Prudence by Name

I've stayed on here at Cubh ro

-« wonder why , : Ssip,
OME FOLKS WO deputy sheriff at the start anc.I still the sam eg
all these ycars; little cases and the office routine apq tend:

. ’ In
- scem to figure that if I'd PUShedlfmg’Self at the Tig}ﬁ
the 11111 S;Cg”;:te have been sheriff. I know myse etter’'n they &
times I m

on’t mean in size becayg. 1,

I'm not big C“mfgh for thf t anc(li ioctl too long ago could stills ehl-

o six foot in my socks an : : Olst

close to Sf olid wagon without grunting extra much. I'm ne; com.
one c-.nd OI?VSe been a fair average deputy and I've kept a Nice jail
Plazgénlél{;de tax money squeezed out for that and I've found the jol,
: I;ood spot to get to know people and what goes on. aroun,d town
and in the country hereabouts. Some of the best friends I've had
have served time in my jail. People are what count anywhere ayq
you might not believe it but in this WOI”.k yf)u get to know 3 few
worth knowing. Like Amos Birdsall and his wife Prue.

They came to the Crossing on a Monday. ‘They could have got
here on Sunday but Prue wouldn’t travel on the Lord’s day so they
camped out along the trace a ways and waited for the day to pass.
They came on in Monday morning, the whole family, Amos and
Prue on the front seat of their wagon and the two kids riding on the

; : crate of chickens and their skimpy be-
longings piled between with a tattered old canvas pulled over and
lashed down.

just handling the fussy
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ing, but a promot;j 319
:on farming, kP i On outf, haq bee end
ef’sccfuncy—talk fliers back t ?ugh More sett] reas 5 “’;g ut the
! a - me stayed an : Sand the
u$ een cOMIng: 0 1d y’ @ stuck ‘tang Some didp, hpeople
qd e he Birdsalls wouldn’t, Iy firge
i;;l‘ wis uld hardly blame me on that,
0
r()u C

€Y sure didp’

) . 0t

first saw them. "This was back in Sheriff G bee':l(t).w Much
1 1

hep I [ us Were sunning on the porgy, Of the by me ang

pe (WO O{ﬁcc and my jail when the wa

{ ro

ding 1,
ere
: 80N came along 45, Stop[:ZS
18
ad © in front of us. They were g3 qu

€er pair Sittin
. g on the waoon
mact " whboned knuckly Amos ip ¢ 3
’ 4, big 12
) «

aded olq Overalls apg
. Patcheq
cat ol shirt and a straw hat Pulled dowy, over Taggedy hair,
aid 1

; hin wispy Prue, all stiffness and angles, ip , bebuttoned
ant¢

she had that laced-in hardshell Jogk a woman
gterh. 5V1Vhalebone or wire-rigged corset and ghe had
wears al ad, round and lopsided with fake flowers
on her le‘i ) ,a nd two big hatpins stuck through it.
sewed on kids peeking around the wagonload fr
aw the two 't help wondering how a woman like that ever managed
andICOUI.dn She didn’t see us, not so you’d notice. She sat there,
to have kld?' . 1 ulled in to a thin straight line and her
im and stiff, with her lips p ino his head
prim 2t iohe ahead. . It was Amos spoke to us, bobbing his hea
e ﬁx.ed §;;a;§ke he felt he had to be kind of apologetic and sooth-
and grinni ing at him.
’ na Ino a A
ing or Som.e(zinel?s S”ta;(: Zai(f.p“'Ig’hat’s us, whole kit and caboodllle.lel\f;
The ;315 ,:?no; and my wife, Prudence by name, ;ndkaacobilt) ¢
- fal lf):o and ,girl.” Elc poshed, thelsitie, e:;: “This the
sProtu hs(;d ti;rou gh the raggedy hair aroun‘d Onebe y(')u could tell
Slclrea (;f lace, ain’t it? Was thinking, I was, maﬁave in hard cash
sheriff’s ’ ) . s )
me the 1§ay to the Jenkins claim. Bought. lt,h;vfd. “There’s a Cla.ln?
” he hat down again, llars. I ain’t
and hopes.” He pulled the : he wants ten do hed
locator back at the hotel, there 1s, bu; the wagon seat an d P: Shad
S0t ten dollars.” He shuffled SOmer(;) us. “You see, sheriff, :;d e
the hat up again and leaned tow?la s ago at eveqing CaII;P two guns
‘e extra, cash I mean, and two y'des along with thos
ark COIning down, it was, this gent r1
MOWing on his hips and—"
ne
Amog Stopped talking. Prue had tur

