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On on early — tony ig eae +ten~yeers. after the close of 

ay Voeuts hee 4 hex a 

the Civil War, a “tiny” ‘figure in jeans and homespun cane trudging alohg 

a hilly country road near the village of Diamond Grove, Hissburi. the 

léetke bundle he carrie’ slung over his shoulder gave & certain pathet- . 

Qa 

ie emphasis to the indefinable air of purpose and eagerness there 

seemed to be about hin, Bot for this, the incident gave mo outward 
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sign, no prophetic hint of 198 ‘altimate —— culmination and 
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igighbors, watching, might have seid, "They coes Little George 

Carver, leaving home end going off on his own. And he's not much more 

then ten years old; so little for his age, too.% 

It was true. “ittle George Carver was satrting off om his om. 

Not very fer off, as miles sre usually measured, for he meant te go 

no farther then MJeosho, a little town eight miles distant from Diamond 

Grove. But for him it was a long journey, eppecially long on that 

particular day when he was leaving home for tne first time alonGee.e 

and to stay. 

Vee He had had 2 pleasant home these te years, living there on the 
arm % 4 i 3 : 

in th t : ¢ days before the “sr head come and given the slaves their frreeee 

a Slave on an adjoining fam, had died before George was born > 

trampled to death by an ox teem he was working, 
Bie 3 Scalawag 

ér, had been stolen bypraiders during the closing days of me 

4nd his mother, Mary 

“are Seorge himself had been stolen with her. He had often heal 
the story of that terrible happening. 

| ctl fo denen, 

“henft he learned that Yaiders wer © Coming, Mr. Carver had  
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trie’ te pean Little George,tooe- then a baby in his mother's te 
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/arme-- when the raiders appeared end grabbed her and made ready 
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| to cerry her off, but the frantic woman held her baby tight in 
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Y her arms, wd the two were carried off together. little George 
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had seen the tree on which the raiders hed strung up Mr. Carver 
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 reveahing the hiding place of the money ané senes. 
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a horse valued at three hundred dollars whi cn joey were to try 
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i y to use as ransom “~ the baby and his mother, After ea long search 

~S sy wy found tne ba by) with a family in Erraneas 
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there by the rai ders when he developei whoopéng cough and appeared 

abens to die,~ 
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fron erate: “artering with the Arkansas family, tne rescuers 
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ney —cotld—net—find. che was never heard 

Swapped the horse for the baby and took him home agsin. He and his 

brother James then had lived in tne Carver home, more as children - 

of the household than as sons of a former Slave. 

“ittle George-- as he was always called by Mr. Carver -- was 

@ frail, weakly, stunted-Looking little fellow. “erhaps the terri- 

ble shock and lack of care he suftewed at the hands of the raiders 

had something to do with it, or it may have been tne whooping cough, 

At eny rate, he failed to grow and develop normally. He had no voice 

but ea shrill sort of whisper, and even with that he Stommercd under 

the stress of the least excitement. His laughter end songs were of 

the same fashion-- in part a shriil falsetto, in part @ stage whisper. 

4nd he was always having the croup, keeping Sirs. Carver anxioue all 
te ee aes 
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He himself never seemed to share her enxiety, however, «t least 

not to the point of prudence. He and his brother vames délighted to 

run out in all sorts of weather. One evening in early winter hey 

was being kept indoors out of e light snow tnhit had fallen during 

the day. ‘Suddenly he saw dames outside the window, beckoning to 

him, Mrs. Carver's back was turned. Mr. Carver, who always went to 

isl Ghbie sue chiekins @g@et, lay alseep on the big bed in the corner. 

4ittle George sneaked out the door and was gone, scuttling dow the 

raod with dames to a nearby persimmon tree. When they returned, 

filied with Luscious persimmons mak and a céertesin amount of appre= 

hension, Mrs, Carver, made stern by anxiety, reached for the hickory 

switch which, in her hands, was always much more dreadful in its 

promise than inj its reality. Little George, dancing about befors 

the fire and contriving to meke his shrill cries eound as if hey were 

actually being severely used, goon awakened Mr. Carver-- as he had 

intended to do . Here was « frienc wnfsiling. 

