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The Letter










Ruby stood by the ship’s boiler and removed Uncle Owen’s letter from the tattered envelope. The tips of her fingers tingled.




She already knew what it said. But now she was seeing the words with her own eyes.








Beware the Chancellor







Ruby knew who the Chancellor was. Everybody who lived anywhere near Washington, D.C., in 1899 knew who the Chancellor was. He was a businessman who craved only money and power. But no one wanted to do business with him. Everyone tried to steer clear of the Chancellor; everyone avoided crossing his path. He was someone the grown-ups spoke of with hushed voices, which was the reason all the kids at school talked about him the way they did. They had made him something of a legend. Some even said he had evil powers, but Ruby and Griffith had never believed those claims.




“There had to have been more,” Ruby said to her older brother, who stood by the engine room door. “Maybe another page.”




Griffith peeked down the corridor to make sure no one was coming and then nodded. “That’s what I think too.”




When the letter had arrived, Griffith’s heart had skipped a beat. What had happened to it? Tattered. Crinkled. Smudged. Even partially opened. How did it get that way? It looked as though it had been through a war.




Just like their baseball.




After examining the smudges more closely, Griffith’s fears had deepened. The rust-colored stains looked like blood. Had something happened to Uncle Owen?




Ruby turned the letter over. “What’s this?”




“What’s what?”




Ruby stepped around the storage containers to Griffith. “I think there’s something else written here.”




Griffith checked the hall again, then took the paper from his sister. He held it to the light dangling from the beam above his head and read the tiny inscription scribbled along the edge.








He mustn’t learn of the baseball







Griffith’s breaths quickened. The beads of sweat, which had already formed at his temples because of the heat, now ran down his cheeks and chin, and along his neck. He quivered, just like he had when he first read the letter only a few hours before back in Cincinnati.
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SPOT Ruby and Griff in boiler room of ship




His mind flitted to last autumn, when his mother had taken Ruby and him to the market. As word had spread that the Chancellor and his men were present, Griffith had felt the chill in the air. He could still see the fathers nervously searching the crowd and the mothers holding their little ones closer.




Then Griffith had spotted him. It was only a fleeting glimpse, and for the most part, he was shielded from view by his men. Wearing those perfectly ironed navy suits with the pink pocket squares, they always surrounded him. The Chancellor was protected, untouchable.




Beneath the man’s wide-brimmed hat, Griffith had seen a colorless, almost inhuman face. Like that of a cobra. Then, the Chancellor had turned and plowed through the crowd, an unstoppable force….




Griffith shut his eyes and focused on his breathing, drawing longer breaths through his nose and exhaling them slowly through his mouth, like his mother had taught him. Feelings of panic were not new to Griffith. They used to happen regularly. Especially when he was younger.




“Are you okay?” Ruby rested her hand on her brother’s shoulder.




Griffith nodded and opened his eyes. He tilted the paper so that Ruby could read it too.




He had been so stunned by Uncle Owen’s warning that he hadn’t even thought to turn the letter over and look for more. It was almost as if the words were hiding, trying not to be discovered. Or at least not by everyone. There was something about the handwriting, too. There was no doubt it was Uncle’s Owen’s, but at the same time, it seemed different.




“How would the Chancellor find out about the baseball?” Ruby asked, running her fingertips over her pocket to reassure herself that the ball was safe.




Griffith wiped the perspiration from his face with his sleeve but didn’t reply.




“Does Uncle Owen think he’s watching us?” she pressed.




“I’m not sure.” The thrum of the ship’s engines beat louder in Griffith’s head. Were they being followed? Was there a link between the Chancellor and their baseball?




Ruby gestured at the letter, then glanced back toward the door. “What do we tell Graham?”




“We don’t.”




“But he knows a letter arrived.”




“This is Grammy we’re talking about. All he thinks about is playing baseball. If we don’t mention it, he’ll just forget about it.”




Ruby nodded. “Listen, I’m heading up on deck. It’s too hot in here, and I need to get this into my journal. There’s a lot I want to write down.”




“I’ll head up with you.” Griffith picked up his glove. “I promised Grammy we’d have a catch.”
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Traveling Down the Ohio River








Griffith leaped as high as he could for the baseball, and somehow, it stuck in his leather. “Ease up on those throws, Grambo,” he said.




“What are you talking about?” Graham replied. “That throw was perfect!”








LEATHER: baseball glove or mitt.







“We don’t want the crew getting angry with us, and this is the last one we have.” Griffith tossed the ball back to his younger brother. “If it ends up in the river, we’re going to have to find something else to do for the rest of this trip.”




“Then don’t drop any more.”




