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In the car, as we started our long journey to Lewiston, Idaho,
my grandfather Hiddle said, “Salamanca, why don’t you enter-
tain us?”

“What sort of thing did you have in mind?”

Gramps said, “How about a story? Spin us a yarn.”®
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... I told them the story of Phoebe, and when I finished
telling them—or maybe even as I was telling them—I realized
that the story of Phoebe was like the plaster wall in our old house

in Bybanks, Kentucky. (chap. 1, pp. 2-3)
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On the night that we got the bad news—that she was not
returning—he pounded and pounded on that wall with a chisel
and a hammer. At two o’clock in the morning, he came up to
my room. He led me downstairs and showed me what he had
found. Hidden behind the wall was a brick fireplace.

The reason that Phoebe’s story reminds me of that plaster
wall and the hidden fireplace is that beneath Phoebe’s story was

another one. Mine. (chap. 1, p. 3)
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My middle name, Tree, comes from your basic tree, a thing
of such beauty to my mother that she made it part of my name.

(chap. 2, pp. 7-8)
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We walked out onto her porch and there, lying on the top
step was a white envelope. There was no name or anything on
the outside.... Phoebe opened it. “Gosh,” she said. Inside

was a small piece of blue paper and on it was printed this
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message: Don’t judge a man until you've walked two moons in

his moccasins. (chap. 9, p. 51)
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“...T used to imagine that there were two moons sitting in a
pair of Indian shoes, but my father said it means that you
shouldn’t judge someone until you’ve walked in their moccasins.
Until you've been in their shoes. In their place.”

... When Ben came into Mary Lou’s room, she asked him
what he thought it meant. He took a sheet of paper from her
desk and quickly drew a cartoon. It was a little spooky, because
what he drew was identical to what I used to imagine: a pair of

Indian moccasins with two moons in them. (chap. 11, p. 61)
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As we left Phoebe’s house, there on the front steps was another
white envelope with a blue sheet of paper inside. The message
was: Everyone has his own agenda.

Phoebe and I looked up and down the street. There was no

sign of the message-leaver. (chap. 11, p. 60)
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I could tell that Mrs. Winterbottom was trying to rise above
some awful sadness she was feeling, but Prudence couldn’t see
that. Prudence had her own agenda, just as I had had my own
agenda that day my mother wanted me to walk with her. I

couldn’t see my own mother’s sadness. (chap. 17, pp. 104-105)
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What I started doing was remembering the day before my
mother left. I did not know it was to be her last day home.
Several times that day, my mother asked me if I wanted to walk
up in the fields with her. It was drizzling outside and I was
cleaning out my desk, and I just did not feel like going. “Maybe
later,” I kept saying. When she asked me for about the tenth
time, I said, “No! I don’t want to go. Why do you keep asking
me?” Idon’t know why I did that. I didn’t mean anything by it,
but that was one of the last memories she had of me, and I wished

I could take it back. (chap. 17, pp. 103-104)
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I heard the front door open and shut and Phoebe came in the
kitchen waving a white envelope. “Guess what was on the steps?”

she said.
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Mrs. Winterbottom took the envelope and turned it over and
over before she slowly unsealed it and slipped out the message.
“Oh,” she said. “Who is doing this?” She held out the piece of

paper: In the course of a lifetime, what does it matter?
(chap. 17, p. 105)
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As I walked home, I thought about the message. In the
course of a lifetime, what does it matter? 1 said it over and over.
I wondered about the mysterious messenger, and I wondered
about all the things in the course of a lifetime that would not
matter. I did not think cheerleading tryouts would matter, but
I was not so sure about yelling at your mother. 1 was certain,
however, that if your mother left, it would be something that

mattered in the whole long course of your lifetime.
(chap. 17, p. 106)
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... another message appeared: You can’t keep the birds of
sadness from flying over your head, but you can keep them from
nesting in your hair. Phoebe brought the message to school to

show me. “The lunatic again,” she said. (chap. 24, p. 154)
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Phoebe couldn’t help it. She looked as if a whole family of
the birds of sadness were nesting in her hair. (chap. 24, p. 155)
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“You've probably washed that plate enough,” Phoebe said.
He had been rubbing it around and around with the dishcloth.
He stopped and stared down at the plate. I could practically see
the birds of sadness pecking at his head, but Phoebe was busy
swatting at her own birds. (chap. 25, p. 162)
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Phoebe arrived at school with another message, which she
had found on her porch that morning: We never know the worth
of water until the well is dry. “It’'s a clue,” Phoebe said.

