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For Clara

Who walked just ahead of
me down the road to school



The author is indebted to Jack and Jill,  published
by The Curtis Publishing Company, and to Trails,
a magazine for boys and girls published by the
Methodist Publishing House, for permission
to include in this book the stories that have appeared
in those magazines.
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1.  Waiting for Monday

It was Saturday morning, the last day of July.  It
seemed like an everyday sort of day.  Whiskers

the cat stretched lazily in the shade of the rose of
Sharon bushes.  Rover the dog barked at squirrels.
The hens cackled, bees buzzed in the blossoms, and
heat waves shimmered and danced as they had done
every day for a month.  But Bonnie knew from the
feeling inside her that this was a special day.

Everybody was busy.  Mother was making Emmy
a dress.  She treadled so fast that the little wheel on
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the sewing machine looked like a silver saucer as it
whirled.

Althy was in the back yard washing her long brown
hair.  Chris was in the woodlot making a bat out of a
hickory stick.  He whistled as he whittled.  Emmy
was hunting a hen’s nest in the stable loft.  Debby
was spreading her doll clothes on the rosebush to
dry.

Bonnie didn’t look busy.  She was sitting on the
front doorstep, not moving a toe.  But she was as
busy as busy could be.  She was watching for Father.
And she was waiting for Monday.

Debby caught sight of Bonnie.
“Are you looking for Father already, Bonnie?” she

asked.  “Why don’t you wash your doll clothes, like
me?  Then they’ll be clean before you start to school
Monday.  The clock just struck eleven.  Father may
not be home till sundown.”

“I washed my doll clothes yesterday while you were
playing at Janie Sawyer’s house,” said Bonnie.  “And
ironed them too.”  And she sat on the doorstep,
watching and waiting.
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Althy came around the house rubbing her wet hair
with a towel.  She caught sight of Bonnie sitting on
the doorstep.

“You’re not watching for Father already, are you,
Bonnie?” she asked.  “How would you like me to wash
your hair?  Then it will be clean when you start to
school Monday.  Father may not be home till supper
time.”

“Emmy washed my hair yesterday while you were
at Aunt Cassie’s,” said Bonnie.  “And curled it too.”
And she sat on the doorstep, watching and waiting.
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Chris came into the kitchen for water to wet the
grindstone while he whetted his knife.  He caught
sight of Bonnie sitting quietly on the doorstep.  He
stopped whistling.

“Why, Bonnie!” he called.  “You’re not watching
for Father already, are you?  Father may not be home
till dark.  Why don’t you get ready to start to school
Monday?”

“I got ready yesterday,” said Bonnie.  And she sat
on the doorstep, watching and waiting.

Emmy came from the stable, carrying seven eggs
in her apron.  She caught sight of Bonnie sitting on
the doorstep.

“If you’re watching for Father, Bonnie,” she said,
“he may not be home till you’re sound asleep tonight.
I’m going to try on my new dress.  Want to come?”

Bonnie looked down the road once more.  Seeing
nobody, she got up from the doorstep and followed
Emmy into the house.

Mother looked up from her sewing and smiled.
“You’re not watching for Father already, are you,
Bonnie?” she asked.  She finished stitching a seam.
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“July days are long days, and Father may not be home
till midnight.  Why don’t you run and play?”

Bonnie didn’t feel like playing.  She didn’t wait to
see Emmy try on her new dress, either.  Instead, she
went upstairs quietly, on her tiptoes.

Upstairs, on a long rod, hung all the new clothes
Mother had been making for school.  There were
two new dresses for Althy, size thirteen; two new
shirts for Chris, size eleven; one new dress for Emmy,
size nine; and two new dresses for Debby, size seven.
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At the end of the rod hung two new dresses for
Bonnie, size five.  One was dark blue, sprinkled with
white stars.  The other was pink.  It had a little ruffle
around the neck, a middle-sized ruffle around the
sleeves, and a big ruffle at the bottom of the skirt.

On the waist of the pink dress Mother had em-
broidered a B.  Little white flowers were twined about
it.  It stood for Bonnie.  The B was special, because
Bonnie was going to wear the dress to school the
first day.

Bonnie slipped off her faded, everyday dress, took
the pink dress from the rod, and put it on.  By trying



WAITING FOR MONDAY

7

very hard, she could button all the buttons in the
back.

Then she went to look at the school-
books which lay on a bench, beside the
wall, waiting for Monday.

On the far end of the bench lay two
books belonging to Althy.  One was a songbook.
Althy didn’t need the songbook because she knew
all the songs by heart.  But she liked to carry the
book to school anyway.

The other book was a Christmas play.  Althy had
found it the day before when she was rummaging
around in Aunt Cassie’s attic.  She hoped the teacher,
Miss Cora, would let the boys and girls give the play
for Christmas, on the last day of school.  When Fa-
ther came home, Althy would have many books, all
new, and big and hard to read.

Chris had a tall stack of books.  He had a geogra-
phy, and a history, an arithmetic and a reader, and a
spelling book.  They had once belonged to Althy.
On the flyleaf of each book she had written, “This
book belongs to Althy.”  Chris had erased that.  Now
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the flyleaf read, “This book belongs to Chris.”
Emmy’s books had belonged to Althy when they

were new.  Then they had belonged to Chris.  Emmy
had erased both their names, and had written on the
flyleaf of each book, “This book belongs to Emmy.”

Debby had four books.  They had first belonged to
Althy, then to Chris, then to Emmy.  The corners
were ragged from having been thumbed so often, and
the flyleaves had been erased so many times that
Debby herself could hardly read what she had writ-
ten: “This book belongs to Debby.”  But the words
and the pictures inside the books were almost as good
as if Father had brought them home yesterday.

At the end of the bench lay an empty blue knap-
sack.  It was Bonnie’s, and it was new.  Mother had
made it for her.

In the knapsack there was a big space for a first
reader and a slate.  Stitched in one end was a little
space for a slate pencil so that it wouldn’t break.  The
knapsack had a long shoulder strap.  It was water-
proof, so that in a shower, her first reader wouldn’t
get wet.  And it had a plain big B stitched in red in
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the corner.
Bonnie lifted the knapsack from the bench, slipped

the long strap over her shoulder, and went to the
window to see if by any chance Father was coming
home.  Father was bringing her a new first reader, a
new slate and a slate pencil, Father said, because start-
ing to school was special.

Just then Mother called up the stairs. “Hurry down,
Bonnie, and wash your face and hands.  It’s twelve
o’clock.  Dinner is almost ready.”

Bonnie left the window, lifted the knapsack from
her shoulder, laid it on the bench, and smoothed all
the wrinkles out of it.  She unbuttoned the pink dress,
pulled it over her head, hung it back carefully on the
rod, and smoothed all the wrinkles out of it.

“Bon-nee!” came Mother’s voice from downstairs.
“Coming!” called Bonnie as she jumped into her

faded everyday dress, and ran down the stairs.
At the dinner table everyone talked about school.
I’m going to finish my bat after dinner,” said Chris.

“Andy Watterson is making a ball.  If we go to school
early enough Monday morning, we can play a game
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of ball before the bell rings.”
“I’m going to sit with Janie Sawyer,” said Debby.

“We planned it yesterday.”
“Ellen Watterson and I are going to ask Miss Cora

to let us erase the blackboards,” said Emmy.
“I’m going to ask Miss Cora to let me ring the

bell,” said Chris.
“I’m going to ask Miss Cora to let me teach a class

some day when she’s busy,” said Althy.
“What are you going to ask Miss Cora to let you

do, Bonnie?” asked Mother.