8¢€ts when she
a back-east hat
and a birdwing
I saw her and I
om the tail gate

ok-
d on the seat and was lo
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§20 .nk about two sizczs in two secong, . |
) % tic way. uForget 1t, shenff, he Said. “I grlnnE ;
lﬂg. 4 that apologz,dn,t have much left and I IOSt that WEL |
i

§
. g » 3 . JI«IE
blowing: Fact Is WO g a faro bank. Can’t figure What w dld’ b

at Twin
] can’t.
e stopp€

Forks buckin

ought—"’
My SY“CTI. n glns wife, Prudence by name, Was ¢
d again.

. . She looked ga¢ g
h a little rasping onRa id. “I let hj US. on the l{;hh
throat wit 1‘It was my fault,” she said. v ™M 80 ing, thag t()’(h
. olf. The children were tired I?;i Ssglfds“t leave g,
by h”;]si(,;g. was so dirty we had to oap, &
c\'cryt 1

2gn"  ill on the wagon seat looking straight aheyq , Ay |

She .sat st1 bobbing his head and grinning .1n that apologetic Ir?r,, ;
sat beside he(r;odbee uncrossed his lean old right leg frop, o r“a? :
and Shcrlf(lf1 rossed them again in reverse order apq lookeq e
.I‘(;[Itoiilge ?'nhecsaid, “your jail’s empty. Your desk’s clear., Your

I m;
dle’s plumping. Saddle a horse and show these folks the Way,” mjg,
c .

So there I was ambling along in the saddle beside the Wagon ang
there Prue was jolting silent on the seat an.d tbere :/Xmos was holg;,
the reins in his big knuckly har?ds and S(lllln.tlng sideways a¢ me anq |
asking questions about the territory and telling me something aboy; |
the two of them. They’d had several places, back in Towa the last |

some buildings on it already and pulled him down on his price and
Paid him, “Tqo bad, it was,” Amos said. “Him in poor health like
that and having to Ieave. Good luck too. For us, that is.” |

“Poor healthy” | said, “Jenkinsp The only poor health he ever
had came out of a bottle.”

Prue turned on

and they both Stared at me. ‘““Buildings,” Amos |
§S on it, there is. There’s got to be.”
¢ wheels, « ell e Watched the road ruts sliding past unde; f

> ¥€8,” I saig, “Yes, there’s buildings.” I nudg® f
“0d led the way off to the right down the wag® |




I’I11(163r1(13 1))’ ]SJZITII
e

- the section lines and acrogg

alons the
ract ¢ TisC pbeyond. I stopped angq Am € creek by

b . Os ]
e’ e and they could sce the buildip rought (e w

i( y 3S,
pes (WO and a half of them, the Sing g

,.Cal i . ‘ il lc-ro()m
of shack and the split log pole-and. tarpapcrcd and slat,.

fed i w
00! -to spreading out from i ¢
i C 7 V S .
e one side, hed ith the

)Cl g .
o ey sat still and stared at the buildings, -y,
. off the tail gate and stared too. “Anyway?’ tIW 0 kids climbeq
L said, “therer
S a

dO“ A goo(l OnC."

at Amosg

ens she said. “Why did God have to ‘
She climbed

- mak »”
.n over the wheel on her side and marchcdesttne?'h
raight

lOWCd her.

Amos bobbed his head at me but he didn’t ori “F )
he said. “‘Been angry, she has, ever since out of bglzsl;et igy » she {s,’,
and all because I wouldn’t put on my Sunday clothes IS ‘tN 1sIrC11103rnmg
coming into town. Knew I'd be unloading, I did, an,d st:rliinn t, foI:
right away. Wasnt going to be changing back and forthg”w;;
pushed the straw hat back on his head and looked around .“Ain’i
much. Ain’t much at all.” He climbed down his side of th;: wagon
anfl started f;oward the shack and Prue was in the doorway and her
voice was high and shrill. “There’s no floor,” she said. Her legs
seemed to crumple under her and she sat down on the big stone that
was the doorstep and bent her head and put her face in her hands.