“Maybe my mother is hidden in a well.” (chap. 31, p. 198)
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“l want to explain something,” he said. “Mrs. Cadaver is
my sister.”

“Your sister?” Phoebe said.

“And her husband is dead.”

“I thought so,” Phoebe said.

“But she didn't murder him,” Mr. Birkway said. “Her
husband died when a drunk driver rammed into his car. My
mother—Mrs. Partridge—was also in the car with Mr. Cadaver.
She didn’t die, as you know, but she lost her sight.”

“Oh—" I said. Phoebe stared at the floor.

“My sister Margaret was the nurse on duty in the emergency
room when they brought in her husband and our mother.
Margaret’s husband died that night.”

... “I just wanted you to know,” Mr. Birkway said, “that Mr.
Cadaver is not buried in her backyard. I've also just learned
about your mother, Phoebe, and I'm sorry that she’s gone, but I
assure you that Margaret would not have kidnapped or murdered

her.” (chap. 33, pp. 218-19)
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At home that night, all I could think about was Mrs.

Cadaver. I could see her in her white uniform, working in the
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emergency room. [ could see an ambulance pulling up with its
blue lights flashing, and her walking briskly to the swinging
doors, with her wild hair all around her face. I could see the
stretchers being wheeled in, and I could see Mrs. Cadaver looking
down at them.

I could feel her heart thumping like mad as she realized it
was her own husband and her own mother lying there. I
imagined Mrs. Cadaver touching her husband’s face. It was as

if I was walking in her moccasins, that’s how much my own heart

was pumping and my own hands were sweating.

I started wondering if the birds of sadness had built their

nest in Mrs. Cadaver’s hair afterward, and if so, how she got rid

of them. Her husband dying and her mother being blinded were

events that would matter in the course of lifetime. I saw every-

one else going on with their own agendas while Mrs. Cadaver

was frantically trying to keep her husband and her mother alive.

Did she regret anything? Did she know the worth of water

before the well was dry?

All those messages had invaded my brain and affected the

way I looked at things. (chap. 33, pp. 220-21, underlines added)
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On and on we go. We walk in everybody’s moccasins, and
we have discovered some interesting things that way. One day
I realized that our whole trip out to Lewiston had been a gift
from Gram and Gramps to me. They were giving me a chance
to walk in my mother’s moccasins—to see what she had seen and

feel what she might have felt on her last trip. (chap. 44, p. 276)
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... I am jealous that my mother had wanted more children.
Wasn’t I enough? When I walk in her moccasins, though, I say,
“If I were my mother, I might want more children—not because
I don’t love my Salamanca, but because I love her so much. I

want more of these.” (chap. 44, pp. 278-79)
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“It was you, wasn’t it?” Phoebe said. “You’ve been creep-
ing around leaving these things, haven’t you?”

“Did you like them?” Mrs. Partridge said.... “Margaret
reads them to me from the paper each day, and when there’s a
nice one, I ask her to copy it down....”

“But why did you bring them /here?” Phoebe said.

“I thought they would be grandiful [sic] surprises for you
—like fortune cookies, only I didn’t have any cookies to put them

in. Did you like them anyway?” (chap. 40, p. 253)
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What I found most surprising about Mr. Birkway was that
he increasingly reminded me of my mother—or at least of my
mother before the sadness set in. There was a liveliness to both
Mr. Birkway and my mother, and an excitement—passion—for
words and stories.

That day, as Mr. Birkway talked about Greek mythology, I
started daydreaming about my mother, who loved books almost
as much as she loved all her outdoor treasures. ...

My mother especially liked Indian stories. She knew about
thunder gods, earth-makers, wise crows, sly coyotes, and shadow
souls. Her favorite stories were those about people who came
back, after death, as a bird or a river or a horse.