"“Whet in the world are you doing te Little George ? Let the 

Ghild slione™, came the expecte’ command from the big bed, and both 

the situation and the hickory were saved. 

Only once in all the ten yeare did old Mr. Garver becane so 

exasperated with the antics of the irrepressible littie bow that he 

actually applied the switch himself, Sut he simply could not have 

even little George riding his sheep. He had sent dames and 4ittle 

George down to the barn kez to snack corn for the livestock. learby 

shegp were grazing-- too near. Their broad backs were too inviting. 

*he corn f rgotten, the two boys turned to sheep-riding, a much more 

exciting Occupation . “ames could mount the sheeps. backs unaided;   : Péd on,
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They never could manage to stay on for more than two or three minutes 

ieee suspicions 

  

at the time, but waht a glorious two or, three minutes/ 

aroused by the noises issuing from ep eael ee ir. Carver ease down 

te investigate. ee 

Aévencing with hickory in hand, he promised each of the culprits, 

now busily shucking corn, a sowd thrashing - Sat wise little George 

immediately put on an acrobatic performance ,tumbling and somersaultig 

about the lot in sueh comical contortions that Mr. Carver soon was 

too convulses with latehter to carry out his dire intention, He turnd 

and etarted back to the house, 4nd here Little Georze miscalculated. 

“efore Mir. Carver was safely out of eight he was back on a sheep egain 

riding sp gaily as before. ‘Such defiance wes too much, Mr. Carver 

came beck and this time there was no esespe. The hickory came down 

three times upon the young sheep-rider's shovlders, leaving both the 

punished and the punisher considcrably sprprised end shaken. 

“sing so undersized and weak, and thus unable te help much with 

the outside work of the farm, “ittle Yeorge spent a good bit of his 

time helping Mrs, Carver eromd the house, learning some valuable 

Lessone in cooking and cleaning send in the varions on of house 

keeping. His mother Bead been a house servant. Little Georre cathered 

that she must have been a very unusval,extraordinary woman in mony 

Ways, and that lirs. Carver must have loved her a ict. Sometimes he 

would ask Mrs. Carver to tell him about his mother, but she was never 

cried whenever 

  

able to say very much for she ukways 

She began to talk ahout Mary. After a time “ittle George stopped 

asking her any more, There was a spinning wheel in the house that 

they told him had belonged to his mother. Sometimes he would look 

at that a long time, and turn its wheel around, thinking about his 

 



p-d 

mother and wishing he could remember how she looked; wondering if 

she would ever be found and browht back home again. 

When his daily tasks about the house were donw-- and often 

when they were not-- he spent megy long, happy hours roaming the 

nearby woods and rock-strewn hills. There were so many beautiful, 

fascinating,curious things to be found all about him there. He never 

tired of soing to hunt for them, Sig playe. in caves, and discovered 

bubbly springs, and picked up hickory nuts,haglenuts, and walnuts 

to take to the house to 6at. It seemed that he simply eould not 

resist the rocks and pebbles, especiaily the eolored ones, they were 

too veautiful to leave lying there in the woods; he had to cerry 

them home with him, So, in time,his rocks ané stones pilec about 

tne house and yard came te be euch ea nuisance that Mre. Carver ladd 

down s law about them: He world have to get rid of them. They were 

too much in the way. but there was one he had to keep. One day he 

had found e reinbow colored rock, broken in two pieccs, with the 

lovely cOlors showing all through the broken e‘ges, Fothing could 

briig him toxpart with that, at least, not with all of it. Hie de- 

cided to throw away just one of the ,ieces-- but which one ? there 

Was no answer in his mind. Finally he took one piece in each hand, 

went out to ea clear space,shut his eyes, and threw one of the pieees 

as far away as he could, then turnec md ran in the opposite directia 

as fast as his legs could earry hiv. Somehow he kiew that if he saw 

where that bewutiful piece of rock feil te the ground, he would have 

to go and get it egsin. After that, be was careful to put his rocks 

in tiny piles in the chimney corners outside, where they wovld not 

be so easily noticed.  
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Another difficulty arose over his frogs. Ue loved animals as he 

Loved his roeks; in some ways, even more, “hey were alive and would 

move sround and do such queer things. For e while he had a way of 

Garrying his frogs around in hie pockets. “nce, with a true collectés 

instinct, he searched until he had collected ea group of them in 

graduated sigee, sach one varying slightly in sige from any of the 

others. It was an enviable collection, of which he felt quite proud, 

But Mrs. Carver did not share his enthusiasm for having frogs hopping 

about the room, and finally was foreed to make it ea rule that Little 

Veorge must always turn his pockets out before entering the house. 

