

[image: e9781461708841_cover.jpg]








Other books in the Lone Star Heroines series:

 


Secrets in the Sky 
by Melinda Rice

 


Messenger on the Battlefield 
by Melinda Rice

 


 


The Lone Star Heroes series:

 


Comanche Peace Pipe 
by Patrick Dearen

 


On the Pecos Trail 
by Patrick Dearen

 


The Hidden Treasure of the Chisos 
by Patrick Dearen






[image: e9781461708841_i0001.jpg]







Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data Rice, Melinda.


Fire on the hillside / Melinda Rice.

p. cm.—(Lone Star heroines)

Summary: Katherine is upset when her family leaves their home in Germany to settle in Fredericksburg, Texas, and then when her father joins a group hoping to make peace with the Commanche, she worries even more.



9781461708841


1. German Americans—Juvenile fiction. [1. German Americans—Fiction.

2. Texas—History—1846-1950—Fiction. 3. Comanche Indians—Fiction.

4. Indians of North America—Texas—Fiction.] I. Title.

PZ7.R3647 Fi 2001 
[Fic]—dc21

00-068967 CIP



© 2001, Melinda Rice All Rights Reserved

Republic of Texas Press is an imprint of Wordware Publishing, Inc. 
No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by 
any means without permission in writing from 
Wordware Publishing, Inc.

Printed in the United States of America

 


 


 


ISBN 1-55622-789-2 
10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 
0101

 


 


All inquiries for volume purchases of this book should be addressed to Wordware Publishing, Inc., at 2320 Los Rios Boulevard, Plano, Texas 75074. Telephone inquiries may be made by calling:

(972) 423-0090





1

Fredericksburg, Texas January 1847


Frost covered the ground and trees and fence posts, giving each a fuzzy white coating that sparkled in the early morning sunlight. For just a moment, Katherine could believe it was snow.

She closed her eyes and imagined she was back in Germany. At this time of year, the snow would be knee deep there. After school, she and Anna and Mathilde might stop to have a snowball fight or make snow angels. Then they would make their way home along the neat, cobbled streets of Merseburg.

Home—Merseburg with its stone buildings, and shops that were bursting with good smells and pretty things. Merseburg, where Anna and Mathilde lived.

“Katherine! Katherine Haufmann! The cow won’t milk herself, child. Hurry now and do your chores so we can have breakfast.”

Katherine was startled out of the daydream by her mother’s voice.

“Yes Mama. I am going now,” Katherine said. Then she sighed.

She was not in Merseburg. She would not see Anna and Mathilde today or tomorrow or the next day. There was no snow.

Dead brown grass crunched under Katherine’s feet as she left the log cabin and turned right toward the little wooden building that sheltered the milk cow and the team of oxen.

In Germany the barn would have been just a few steps from the house—under the same roof, really—and the building would be made of stone.

But this was not Germany.

This was Texas.

Katherine sighed again as she reached the barn. No one had asked if she wanted to move to this wild place. But here she was.

It was warm inside the barn, and the little brown and white cow mooed a greeting as she entered. Katherine took a wooden pail from a peg on the wall, pulled up a stool, and sat down. She leaned her cheek against the cow’s spotted flank as she squeezed stream after stream of milk into the pail.

At home, in Germany, this would have been her chore, too.

Katherine’s parents said she must not keep thinking of Germany as home.

“This is our home, my little woman,” Papa said. “We are Texans now.”

Papa liked it here. He liked the great open expanses of land. He liked his little cabin and his field and his spotted cow and his team of oxen. Most of all, he said, he liked being able to do what he pleased.

“Texas is a land of freedom and opportunity,” he would say. “You will see Katherine, my sad little Katherina. You will grow up and learn to love this wonderful place, this Texas.”

Katherine doubted that. They had been here for a little more than a year, and she still longed for Germany. But she had stopped saying so. People never listened. They just told her why she should like Texas.
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Even Oma, her sympathetic grandmother who had always listened before, told her she must put Germany out of her mind and embrace this new place.

“If your eyes are always looking back, your feet will not know where to go,” Oma said time and time again.

Katherine was not sure what that was supposed to mean, exactly, but Oma said it a lot.

By the time Katherine got back to the house, breakfast was ready and everyone was waiting for her.

After filling a pitcher with the warm, foamy milk, Katherine took her place on the bench between seven-year-old Hannah and five-year-old Martin. If she did not sit there, Hannah and Martin would pinch and kick each other throughout the meal. At thirteen Katherine was the oldest, and the roles of peacemaker and babysitter often fell to her.

As they ate cheese and Mama’s good bread, Papa talked about his plans for the spring. This year they would have a vegetable garden in addition to the cornfield. They would dig a well, he said. They would get some chickens.

“The Haufmann family will prosper this year!” Papa said, slapping his hand on the smooth bare planks of the wooden table.

