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  Reuben knew that Annie was bossy. Oldest sisters often are. Reuben reached for the reins Annie held in her hands as they rounded the corner near Eli Lapp’s mailbox. It was just the little pony cart they were in, after all, not the big buggy. There were groceries at their feet, Starshine trotting up ahead, evening coming.

  “What gives?” Annie snapped, holding the leather lines tightly in her hand.

  “Datt* lets me drive, Annie,” he insisted.

  “Oh, sure.” That’s what she always said. “Oh, sure.” But when one of those ugly green buses tooted its horn and zipped around them with its awful smell, Reuben knew Annie would never give in.

  * See back page for pronunciation.
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  Being the only boy with five sisters was just one of Reuben’s problems. Trying to sneak across the fields to visit his friends, Ben and Sam, was tricky too.

  “I’m going to help Mary in the garden,” Annie said. “You carry the groceries in and then tie up the pony.”

  “She has a name, Annie.”

  “Oh, sure.”
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  That’s when Reuben got the idea. But he couldn’t let Annie know.

  Dawdi came over from his porch on the other side of the house. He was walking better and he was talking with excitement.
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