(chap. 19, pp. 116-17)
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VIRBHE D A E T3 ZO/NHOHF T, EARY NV ORF b YIREDSKETF
2o, LWIRERLES>T0DS EIAD00, FIVORIDEFICIF X
120 zEE. FEARRICERNIRE Lo TS ADEEIZ 572, 2D Z
CiE. FBALZYNVORISNA NS 7 ZADH D2 HDDOHFIZFELLEL T
XWX NPHPECTRE VWS Tikd 28y —FEbER D,
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B 23ETIE, VNV EHERERY Y A Fa s Moy KT > XEA
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I told Gram and Gramps a story that my mother had told me
about the high sky, which looked higher here than anywhere else
I had been. Long ago, the sky was so low that you might bump
your head on it if you were not careful, and so low that people
sometimes disappeared right up into it. People got a little fed
up with this, so they made long poles, and one day they all raised
their poles and pushed. They pushed the sky as high as they
could. (chap. 23, p. 144)

HEFEEROTBIFEEL ., BB EOTICANEZTLES 2k
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ZEERBVDICEO, A AT 4T« TAVAYERIFEIDLL VT4
TYEWIBEDHNR L, EES5TWIIEY —FEDEXES,

My mother had not liked the term Native Americans. She
thought it sounded primitive and stiff. She said, “My great-
grandmother was a Seneca Indian, and I'm proud of it. She
wasn’t a Seneca Native American. Indian sounds much more
brave and elegant.” In school, our teacher told us we had to say
Native American, but I agreed with my mother. Indian sounded

much better. My mother and I liked this Indian-ness in our
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background. She said it made us appreciate the gifts of nature;

it made us closer to the land. (chap. 10, pp. 56-57)
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2782, bITFETELREDRWRICE > TLE 72D,
ZOHKBEREEL 72V VIZEOBKICED . RboNy F 70 X2iTbh
FHo R ZDBINCE 7271255, D Z L2 BWH L2 5,
EFEZ WS, BEom I SANcHaERT, BroBbo/tb i) —oOD
AT 47 OMEEEZEVHL Tw 5,

My mother once told me the Blackfoot story of Napi, the
Old Man who created men and women. To decide if these new
people should live forever or die, Napi selected a stone. “If the

stone floats,” he said, “you will live forever. If it sinks, you will
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die.” Napi dropped the stone into the water. It sank. People
die.
“Why did Napi use a stone?” I asked. “Why not a leaf?”
(chap. 23, p. 150)
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UATYADHFKRETLHBL->TRLE, FHETALSKEERA, N
B KEE 27X T T ADOMEER, RIS AFETE LT,
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OPEFER TR D BERL T TP TH WD,
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In English class, Ben had to give his mythology report. He
was nervous. He explained that Prometheus stole fire from the
sun and gave it to man.... In Ben’s nervousness, he mis-
pronounced Prometheus, so what he actually said was that Zeus

sent vultures down to eat porpoise’s liver. (chap. 24, p. 155)

ZLTANEHIZEDIAZNIZ N R TIZDOWTDT 4 —E—DFRENRK
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“For some reason, Ben already talked about my topic,
Pandora, when he did his report on Prometheus. However, Ben
made a few little mistakes about Pandora.”

Everyone turned around to stare at Ben. “I did not,” he said.

“Yes, you did.... Pandora was nof sent to man as a

punishment, but as a reward—" (chap. 27, p. 172)

74— E— 3N R I T 28 TR ZEERE L TE SN
ZWTHBH I EB2HHAT L, SR IRIVEMESNS CEEICT DT
DR DD oW BV WE ZOLMICE 272, /X2 BT L) GHiH
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T4 —E—FMHEADSDEOVYIDS 5 D%F LS MET 5, —DIiF
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“Inside the box were all the evils in the world, such as

hatred, envy, plagues, sickness, and cholesterol. There were

42



HREFHAT

brain tumors and sadness, lunatics and kidnapping and murders”
—she glanced at Mr. Birkway before rushing on—*“and all that
kind of thing. Pandora tried to close the lid when she saw all
the horrible things that were coming out of it, but she could not
get it closed, and that is why there are all these evils in the world.
There was only one good thing in the box ... the only good thing
in the box was Hope, and that is why, even though there are
many evils in the world, there is still a little hope.”