Amos stopped still, rocking on his big clumsy feet. “That man
lied to me,” he said. He raised one big knuckly hand and clenched
it into a fist and smacked it into the palm of the other hand. “There
ain’t no floor,” he said. ‘“All right, there ain’t. But there’s a roof,
there is. We can rig a partition in that house. That shed’ll make a
fine chickencoop, it will. That lean-to’ll take care of the team.
We've got food in the wagon. Got our health too. We’ll”make out,
we will, till I get a crop in and some more building done.”

For a moment he seemed big and almost impressive ‘standlng tl}erg
and then Prue raised her head and Jooked at him. “You pr(;)nf;lse
me a board floor,” she said. “It isn’t decent w;it.hout-ahboaran ;tl)ll;
Only the good Lord knows what it is to have to live Wlt1 aiIrI; o ' he
doesn’t even care if things are decent.” And the little g
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522 oke up, with the boy trying to shyg

b4 (19 e
y pehind her SIt) copy of her mother’s. He doesn’; . rg, 2ng
s an ?’xafind Prue stood up, all stiff anq gl }Ie

: es,
ng there and past me sti]] Sittip, g
broom out of the wagon and maqluet

doorwa
her voice Wa
:ust doesn't €

marched past

re. )
Ziﬁ\mOS stand!
and pullcd a

I‘(h

orse, Qd

on the h house.

into that oon and be

back and.mt 1. came Over by the wag g{ln to unlash g
Amos sighed 2 wn and helped. Together we hoisteq every, lg

load. I slippcfl do
out and piled iton t

: rrying s . .
like PaCkrats caEtY o where Prue was bustllng and ra1smg d
things ckeq d;

do because the top layer of the pa
That wasr eas{i’ofoorr‘il::;:y and crumbly. She didn’t $ay anothe, Wolrt
that was ‘h"f't long before I had the feeling too I ought ¢ ste
but it wasntch h(b)w I behaved or someone’d start snapping
iuvlv:sn g'lzzlawhen there wasn’t much else I could do to hel

could head home to town and my jail.

. . hin
round. The kids came running apng —
he il all stuff and I helped Amos carry the }:er;d
y

S

P care,
at me,
P anq |

That was late spring. By early summer the talk drifting aroupg
was that the Birdsalls were queer folk, unfriendly and plain peculiar,
After a while I began to notice that when people talked like that
they were really talking about Prue. Amos was just ther
worker when he worked, which was irregular, and a talker
one would listen, but just a man roundabout bobbing his

being apologetic when people were near. Prue was the
one. She made the sharp impres

on Sheriff Godbee’s wife Martha,

€, a harq
when any.
head ang

dominant
sion. She made one plenty sharp

self into the extra-wide chair we kept
> she said and blew out her cheeks with

: 2 knew we’q i in a rush
v 3 get it all and in a v

rdsa]] WoOman,” ghe said. “And I was only tryirs
§ said around town and by wom¢l
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went out to €€ and get
Jike ordinary

illy voice sup-
d she
i d won't ask a person in.
cent not having a poard
to know she ’

't care what kind of floor 2 per-

sheriff. “What kind ©
here? Speak up now;, Fr
oked at her wit
irt. Sod walls.

,and tell Howie here.
h his old €yes pright.

Sheriff Godbee lo
«whole damn house Was d

said. He chuckled.

roof. Dripped water tWO days after 2 rain.” He jutt€

abit. “But why ain’t you peeved at him toO If he was ¢the man he
e’d whale her packside

her O
had you &

e said, making he
over any whaling ¥

ought to be he’d shut
the way I'd’ve yours
lng,”

one aro

odbe
ou’d do kept me

squeak. “It wasn’

from complaining: '
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» gheriff Godbee said and his old yq;
hat it was kept you from it.” Olce Wag
laining kind,” Martha Gogp

Ce

i1l it was about lost in the § Saig
k and her voice was soft and gentle too. “Anq boldS
eCauS

e had a little over from things we needed
ou'd get me a petter house.” More, oet
Martha,” Sheriff Godbee said again, “maybe (p,

at,s s

Prudence w ’
faybe that oman doesn’t know whag st
You

824
. oW, Martha,
Well. n “you teu me wW

(¢ and gentic
50 not the COmp

wpecause 110 , :
ulled in her chin t

the difference. )\’
knew."