“That is good,” said Mama. “Because I believe the Haufmann family will grow this year as well.”

Papa looked at Mama, then he whooped. He pulled Mama to her feet and spun her around.

“Mein teurer schatz!” he said. My dear darling!

They both laughed.

Hannah and Martin, who had been bickering over who would get to name the new chickens, fell silent and stared.

Katherine had to explain to them that Papa was happy because Mama was going to have a baby.

“A baby?” said Martin.

“Yes,” said Katherine. “By harvest time we will have a baby, a little brother or sister.”

“We will name him Hans!” declared Martin.

“No we won’t,” said Hannah. “We will name her Gerta!”

Poor little baby, thought Katherine. It will grow up here. It will not know what Germany is like.

Papa and Mama were still dancing around the room and Hannah and Martin were still arguing over baby names, when a horse clip-clopped into the yard in front of the cabin.

It was still early, but they had a visitor.

There was a knock on the door and Papa called out a greeting. He was still breathless from dancing.

“Willkommen!” he said with a gasp.

The door swung open on its wooden peg hinges. Katherine could see a tall man standing there. He was taller than the doorway. As he stooped to enter the Haufmann cabin, a shaft of sunlight fell across his face. For just a moment, it looked as if the man’s head was on fire. His reddish-gold hair and beard glowed in the light. Then he was standing in the cabin, shaking Papa’s hand.

It was Herr Meusebach.

“Hello, William. Hello, Bettina,” he said to Katherine’s parents.

The words irritated Katherine. Her father’s name was really Wilhelm. But since they had settled in Fredericksburg last year, he insisted on going by William-the English version of his name. He said it was a new name for a new beginning in a new place. He had gotten the idea from Herr Meusebach.

Herr Meusebach had been a baron back in Germany. A baron! He was Baron Otfried Hans Freiherr von Meusebach there. But here in Texas, he went by plain John O. Meusebach. He did not use the royal title at all and would not allow others to address him as “baron.” Katherine had heard him say that all men were equal in Texas and he had no use for titles.

Katherine thought he was crazy to leave his rich family and give up a title to come and live in Texas where the biggest city, Galveston, was a mere village compared to the great cities of Germany. But, of course, she never said so. That would have been rude. It would have embarrassed Mama and Papa for her to say such a thing.

“William, I have come to talk to you about the Comanche,” Herr Meusebach said.

Katherine’s heart started pounding hard. She heard her mother gasp. They had heard many terrible tales about the Comanche since moving to Texas. They had heard that the savages attacked and killed settlers, then scalped them and burned their houses.

The one Comanche that Katherine had seen had not looked dangerous—strange, but not dangerous. His long black hair was in two braids, like a little girl’s, and there was a red stripe painted over the place where his hair was parted. He had no eyebrows or eyelashes or other hair on his face. His bare chest was hairless, too. He had worn deerskin moccasins, fringed leggings, and a flap of material that hung from a string around his waist. He had carried a long gun and a bow and arrows, but he had not used them. He had simply traded some venison to one of the settlers for gunpowder. Then he left.

Ever since then, little Hannah had tried to convince her mother to paint a red stripe down the part in her hair. Of course, Mama refused.

The meeting with the lone Comanche had happened last spring, when the Haufmanns were still on their way to Fredericksburg. Since they had settled here last May, they had seen no Indians at all.

But they had heard the stories, those terrible stories.

Now here was Herr Meusebach, and he wanted to talk about the Comanche. Were the savages on the warpath? Were the Haufmanns in danger of being scalped?

“Do not worry,” Herr Meusebach said. “There is no danger. But I want to keep it that way.”

He explained that he planned to travel across the river into Comanche territory and make a peace treaty with the Indians. He said the Germans had signed an agreement with the government that gave them the right to settle many acres of land, but those acres were in Comanche territory.

Katherine wondered how the government could give land to the Germans if the land already belonged to the Indians, but she kept quiet. Herr Meusebach was still talking.

“Under our agreement with the government, people must start settling there by August or we lose our rights to the land,” he said. “So we must make peace with the Comanche to make it safe for settlers.”

It was all very confusing to Katherine. She finally spoke up.

“This does not make sense,” she said. “Texas gave us Germans some land that belongs to the Indians, and now we have to make peace with the Comanche so we can safely settle the land that the government says is ours. And if Germans don’t start settling there by August, the government will give it to someone else; is that right?”

Herr Meusebach smiled at her.

“That is exactly right, little woman,” he said. Then he turned to Papa.

“She is smart, this oldest daughter of yours,” Herr Meusebach said.

Papa smiled too.

“Yes she is,” he said. Then he frowned. “But she has forgotten that children should be seen and not heard.”

He shot a stem look at Katherine, then returned his attention to their visitor.