(chap. 27, p. 174)

FroZHOFOELELDTRTHAHTRTLE S, LrLAEDE
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That night I kept thinking about Pandora’s box. I wonder-
ed why someone would put a good thing such as Hope in a box
with sickness and kidnapping and murder. It was fortunate that
it was there, though. If not, people would have the birds of
sadness nesting in their hair all the time, because of nuclear war

and the greenhouse effect and bombs and stabbings and lunatics.
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(chap. 27, pp. 174-45)
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There must have been another box with all the good things
in it, like sunshine and love and trees and all that. Who had the
good fortune to open that one, and was there one bad thing down
there in the bottom of the good box? Maybe it was Worry.
Even when everything seems fine and good, I worry that some-

thing will go wrong and change everything. (chap. 27, p. 175)

BWyDiEhh OFEIC AT leolz—2DEnd 0 [ »dLh
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I, Salamanca Tree Hiddle, was afraid of lots and lots of
things. For example, I was terrified of car accidents, death,

cancer, brain tumors, nuclear war, pregnant women, loud noises,
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strict teachers, elevators, and scads of other things.

(chap. 3, pp. 13-14)
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One afternoon, after we had been talking about Prometheus
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stealing fire from the sun to give to man, and about Pandora
opening up the forbidden box with all the evils of the world in it,
Gramps said that those myths evolved because people needed a
way to explain where fire came from and why there was evil in
the world. That made me think of Phoebe and the lunatic, and
I said, “If I were walking in Phoebe’s moccasins, I would have to
believe in a lunatic and an axe-wielding Mrs. Cadaver to

explain my mother’s disappearance.” (chap. 44, pp. 276-77)
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When I drive Gramps around in his truck, I also tell him all
the stories my mother told me. His favorite is a Navaho one
about Estsanatlehi. She’s a woman who never dies. She grows
from baby to mother to old woman and then turns into a baby
again, and on and on she goes, living a thousand, thousand lives.

Gramps likes this, and so do 1. (chap. 44, p. 278)
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... we didn’t need to bring her body back because she is in

the trees, the barn, the fields. (chap. 44, p. 276)
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... “we have to leave because your mother is haunting me
day and night. She’s in the fields, the air, the barn, the walls, the
trees.” (chap. 18, p. 112)

Flo. MERTORHEELINOZEZBOVHLTLEI 74 —E—%
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My father was right: my mother did haunt our house in

Bybanks, and the fields and the barn. She was everywhere.
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You couldn’t look at a single thing without being reminded of

her. (chap. 30, p. 195)?
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He read a poem by e. e. cummings titled “the little horse is
newlY” and the reason why the only capital letter in the title is
the Y at the end of new!Y is because Mr. Cummings liked to do
it that way.

“He probably never took English,” Phoebe said.

To me that Y looked like the newly born horse standing up

48



HREFHAT

on his thin legs.

The poem was about a newlY born horse who doesn’t know
anything but feels everything. He lives in a “smoothbeautifully
folded” world. I liked that. I was not sure what it was, but I
liked it. Everything sounded soft and safe. (chap. 20, p. 123)

FDYA M2 B> TWBE—ITHD “the little horse is newlY” Y
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The sun was beating down on us, and I thought it might be
nice to stay there forever with him just running his finger along
my palm like that. I thought about the newlY born horse who
knows nothing and feels everthing. I thought about the smooth-

beautifully folded world. (chap. 20, p. 124)
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For one quick moment we both had the same agenda. I
looked at him and he looked at me. Both of our heads moved
forward. It must have been in slow motion, because I had a split
second there to be reminded of Mr. Birkway’s drawing of the two
heads facing each other, with the vase in between. I wondered,
just for an instant, if a vase could fit between us.

If there had been a vase, we would have squashed it, because
our heads moved completely together and our lips landed in the
right place, which was on the other person’s lips. It was a real
kiss. . ..