I expect that was it. Prue couldn’t know whether
would get her a floor or any of the other things she Amg
because there wasn’t much he’d ever done to show hnaggEd
ting kind. He had good intentions maybe but he e
{ollom.r th}*ough on them. He’d start something an(;o‘illldn’t S€em ¢
:)(:1 fﬁ:?du ht.he casy way. He worked hard, irregular fls eIn he’d wap,
but har Rv:rldenFI;: ?d: and he put in a crop and didn’t said befoye
bought ran gut Sl“lfee :eStOYe for seed and for food whe S0 too bi
o . e season was good that n what they’
p and he sold his stuff, mostl year and he hag &
Rudy to the Army post back y corn and other tru * lair
ack near Twin Forks and <k,
he pai

bill and laid in i
supplies righ
" ’ ght caref :
e had thirty-three dollars left Pruzlx: CCOI}‘?lng to Prue’s
. as t

he get.

thI‘OUgh
d off his

: list
ere with him whenalllli

She was with him when
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mill were & long ways oft and the railroad hadn’t come
W Freighting costs pushed prices up, Amos didn’t w
outh Y 4o cicher, green and likely to warp, Te wanted ﬁnisl?;l(;
g ::‘);.sml“d right. ITe went in the shop and got to figuring lWil‘h
l)"“"d's nat ne'd need for a floor and even though their house was
puke “t (allied cighty-seven (10!1;1rs. Amos took out his money and
guall | over again and it still was only thirty-three of those dol-
countC | then while Luke was scratching around in his head what
Jars ;u)lf q deal he might fix to help these new Birdsall folks Amos lit
ki"dl‘]c pack door. “Didn’t say another word,” Luke told us, looking
out lt 15 on the wagon scat. “Jammed the money in his pocket and
u1’7 ?cd out the back way.”
sc»‘sthcl_i([ Godbee reached and took the reins out of my hands, “The
lop_carcd j:}ckass,” he §aid and he smacked the team on the.ir rumps
yith the T€1D cn_ds. I had to gra}? Prue and hold her from jouncing
off as we swung in a half—a.rcle. Have to ask your pardon, ma’am,”
sheriff Godbce s:.ud, slapping steady at the team to keep them step-
ing fast. “But it’s the truth. Any man thinks he’s got a faro sys-
tem is @ lop-eared jackass.”
We pulled to a quick stop in front of Clem Rickey’s saloon. The
sheriff and I piled down and hurried in and straight through to the
back room and there he was, chewing on a big knuckle and slumped
i a chair across the table from the dealer with the box. He saw us
and he knew what was doing right away. He bobbed his head and
grinned in that apologetic way. “Lost again, 1 have,” he said. “And
itain’t right. Should have run it up to more’n enough. Played my
system, I did, but something went wrong and—'" His voice died away.
Iexpect we looked peeved. At least the dealer thought so because he
put in fast with his own words. “It was straight play, sheriff. I don’t
rn it crooked.” And Sheriff Godbee fixed the dealer with a co.ld
1901(- “Ain’t arguing that,” he said. “you wouldn’t be in my district
did T think different.” He swung to Amos again and I thought he

might let loose with some chilling comments but he just IQO_ked at
Prue’s waiting for

Amos 5 moment and siched. ‘“Better go on out.

You to take her hzmi.ilbind Amos pufh ed up and walked out frc?gt

slow anq heavy on his feet and climbed up on the wagon Sea; bes1‘he
rand took the reins. She didn’t look at him, nOtdO.ZCffta t?;lst e

¥ him coming. She didn’t even speak to him. She didn't need to.