“It’s not a question of me dropping any more.” Griffith leaped for his brother’s next high throw, but this one sailed way over his head. “Grammy, what the hay? Who’s over there?”




Luckily, the ball didn’t land in the Ohio River like so many of Graham’s other overthrows had. It caromed off a crate and scooted down the deck of the Meriwether Lewis.




Graham peeked back down the deck to where their mother was pretending not to watch them as she folded clothes. Even though they weren’t supposed to be running around, she hadn’t minded so long as they stayed away from the edges and didn’t disturb the other passengers.




“I’ll get it!” Graham charged after the ball.




Griffith shook his head. If he didn’t know better, Griffith would have thought Graham was intentionally throwing wildly just so he could run around the deck. But Graham wasn’t doing it on purpose. Whenever and wherever Graham played catch—in their backyard at home, during practices with the barnstormers, or now on the deck of this steamer—he always let loose.
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“Ease up on those throws, Grambo.”








BARNSTORMERS: team that tours an area playing exhibition games for moneymaking entertainment.






As Graham raced by, he playfully punched his older brother before speeding past and around the bow.




 




“You looking for this?” Ruby held up the ball, which had rolled to a stop by her feet. She had been sitting on a crate and writing.








RAWHIDE: baseball. Also called “rock” or “pill”.







Graham clapped for the rawhide. “Thanks, sis.”




“How much is it worth to you?” Ruby teased her younger brother, tossing the ball to herself.




“C’mon, Ruby.” Graham clapped again.






“Why don’t you practice aiming for a change?” She flipped the ball to him. “I moved all the way over here because I was afraid one of your throws would clock me in the noggin!”




“You have nothing to worry about, sis.”




“Well, I may not, but what about the poor fishes?”




 




Ruby wrote furiously in her journal, but her pen couldn’t keep up with her brain. Each time she had one thought, three more popped into her head, and the conversation she’d just finishing having with Scribe, the team’s center scout, only made them come faster.








SCOUT: outfielder. The right fielder was called the “right scout,” the center fielder was called the “center scout,” and the left fielder was called the “left scout.”







“Why weren’t you afraid?” Ruby had asked.




“Afraid of what?” Scribe had replied.




She had eyed him sideways. “Of all the strange things that took place during the game in Cincinnati—the fog, the switching signal, the train. Why weren’t any of the Travelin’ Nine afraid?”




Scribe had smiled his soft smile. “There was no need. After what we experienced during the war, we all knew there was nothing to fear.”




“You’ve never told me those things. What really happened in Cuba?”




“I’ve told you many tales from the war.” He reached down and placed his giant hand on her journal. “Keep writing.”




The journal had been a gift from Scribe. He had given it to her at the train depot before the start of their journey back in Washington, D.C. Long ago, before the accident, Ruby’s father had told him how she loved to write stories and record her memories.




So far, Ruby had been so busy, all she had written were a few brief entries.




But now, as they headed to Louisville, Ruby finally had time to reflect, and she was determined to write about as much as she could.




She needed to get it all down.
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My Journal by Ruby Payne








I’m going to write in my journal every I’m going to write in my journal every day now. Just like Scribe said I should. He says that’s what a good writer does—writes at least a little bit every day. Not only is Scribe the best center fielder I’ve ever seen, but he’s also the best writer. ever seen, but he’s also the best writer. He keeps a journal too. He never lets me He keeps a journal too. He never lets me read what he writes, but sometimes he’ll read some of his entries to me. They always sound like poetry. One day, I’m going to write as well as he does.




The Night of Daddy’s Funeral
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What Uncle Owen said in his backyard.




 






“Be together. Always.”




“Great danger lies ahead.




An unspeakable kind.”




“Things will speak to you.




In different ways.”




“You mustn’t tell a soul.




No one can know of this.”




 




By “this,” he meant the baseball.




Some of the things were said to all of us, but some were only said to Griff. He’s finally told me everything Uncle Owen told him last month. Griff said he won’t keep secrets from me anymore. I’m glad he realizes how important it is for us to work together. I know that’s what Uncle Owen meant.









OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
     
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/Images/arrow.jpg





OEBPS/Images/titlepage.jpg
HORSIN’ AROUND

LOREN LONG & PHIL BILDNER

ALADDIN
KV YORK LONDON TOROATO  SYDASY





OEBPS/Images/crlogo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
HORSIN’ AROUND

LOREN LONG & PHIL BILDNER

ALADDIN
HEW YORK LONDON TORCNTC  SYDAEY





OEBPS/Images/iv.jpg





OEBPS/Images/04.jpg





OEBPS/Images/viii.jpg





OEBPS/Images/15.jpg





OEBPS/Images/10-11.jpg
TS50 3355050