Herr Meusebach told the Haufmanns he planned to make an agreement with the Indians as soon as possible. He said he was recruiting men to join him on his trip into Comanche territory, and he wanted William Haufmann to be part of that group.

“Of course I will join you!” Katherine heard her father say.

“Good! Good!” said Herr Meusebach. “We leave in a week. I will see you then.”

Katherine couldn’t believe it. Papa was leaving! He was going to seek out the dreadful Comanche. What if he did not return?
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Several nights later, Katherine was lying in bed gazing at the split boards that made up the roof. She and Hannah and Martin slept in the little cabin’s loft. They were very close to the roof.

Katherine could hear the wind moaning outside, rattling the boards. Nearby, a wolf or coyote howled. She had not yet learned to tell the difference. Both looked and sounded like big dogs to her. The howl ended with a little yip, then began again. The wind and the coyote—they were lonesome sounds.

Listening to them made Katherine feel that way too. She felt very alone, even though Hannah and Martin were sleeping nearby and Mama and Papa were downstairs. She could hear her brother and sister breathing. Papa was snoring.

In a few days he would leave with Herr Meusebach and the other men. Katherine knew she would feel even lonelier then.

She knew she should go to sleep, but her mind was too full. So much had happened in the last two years, and now Papa was going off on this dangerous mission.

Would things ever be normal again?

She sighed as she remembered the long, hard months that had passed since they left Germany, then she shivered as she listened to the wind and whatever was howling outside.

It had been about this time, right after Christmas, two years ago, when Papa had first begun talking about moving to Texas.

Katherine had heard about Texas for most of her life. Many Germans had gone to live there, and they wrote home about their new lives. Some said Texas was a brutal, unforgiving wilderness. Others described it as paradise on earth.

At night Papa often read to them from The Cabin Book, a tale written by a young German who had many adventures in Texas.

Her friend Mathilde’s uncle was among the many who had moved to Texas. Whenever Mathilde’s family got a letter from him, Mathilde would share it with her friends. The letters fascinated Katherine. The uncle lived in a place called Galveston.

In the dark, as the dog-thing continued to howl, Katherine smiled as she remembered those times.

When Mathilde read the letters to her and Anna, none of them had any idea that Katherine would one day travel to Texas and meet Mathilde’s Onkel Charles. He was a nice man.

Katherine had certainly enjoyed all the stories from Texas, but she had never wanted to participate in them. In her mind, they were just like the German folk tales that Oma told. Katherine didn’t want to move to Texas any more than she wanted to meet any of the witches from her grandmother’s stories.

She didn’t think Papa was serious when he began talking about moving to Texas. But several months later, right after the spring planting, he and Mama had told her that they would be leaving Merseburg for Texas in the fall.

“But why, Papa?” she asked. If he had been the younger brother, she would have understood. She knew that it was against the law to divide property in Germany. The oldest son always inherited the father’s land. But Papa was the oldest. He would inherit Opa’s farm and house. It was his younger brother, her Onkel Franz, who would have to seek his own land elsewhere.

“Bad times are coming to Germany, my little woman,” Papa said. “It gets more and more dangerous for a man to speak his mind or worship as he pleases. In Texas we will not have to worry about such things.”

Then he shocked Katherine by telling her that not only would Onkel Franz and his family be going with them, but so would Oma and Opa. Mama’s family would stay in Germany, but Papa’s whole family was moving.

They had all signed agreements with a group called the Adelsverein, the Society for the Protection of German Immigrants. In return for a fee and a promise to stay in Texas for at least three years, each family would get land—so much land! Three hundred and twenty acres! That was more than many noblemen in Germany owned. Katherine wondered what they would do with all that land.

They had worked all summer, packing some things and selling others. Then, right after the harvest, they had left Merseburg —all of them—and traveled to the port city of Bremen where they boarded a ship for Texas.

The Neptune was a fine ship with three tall masts that reached toward the sky. The family had been crowded into the passenger quarters with dozens of others who also were going to Texas. There were no windows, and the rocking of the ship made many people sick.

Katherine spent as much time as she could on deck. Even when the sky was sullen and the sea was a milky green and choppy, she preferred it there. The air was fresh. Sometimes dolphins raced along with the ship. She loved to see them leap from the water.

At night, the frothy wake churned up by the ship glowed. Papa said the light came from tiny creatures that lived in the sea.

Sometimes it seemed like the journey would never end. Twice, storms tossed the ship violently. Katherine wasn’t scared until she heard some of the grownups crying and praying for God to save them. Papa and Mama never cried. Neither did Oma or Opa or Onkel Franz or Tante Agnes. So Katherine didn’t cry either.
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Throughout the voyage, the food was terrible.

Finally, ten weeks after leaving Germany, they sighted land. It wasn’t Texas. It was one of the small islands in the Caribbean Sea. But it was land. And it was close. A week later, they landed in Galveston.
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