And then our heads moved slowly backward and we stared
out across the lawn, and I felt like the newlY born horse who

knows nothings but feels everything. (chap. 37, p. 238)
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Mr. Birkway read a poem by Longfellow: “The Tide Rises,
The Tide Falls.” The way Mr. Birkway read this poem, you
could hear the tide rising and falling, rising and falling. In this
poem, a traveler is hurrying toward a town, and it is getting
darker and darker, and the sea calls to the traveler. Then the
waves, “with their soft, white hands” wash out the traveler’s

footprints. The next morning:

The day rveturns, but nevermore
Returns the traveller to the shore,

And the tide rises, the tide falls. (chap. 29, pp. 181-82)
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“Gentle?” I said. “It’s terrifying.” My voice was shaking.
“Someone is walking along the beach, and the night is getting
black, and the person keeps looking behind him to see if someone
is following and a jing-bang wave comes up and pulls him into the
sea.”

“A murder,” Phoebe said.

I went barreling on as if it was my poem and I was an expert.

“The waves, ‘with their soft, white hands’ grab the traveler.

51



They drown him. They Kkill him. He’s gone.”

Ben said, “Maybe he didn’t drown. Maybe he just died, like
normal people die.”

Phoebe said, “He drowned.”

I said, “It isn’t normal to die. It isn’t normal. It’s ter-
rible.”. ..

Ben said, “Maybe dying could be normal and terrible.”

(chap. 29, pp. 182-83)
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.. I lay there thinking of the poem about the traveler, and I
could see the tide rising and falling, and those horrid white hands
snatching the traveler. How could it be normal, that traveler
dying? And how could such a thing be normal and terrible both
at the same time?

I stayed awake the whole night. I knew that if I closed my
eyes, I would see the tide and the white hands. (chap. 30, p. 197)
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Mr. Birkway turned a few pages in the same journal and

read:

I hate doing this. 1 hate to write. 1 hate to read. 1 hate
journals. I especially hate English where teachers only talk
about idiot symbols. 1 hate that idiot poem about the smowy
woods, and I hate it when people say the woods symbolize
death or beauty or sex or any old thing you want. I hate

that. Maybe the woods are just woods.

Beth Ann stood up. “Mr. Birkway,” she said, “I do hate
school, I do hate books, I do hate English, I do hate symbols, and
I most especially hate these idiot journals.”

... Mr. Birkway said, “Beth Ann, I know exactly how you
feel. Exactly. I love this passage.... It's so honest.... I
used to feel exactly like this. I could not understand what all

the fuss was about symbols.” (chap. 32, pp. 211-12)

NRA » 7T od, HEOBETREDPRBMICIOWTEETORFIIWRE &
Fo. [BOBEORIZOWTOBEAT AT IDHGIE L, FRABEDSE
Ry T ABRYT B EADE I DLV, FRIELTZOHFELL LKL
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Then Mr. Birkway pointed out how you could see both. If
you looked only at the white part in the center, you could clearly
see the vase. If you looked only at the dark part on the side, you
could see two profiles. The curvy sides of the vase became the
outline of the two heads facing each other.

Mr. Birkway said that the drawing was a bit like symbols.
Maybe the artist only intended to draw a vase, and maybe some
people look at this picture and see only that vase. That is fine,
but if some people look at it and see faces, what is wrong with
that? It s faces to that person who is looking at it. And, what
is even more magnificent, you might see both. ... “Isn’t it inter-
esting?” Mr. Birkway said, “to find both? Isn’t it interesting to
discover that snowy woods could be death and beauty and even,

I suppose, sex? Wow! Literature!” (chap. 32, pp. 213-14)
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Nigpote7 4 —E—D%FFH 2 HET 2, 2L THS S ZO—FH >
AOM, BBEE T T, RICESTRTINB EFE U o72DE L,
HOOREZE->TCRODBE I ENTETWVS,

PiE, BREBEWODOWEZ >NV R I0MEEHZRS S TH
DB, bI—DODRWHDOIFEEE o FHCHEEBE T I e TiRRY
NEES, S TROBEMPOBRENIZ EF Clero7eDid, /S F
TDFPSHERS LTV EREBRLETWEDRE, oz v R
7 OFDD 5D, LrL, bI—20FbESCIEH DD
72, TNRIROTEHIIVA X > DED EDEEFHNTRHOILE =T
A, ROBHTHEIDIE R R L 72T, a5l D Bl fimis,

