
heart swelled with pride. Wounded though he was, he 
wanted to make sure there were no more lions 
around. 

I called to him. In a stiff-legged trot he came to 
me. I caught hold of his collar and gave him another 
inspection. In the lantern light I could see the mud­
caked wounds clearly. The bleeding had almost 
stopped. I felt much better. 

Little Ann came over. I knelt down and put my 
arms around them. I knew that if it hadn't been for 
their loyalty and unselfish courage I would have prob­
ably been killed by the slashing daws of the devil cat. 

"I don't know how I'll ever pay you back for what 
you've done," I said, 'but I'll never forget it." 

Getting up, I said, "Come on, let's go home so I 
can take care of those wounds." 

I hadn't gone far when I heard a cry. At first I 
thought it was a bird, or a night hawk. I stood still and 
listened. I glanced at Little Ann. She was looking be­
hind me. I turned around and looked for Old Dan. He 
was nowhere in sight. 

The cry came again, low and pitiful. Instantly Lit­
tle Ann started back the way we had come. I followed 
as fast as I could run. 

I found Old Dan lying on his side, pleading for 
help. What I saw was almost more than I could stand. 
There, tangled in the low branches of a huckleberry 
bush, were the entrails of my dog. With a gasping cry 
I knelt down by his side. 

I knew what had happened. Far back in the soft 
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In my heart I knew that there in the grave lay a 
man's best friend. 

Two days later, when I came in from the bottoms 
where my father and I were clearing land, my mother 
said, "Billy, you had better look after your dog. She 
won't eat." 

I started looking for her. I went to the barn, the 
comcrib, and looked under the porch. I called her 
name. It was no use. 

I rounded up my sisters and asked if they had 
seen Little Ann. The youngest one said she had seen 
her go down into the garden. I went there, calling her 
name. She wouldn't answer my call. 

I was about to give up, and then I saw her. She 
had wiggled her way far back under the thorny limbs 
of a blackberry bush in the comer of the garden. I 
talked to her and tried to coax her out. She wouldn't 
budge. I got down on my knees and crawled back to 
her. As I did, she raised her head and looked at me. 

Her eyes told the story. They weren't the soft 
gray eyes I had looked into so many times. They were 
dull and cloudy. There was no fire, no life. I couldn't 
understand. 

I carried her back to the house. I offered her 
food and water. She wouldn't touch it. I noticed how 
lifeless she was. I thought perhaps she had a wound I 
had overlooked. I felt and probed with my fingers. I 
could find nothing. 

My father came and looked at her. He shook his 
head and said, "Billy, it's no.use. The life has gone out 
of her. She has no will to live." 

He turned and walked away. 
I couldn't believe it. I couldn't. 
With eggs and rich cream, I made a liquid. I 

pried her mouth open and poured it down. She re­
sponded to nothing I did. I carried her to the porch, 
and laid her in the same place I had laid the body of 
Old Dan. I covered -her with gunny sacks. 

All through the night I would get up and check 
on her. Next morning I took warm fresh milk and 
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Mama said. "You'll always have their memory. Be­
sides, you can have some more dogs." 

I rebelled at this. "I don't want any more dogs," I 
said. "I won't ever want another dog. They wouldn't 
be like Old Dan and Little Ann." 

"We all feel that way, Billy," she said. "I do espe­
cially. They've fulfilled a prayer that I thought would 
never be answered." 

"I don't believe in prayers any more," I said. "I

prayed for my dogs, and now look, both of them are 
dead." 

Mama was silent for a moment; then, in a gentle 
voice, she said, "Billy, sometimes it's hard to believe 
that things like this can happen, but there's always an 
answer. When you're older, you'll understand better." 

"No, I won't," I said. "I don't care if I'm a hun­
dred years old, I'll never understand why my dogs had 
to die." 

As if she were talking to someone far away, I 
heard her say in a low voice, "I don't know what to 
say. I can't seem to find the right words." 

Looking up to her face, I saw that her eyes were 
flooded with tears. 

"Mama, please don't cry," I said. "I didn't mean 
what I said." 

"I know you didn't," she said, as she squeezed 
me up tight. "It's just your way of fighting back." 

I heard the voice of my father calling to us from 
the house. 

"Come now," Mama said. "I have supper ready 
and your father wants to talk to you. I think when 
you've heard what he has to say, you'll feel better." 

"I can't leave Little Ann like this, Mama," I said. 
"It'll b

,� cold tonight. I think I'll carry her back to the
house. 

"No, I don't think you should do that," Mama 
said. "Your sisters would go all to pieces. Let's make 
her comfortable here." 

Raking some dead leaves into a pile, she picked 
Little Ann up and laid her in them. Taking off my 
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"Well," he said, in a low voice, 'because of your 
dogs, her prayers have been answered. This is the 
money earned by Old Dan and Little Ann. I've man­
aged to make the farm feed us and clothe us and I've 
saved every cent your furs brought in. We now have 
enough." 

"Isn't it wonderful," Mama said. "It's just like a 
miracle." 

"I think it is a miracle," Papa said. �'Remember, 
Billy said a prayer when he asked for his pups and 
then there were your prayers. Billy got his pups. 
Through those dogs your prayers were answered. Yes, 
rm sure it is a miracle." 

"If he gave them. to me, then why did he take 
them away?" I asked. 

"I think there's an answer for that, too," Papa 
said. "You see, Billy, your mother and I had decided 
not to separate you from your dogs. We knew how 
much you loved them. We decided that when we 
moved to town we'd leave you here with your grandpa 
for a while. He needs help anyway. But I guess the 
Good Lord didn't want that to happen. He doesn't like 
to se�,

families split up. That's why they were taken 
away. 

