CHAPTER 1
DIAMOND GROVE

& dﬁﬁaﬁ%f,

On an early a tumn morning, =mme ten-yeears after the close of

?5.(».4 . A K.

the Civil War, & tiay 'figure in jesns and homespun came trudging alohg
a hilly country road near the village of Diamond Grove, Hdissburi. The
14e¢de bundle he carrisd slung over his shoulder gave a certain pathet=
ic emphasis to.;ntéindefinahle air of purpose and eagernese there

seemed to be about him, DBut for thie, the incident gave no outward

¥ t

gign, no prophetic hint of ite ‘nltimate far-flung culminstion and
adhievmenté. Q\s}wv»ﬁ@mJQ MU TH abimacrntC
..... A
hgighbors, watching, might have sedd,"The)! goes Little George

Carver,leaving home snd going off on his own. and he's not much more
then ten yesrs old; so little for his age, t00.8

It wae true. “ittle George Carver wgg satrting off on his owm,
Hot very far off, as miles are ususlly messured, for he meant to go
no fapther then Heosho, & little town eight miles distant from Diamond
Grove. But for him it was a long journey, eppecisally lomg on that
particular dey when he was leaving home for the first time along...

and to stay.

He had had = plesssnt home these ten years, living there on the

Tarm wit i G
arms with dr. and Hrs, Moses Carver, to whom his mother had belonged

in the days before the ¥ar had come
dom, Ih

and given the slaves their frece=
e v
arvers were the only parente he could remember, His fathery
» ]
a slave on an adjoining fowrm, had died before George was bomm
] ?

tr
ampled to death by an gg;feam he wes working, And his mother Mary
Carv atie :
ér, had been stolan hﬁA\aiders during the closing days of tne

War. George himself had been stolen with her, He had often haard

the story of that terrible hsppening,
\ T Al
“heny he 1 ‘
enp earned that raiders were Coming, Mr, Carver n
. r had
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Y hidden away his money smd “sorge’'s older brotner,Jsmes. He had

£

A
tried to &m Little George,too=- then a baby in his mother's

T4

' arms-- when the reiders appesred end grabbed her snd made ready

; ¥0 cerry her off, But the frantic woman held her baby tight in

2L,

Y her arme, snd the two were carried off together. Iittle George

z

. had seen the tree on which the raiders hsd strung up Hdr. Carver
and burned his feet in an unsuccessful effort to torture him into

revehking the hiding place of the money and James.

Ridery wé¥e sent out after tne rading party witn money and
a horse valued at tnree hundred dollsrs which pot 4 w& to try

i}\f?’ T0 use as rans?m f/c‘r the baby and his mother, After a long search
__‘__.;? i}lg‘;)t’ound ";line bab; with a family in Erkansase 'g-HAT-TTEn left

there by the raiders when he developed whoopdng cough and appeared

swapped the horse for the baby and took him home sg:in., He and his
brother James then had lived in tne Carver home, more a8 children

of the household than as sons of a former el ave.,

“ittle George-- as he was slways called by Mr. Carver -- was
a frail, weakly, stunted-looking little fellow, Yerhape the terri-
ble shock and lack of care he sutrfewed st the hande of the raiders
had something to do with i%, or it megy heve been tne whooping cough,
At any rate, he failed to grow and d:velop normally. He had no voice
but a shrill sort of wnisper, and even with that he stommer:d under
the strese of the least excitement, Hig laughter and songs were of
the same fashion-- in part a shriil falsetto, in part a stage whisper.

4nd he wae slways having the oroup, keeping lirs. Carver snxicus all
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He himself never seemed to share her anxiety, however, »t least
not to the point of prudence, He and his brotner Jamese délighted to
run out in all sorts of weather. Une evening in early winter hep
was being kept indoors out of g light snow that had fsllern during
the day. Suddenly he sew James outsid: the window, beckoning to
him, ¥rs, Carver's back wes turned. Mr, Carver, who alwaye went to
“bed % the chiekkns %, lasy alseep on the big bed in the corner.
idttle George sneaked out the door and was gone, scuttiing down the
raod with Jameé® to a nearby persimmon tree. When they returned,
filled with luscious persimmone kmk and & certein smount of appre=~
hension, lrs, Carver, made stern by snxiety, reached for the hickory
switch which, in her hande, was alwaye much more dreadful in its
promise than imy its reslity. Little George, dancing about befors
the fire and contriving t meke hies shrill eries sound as if hej wWere
actueglly being severely used, soon awakened dr, Carver-- as he had
intended t0 do ., Here was s friend unfsiling.