I decided that bravery is looking Pandora’s box full in the
eye as best you can, and then turning to the other box, the one
with the smoothbeautiful folds inside: Momma kissing trees, my

Gram saying, “Huzza, Huzza,” Gramps and his marriage bed.
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(chap. 44, p. 277)
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Ben and Phoebe write to me all the time. Ben sent me a

valentine in the middle of October that said:

Roses are red,
Dirt is brown,
Please be my valentine,

Or else I'll frown.
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There was a P.S. added: I've never written poetry before.

I sent a valentine back that said:

Dry is the desert,
Wet is the rain,
Your love for me

Is not in vain.

I added a P.S. that said, I've never written any poetry either.
(chap. 44, pp. 279-80)
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WBY VDI TARL N THBAT Y —« L—DEKRADHETHEY LD
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F—NNA NI AT, FARR 4 == [FIoBLTLE-7KIED
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N5, %L T Wanderer GRER. 2000) TH /N> N> 7 ADHTDHHBE K
SMb, —D—DO/NHOBFIUIMII L TH Y ILB, 2o D/NGixE N
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Lately, I've been wondering if there might be something
hidden behind the fireplace, because just as the fireplace was
behind the plaster wall and my mother’s story was behind
Phoebe’s, I think there was a third story behind Phoebe’s and my
mother’s, and that was about Gram and Gramps. (chap. 44, p. 274)
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3) Sharon Creech, Walk Two Moons (HarperTrophy, 1994), chap. 2, p. 8.
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Then Mary Lou said, “Look at that—two are exactly the
same.” People were saying, “Geez” and “Wow” and “Whose are
those?”

The duplicate designs were: a circle with a large maple leaf
in the center, the tips of the leaf touching the sides of the circle.
One of the maple leaf circles was mine. The other was Ben’s.

(chap. 21, p. 130)
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“What is this?” he asked Ben.

Ben said, “It’s a vase. Obviously.”

Mr. Birkway held the drawing in front of Beth Ann....
“Beth Ann, what do you see?... It’s okay, Beth Ann, what do
you see?”

“I don’t see any idiot vase,” she said. “I see two people.
They’re looking at each other.”

“Right,” Mr. Birkway said. “Bravo!”

“I'm right? Bravo?”

Ben said, “Huh? Two people?” I was thinking the same
thing myself. What two people?

Mr. Birkway said to Ben, “And you were right, too. Bravo!”

(chap. 32, p. 213)
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“Mrs. Partridge, when was it you met my brother?”

“You said you didn’t have a brother,” Mrs. Partridge said.

“I know, but you said you met him. When was it?”

“ ..Let’s see. Some time ago. A week? Two weeks?
He came to my house by mistake. He let me feel his face.
That’s why I thought he was your brother. He has a similar
face.” (chap. 40, pp. 253-54)
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“the little horse is newlY” (1950)
by e. e. cummings (1894-1962)

the little horse is newlY

Born)he knows nothing,and feels

everything;all around whom is

perfectly a strange
ness(Of sun

light and of fragrance and of

Singing)is ev
erywhere(a welcom
ing dream:is amazing)

a worlD.and in
this world lies:smoothbeautifulL
ly folded;a(brea

thing a gro
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“The Tide Rises, the Tide Falls” (1880)
by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)

The tide rises, the tide falls,

The twilight darkens, the curlew calls;
Along the sea-sands damp and brown
The traveller hastens toward the town,

And the tide rises, the tide falls.

Darkness settles on roofs and walls,

But the sea, the sea in darkness calls;

The little waves, with their soft, white hands,
Efface the footprints in the sands,

And the tide rises, the tide falls.

The morning breaks; the steeds in their stalls
Stamp and neigh, as the hostler calls;
The day returns, but nevermore

Returns the traveller to the shore,
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And the tide rises, the tide falls.
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“Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening” (1923)
by Robert Frost (1874-1963)

Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village though;
He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake

The darkest evening of the year.
He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound’s the sweep

Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,
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But I have promises to keep,
And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep.
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