After these expericencies with his recks md his frogs, +itilse 

George made | thas eee Gown in the woods where he might keep 

his plents and flowers. Ee was always findirg one he leved and wanted 

to keep. So t@ the little secrek garden he brought all sorts of 

plants, trensplanting and caring for them with a tenderness born of 

his intense love for them and a wisdom not-to-bee-explained by any 

humen reasoning. in bitter cold weather, he covered them with dirt 

to keep off the coid. Then it was warm sgeain, he took away the dirt 

to let them feei the warm rays of the sun. 

“ts brain was constantly a-bugz with amazing questions about 

them. “hy was one like this and enother like this * What had maée 

this flower pink and that one blue ? How was this little bud put 

together ,and whet made it eome ope as it did * And Who had made 

them all anyway....and Why ? He esked everyone he imew, and nox one 

seemed able to tell him. They could not tell even so much as the 

nemes of some of the plants anid flowers he was most curious about. 

Mr, and Mrs, Carver had teugnt him to read and to write, and had 

given him e book, a Webster's blueback Speller. Bagerly he searched
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its pages for information about his strange plenés and their puszzling 

questions, but found no adequate answers. And this was his only 

book. 

Few strangers or visitors whom he might esk ever came to Diamond 

Grove, and there was no school to go to. His blueback Speller bad 

failed him; and all the people he knew had,too. Where should he find 

the solutions for the many,many problems that these things he fowméd 

in the woods and fields were always bringing to his mind ? Sometimes 

he almost believed that the little plants or the colored rocks were 

trying to tell him themselves, only he covid poy! , hag understand 

them. He felt that he could,perhape,if he ie their language, 

He was certain that somewhere he covld find the enswer if he kept 

en looking long enough... Eut where 7? 

His yearning curissity grew until he had to do 8 omething about 

it. Hie brother Jams hed Game bone SaBGy- He hed Lett 
‘tee=ec to school at ALoSba. Me... «>» fer od 7 a min 
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: « {he had been * 

  

with Mr, Carver. Twice each year the horses were hitched to the vagon 

for the trip sight miles to town, the purpose of tae journey being 

to purchase a half year’s supply of the household necessities that 

Gould not be made at home. It was always a great day. James always 

went with iir. Carver on one of these tripe each Jéear ae rorne ss 

    

, and +ittle George went on the other. lirs. Carver 

would never go with them. As long as she lived she never went out 

of the Sing vo be which She w born. So Little George had been te 
pe BE Acree otk As atuet 

Hgosho and ivew that a- school ie wees 26 y ile made yp his ae te Be 
Nie MOamiane gf Mvp, Card Ae CTW Ri Cg th ow x fe ao A 77k 
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take care of itself when the time came. All that he xnew for certain 

was that he was going. 

fir. end Mrs, Carver gave their permission. If he wanted to 

go to s¢hool they had no otjecticns to raise, only he was mighty 

little to be leaving home like this, If he wanted to try it, though, 

he could. they would not try to xeep him, 

50 it wa & that he made hie plans, en the day for going finally 

come. “re. Carver helped him tie up his clothes and his Slueback 

Speller end some food in a Little bundle, He put in some of his 

precious plants,toc, earefully wrapped, and hie beloved piece of 

teinbow-tinted rock, Then he wae ready to go, 

faking up his bundle, he said socé-by, ee 

figure wee soon lost to the sight of the correre, as they watched 

him go trudging down the read sans dincmieer over the hill. Droll 

“ji ttle George meer Li ttle,stanfed, | ‘strangely, gifted but strangely 

handicappéd son of tye, oe ket left nie childhood home gor foots. 
pate: A and ages 
esseos. “hat Great Something which, in ail Ger ess ORR ERE among 

ell races of men, reaches out to claim and use its mysteriously 

ehoeen own, hed laid its/mystic wichty hand upon George trashing ton 

Sarver. 

 