"¥hat in the world zre you doing to Little George ¥ Let the
¢hild slone®, 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 My, Carver become so
exasperated with the anticse of the irrepressible littlie bogy that he
actually applied the switeh himself, Hut he simply cculd not have
even Little George riding his ghesp. He had sent James and Little
George down % the barnm Xw:x to shack corn for the livestock. Hearby
ehepp were gragzing-- too neesr, Their broad backs were too inviting.
‘he corn f rgotten, the two boys turned to sheep-riding, a much more

exci ting oeccupation ., Yames could mount the sneepa' backs unaided;

“It%le George hai to pe helpeg
on,




p=4

They never could mansge to stay on for more them two or three minutes
at the time, but vhbt a glorioue two or three minutes.|) His suspicions
aroused by the noises issuing from tha~;;;;?lot. Mr:,ﬂarver eame down
to investigate. “

Advancing with hickory im hand, he promised each of the culprits,
now bueily shucking corn, a somd thrashing . But wise Iittle George
immediately put on an acrobatic performance ,tumbling and somersanltig

about the lot in such comical contortions that dr, Carver soon was
too convulsed with laughter to earry out his dire intenticn, He turnd

and started back to the house, ind here Little CGeorge mimcalculated.
“efore Mr, Carver was safely out of sigh{;he was back on a sheer sgain

riding s gaily as before. Such defisnce wss too muck, ¥r, Carver
came back and this time there was no e¢scspe., Ihe hickery came down
three times upon the young sheep-rider's shouvlders, leaving both the
puniehed and the punisher considerably sgrprissd and shaken.

“ging 80 undersized and weak, and thus unable 1o help much with
the outaide work of the farm, “i1ttle Ygorge spent a good bit of his
time helping lNrs, Carver around the house, learning some vslu=ble
lessone in eooking and cleaning snd in the varions — of house
keeping. His mother Yad been a house servant., Little @Georpe gathered
that she must have been a very unususl,extrgordinary wommn in many
ways, and that Mre., Carver must have loved her a 1G6t. “ometimes he
would ask Hrs., Carver to tell him sbout his moiner. but she was never
able 10 say very much for she mkways Uk ibewmiw cried whenever
she began to telk about Mary., After a time “ittle George stopped
asking her any more, There was a spinning wheel in the house that

they told him hsd belonged to hie mother. Sometimes he would look

at that a long time, and turn its wheel sround, thinking about his
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mother and wishing he could remember how she looked; wondering 1f
gshe would ever be found and brought back home again.

When his daily tasks sbout the house werc donw-- and often
when they were not-- he spent megy long, happy hourse rosming the
nearby woods snd rock-strewn hills., There were g0 many beautiful,
fascinating,ourious things to be found all stout him there. He never
tired of going to hunt for them, He playe. in caves, and discovered
bubbly springs, and picked up hickory nuts,haglenuts, and walnuts
to take t0 the house to eat, It seemed that he simply could not
resist the rocks and pebhles, especially the colored ones. *‘hey were
too pveasutiful to leave lying there in the woods; he had to carry
them home with him, S0, in time,his rocks and stones piled sbout
the house snd yard camne te be such g nuissnce tast ¥Mre, Carver ladd
down & law about them: He would have to get rid of them. They were
t00 much in the way. Dut there wae one he had 1o keep. One day he
had found 8 rainbow colored rock, broken inrn two plec¢cs, with the

lovely colors showing all through the broken e'ges. Nothing could

briig him toﬂ%art with that, st least, not with all of it, He de-

cided to throw sway just one of the ;ieces—- but which one ¥ There
was no answer in his mind, Finaslly he took one piece in scch hand,
went out to 2 clear space,shut his eyes, snd threw one of the pieees
ge far away as he could, then tumec and ran in the opposite directiam
as fast ae his legs could earry hir, Somehow he knew that if he saw
where that bemuutiful piece oif rock fell to the ground, he would have
to go and get it sgain, After that, he was careful to put his rocks
in tiny piles in the chimney cornere outside, where they would not

be 80 essi1ly noticed.
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Another difficulty arose over his frogs. Le loved snimals as he
loved his roeks; in some ways, even more, +“hey were alive and wou!d
move sround end do such queer things. For s while he had a way of
sarrying hie froge around in hie pockets. Unce, with a trus collectem

instinot, he searched until he had collected & group of them in
graduated sigee, oach one varying slightly in sige from sny of the
others. It was an enviable collection, of which he felt quite proud.
But Hrs, Carver did not share hies enthusiasm for having frogs hopping
about the room, and finally was forced to make it 2 rule that Little
Ygorge must slways turn his pockets out before entering the house.