I knew my father was a firm believer in fate. To 
him everything that happened was the will of God, 
and in his Bible he could always find the answers. 

Papa could see that his talk had had very little 
effect on me. With a sorrowful look on his face, he sat 
down and said, "Now let us give thanks for our food 
and for all the wonderful things God has done for us. 
I'll say a special prayer and ask Him to help Billy." 

I barely heard what Papa had to say. 
During the meal, I could tell that no one was en­

joying the food. As soon as it was over, I went to my 
room and lay down on the bed. 

Mama came in. "Why don't you go to bed," she 
said, "and get a good night's sleep. You'll feel better 
tomorrow." 
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After she had tucked me in, she sat on the bed 
for a while. As if she were talking to the darkness, I 
heard her say, "If only there were some way I could 
help-something I could do." 

"No one can help, Mama," I said. "No one can 
bring my dogs back" 

"I know," she said, as she got up to leave the 
room, "but there must be something-there just has 
to be." 

After Mama had left the room, I buried my face 
in my pillow and cried myself to sleep. 

The next morning I made another box. It was 
smaller than the first one. Each nail I drove in the 
rough pine boards caused the knot in my throat to get 
bigger and bigger. 

My sisters came to help. They stood it for a 
while, then with tears streaming, they ran for the 
house. 

I buried Little Ann by the side of Old Dan. I 
knew that was where she wanted to be. I also buried a 
part of my life along with my dog. 

Remembering a sandstone ledge I had seen while 
prowling the woods, I went there. I picked out a nice 
stone and carried it back to the graves. Then, with 
painstaking care, I carved their names deep in its red 
surface. 

As I stood looking at the two graves, I tried hard 
to understand some of the things my father had told 
me, but I couldn't-I was still hurting and still had 
that empty feeling. 

I went to Mama and had a talk with her. 
"Mama," I asked, "do you think God made a 

heaven for all good dogs?" 
"Yes," she said, 'Tm sure He did." 
"Do you think He made a place for dogs to hunt? 

You know-just like we have here on our place-with 
mountains and sycamore trees, rivers and cornfields, 
and old rail fences? Do you think He did?" 

"From what I've read in the Good Book, Billy," 
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think that an old bush would dare grow so dose to the 
graves. I took out my knife, intending to cut it down. 

When I walked up close enough to see what it 
was, I sucked in a mouthful of air and stopped. I 
couldn't believe what I was seeing. There between the 
graves, a beautiful red fem had sprung up from the 
rich mountain soil. It was fully two feet tall and its 
long red leaves had reached out in rainbow arches 
curved over the graves of my dogs. 

I had heard the old Indian legend about the red 
fem. How a little Indian boy and girl were lost in a 
blizzard and had frozen to death. In the spring, when 
they were found, a beautiful red fem had grown up 
behveen their two bodies. The story went on to say 
that only an angel could plant the seeds of a red fern, 
and that they never died; where one grew, that spot 
was sacred. 

Remembering the meaning of the legend, I 
turned and started hollering for Mama. 

"Mama! Mama!" I shouted. "Come here! And 
hurry! You won't believe it." 

In a frightened voice, she shouted back, 'What is 
it, Billy? Are you all right?" 

'Tm all right, Mama," I shouted, "but hurry. You 
just won't believe it." 

Holding her long skirt in her hand and with a 
frightened look on her face, Mama came puffing up 
the hillside. Close behind her came Papa and my sis­
ters. 

"What is it, Billy?" Mama asked, in a scared 
voice. "Are you all right?" 

"Look!" I said, pointing at the red fern. 
Staring wide-eyed, Mama gasped and covered 

her mouth with her hand. I heard her say, almost in a 
whisr,er, "Oh-h-h-h, it's a red fern-a sacred red
fern. 

She walked over and very tenderly started finger­
ing the long red leaves. In an awed voice, she said, 
"All my life I've wanted to see one. Now I have. It's 
almost unbelievable." 
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As I stood and looked at the home of my birth, it 
looked sad and lonely. There was no spiral of lazy 
blue smoke twisting from the rock chimney, no white 
leghorn hen chasing a June bug, no horse or cow 
standing with head down and tail switching. 

I saw I had left the door to the barn loft open. A 
tuft of hay hung out. It wavered gently in the warm 
summer breeze. 

Something scurried across the vacant yard and 
disappeared under the barn. It was Samie, our house 
cat I heard my little sister say in a choking voice, 
"Mommie, we forgot Samie." 

There was no answer. 
To the left, I could see our fields and the zigzag 

lines of rail fences. Farther down, I could see the 
shimmering whiteness of the tall sycamores. My vision 
blurred as tears came to my eyes. 

The sorrowful silence was broken by my mother's 
voice. She asked, "Billy, can you see it?" 

"See what, Mama?" I asked. 
"The red fern," she said. 
My oldest sister spoke up. "I can see it," she 

said. 
Rubbing my eyes, I looked to the hillside above 

our home. There it stood in all its wild beauty, a wav­
ing red banner in a carpet of green. It seemed to be 
saying, "Good-bye, and don't worry, for I'll be here 
always." 

Hearing a snillling, I turned around. My three lit­
tle sisters had started crying. Mama said something to 
Papa. I heard the jingle of the trace chains as they 
tightened in the singletrees. 

Our wagon moved on. 

I have never been back to the Ozarks. All I have 
left are my dreams and memories, but if God is will­
ing, some day I'd like to go back-back to those beau­
tiful hills. I'd like to walk again on trails I walked in 
my boyhood days. 

Once again I'd like to face a mountain breeze and 
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