After these epperiencies with his rocks snd his frogs, +ittle

Ggorge made a ii!:i:agzggen down in the wocds where he might keep
hie plents and flowers. Ie wae alwsys findirg one he loved and wanted
to keep. S0 th the little secrek gsrden he brought all sorts of
plants, trensplanting #nd caring fr then with a tenderness born of
his intense love for them and a wlsdom not-to-be~explained by any
human ressoning. 4in bitter cold westher, he covered them with dirt
to keep off the coid. "hen it wess warm sgain, he took away the dirt

to let them feel the warm rayg of the sunm,

Z4e brain was constantly es-buzz with amazing questions about
them. "hy was one like this and enother like_thig ¥ ¥Vhat had made
this flower pink gnd that one blue Y How wae this little bud put

together ,and what made it coms open a3 it did ¥ And Who had made

them all anyway....and Why ? He gsked everyone hs knew, and noj one

seemed able to tell him, They could not tell even so much ss the
nemes of some of the plants and flowers he was mo8t curious about,
My, and Mrs, Carver had tsught him 1o read snd to write, and had

given him & book, a Webster's Bluebsck Speller. Bagerly he searched
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its pages for information ebout his strange plenés and their puszling
guestions, but found no adequate answers, And thie was his only
book,

Pew strangers or visitors whom he might ssk ever csme to Diemond
Grove, and there was no school to go to, His Elueback Speller had
failed him; and all the people he knew had,too, Where should he find
the solutions for the mgny,pany problems that these things he found
in the woods and fields were alwsys bringing to his mind ? Sometimes
he almost believed that the little plants or the colored rocks were
trying to tell him themselves, only he could“r;ﬁg m underetand
them, He felt that he could,perhare,if he %ﬁ%m their language.
He was certein that somewhere he could find the snswer if he kept
on looking long enoughb,.. Eut where ¢

dis yearning curissity graw until he hgd to do 8 omething about
it. His brother James had ﬁ n::';g tow=-geversl Yéare, de heds ieft

to=sc to school at 7(30.3&& #.... v fg a too. d a min

V¥ i A
ithp.t wase 1neees?nily auriou about mings. ul&tlﬁ (:eorga dﬁuid&d
el 4’

R ,(u, =rd ANA 2 /.f‘,
that he would go AT to sehoo‘l t00, He would go ta Kaosho.
Hhere-wes-—a-school-therey . er had been wﬂwﬁé

with ¥r, Carver. %Twice sach ycar the horses were hitched to the wagon

for the trip eight miles to town, the purpose of tae Journey being
to purchase a half year's supply of the household necessities that
Gouid not be made at home. It was alwaye a great dsy. James always
went with lir. Carver on one of tneee trips each year . me—itomg—us he
akayed at boms, and “ittle George went on the otner. lirs. Carver

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

of the eounL n which she was born, So Little George had been to
b‘,{.,,;‘u, . LA & ol At

Heosho and imu“tmtﬂw sehool m
!\’“‘r e, oty & Ll ¢ é-.rf Srr el “L Coen fﬁ -‘Iv’é""'

How he would live O what he wou)g i ha ;
id

He mede yp his mind to ger/ ;
e

Ot k’noW. I- ;




teke care of itself when the time csme, All that he knew for certain
was that he was going.

iy, end Mre, Carver gave their permission., If he wanted to
go to sechool they had no objections to raise, only he was mighty
little to be leaving home like thie, If he wanted to try it, though,
he could. They would not try to xeep him,

30 1t wa & that he made hie plans, and the day for going finally
geme. ¥rs. Carver helped him tie up his clothes and his Slusback
Speller end sorme food in s 1ittle bundle, He pvt in some of his
vrecioue plants,too, carefully wrapred, and hie beloved piecé of
tainbow~tinted rock. Then he wae ready to go,

Teking up his bundle, he said good-tby, aniﬂfif\ﬂiﬁinutive
figure wae soon logt to the eight of the \arvers a8 they watched

end
him go Trudging down the read ¥xXIm diseppeer over the hill, Droll

“ittle George Carver, a8 little,stunted, /strangely gifted but gtrangely
¥y if M e :
handicapned son of tpo elaves, nad Iett nis childhood home for gu

2 A and ages

" sssssse That Great Something wnich, in all aeneratiunSN\?u among

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

‘,.,-—-'w-‘\___\.- /»’ ) o
chogen own, had laid 1ts‘mystac‘miwnt hand upon George Washington

Earver.