/

sl Tk i e R o ——— e Ras |
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) jolting as the wagon moyeq
326 . at Sllent’ ]O d . * dng St
he ust S n along the roa growm § are
She "“ewilesad and they went 0 S Malle ang

int

aHCr m .

sm . SNOW often and staylng and chot:
as a

ith people sort of . g th
1 town what with peop Tt of am ¢
buS)’t l:ut and around mu.lch. Sheriff Godbee ed
a lot of tume at & hts when nerves were ;
end off fig u
i richt and heading hem off my jail haq p o
having 11§ 1dn’t always head them Y] Oarder, fai
since he C(;ucouldn,t know much wl}at went on at the Birdsalls’e
frequent; they were making out w1th. Amos hustling ¢, keep t}?.
cept thé? rm and Prue teaching the kids out of some SChOOIbooki |
homf(sieb‘r* :u ht in her trunk. I expect.no matter ho.w big a fiy, Amg, |
;1113 insidegthe house it was still cold in there for .hlm becauge Peop,
W?IO happened by when the going was passable salfi he always Seemeg |
to be outside even in the coldest weather, puttering ang wandering |
around all bundled in an old overcoat. :
Then it was spring and everyone was buzzing busy while the gooq |

That W
roads. We were

gether, not able to g¢

ly

weather held and of a sudden Amos was standing in the office Where ;
I was helping the sheriff catch up on paperwork. He hadn’t drivey |

in. He'd hiked it. He had a bundle under one arm and he wag about
busting with his plans. “Going to get her that floor,” he said, “Got |

wa’:’;vo Iinonths he said. Two months, add a few days, it was and he |
ack. He came baf:k the way he went, hooking a ride on a freight |
aight op home ang drove into town again with ‘ﬂ

Wagon, anq hiked sy

18 OWIl Wag()n and to L
ber and Jo, ded uke Wa
ank yg

Whole bu

gaman’s and paid cash for good lunr

¢ . '
and dr:)vczI I;i;t: PPed to push his head in our door and

Siness ang that wasn’

. th
bit haPPY abouyt wh € lump
Proud h

t just the fact Prue wasn’t with hini
e er: It was the fact he wasn’t the le®

¢d figureq , way, 13 doing. Ferg gone off tickled siHY.ant.
Y to get Prue hey floor. He came back tig"

+ There wag Something wrong about the |

o Y
.

————
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hardly spcaking to anyone, staring down at the

| [ when he walked along,

:ll‘c ¥ l l v r v

oS 1 froek Jater, md)‘.)e longer but not much, 1 found Sheriff

7 > ¢ 1 “11C i ‘

B agayPC, pis offcC chewing on a pencil and wanting to talk
J l] 0 ver did lik i I 1 - O ld L.

[ nev e arithmetic and don’t like the

‘)(H)(EC y I]C S;li( ’ i
s add up now- T1,1’at Birdsall woman’s invited Martha out
ing FOW afternoon.

“She’s got h Fat’c av .
XS g er floor. But what’s arithmetic got

ict,
1 qY :
an¢ ~ont0[ him

o . “Not direct. But there’s a couple other
"NOL ne’s what Lewis told me when I was over at Twin Forks
er da hey ’had a little ruckus over there, a week, ten days
Afan cried bucking a faro bank. ¥ad a little luck and was win-
ag> " oan plowing what he’d do with it. Put a floor in his place,
° e ship in a piano. Luck turned and he lost, all

d with. Took it hard and had to be

(hi“gs' y. T

ing: 4
b Id it bigger mayb
lbl d won and what he starte
1€

bouuced into the rOad,”. “
“Il1be damned,” I said. What'’s the other thing?”

wThis in the mail today,” he said, poking at a letter on his desk.
«From powlus over at the junction on the freight route. Little trou-
ple over there too: Figures about the day after the other. Somebody
nipped 2 fistful of cash c.>ut. of tl’.le drawer behind the bar in the
saloon there. Probably did it while everybody was out watching a
dogfight but wasn’t noticed till a while later. Bowlus’s been checking
and can’t find a trace. Now somebody’s remembered seeing someone
come out the door while the fight was on. Didn’t know him but
thinks he’s seen him over this way sometime. Big man. Overalls and

astraw hat.”
“How much did he take?” I said.
Sheriff Godbee grunted. “What would you expect? They don’t

know exactly. Money hadn’t been checked. But they figure it eighty-

some dollars. I figure it eighty-seven.”
Isat down in the other chair and stared at him and he stared back
«Come on,” he

at me and after a while he sighed and pushed u
saiid. “Waiting never made any of these things any better. we'll go

have a talk with Amos.”

ped the buggy by

we Stop
way

He wasn’t in sicht but Prue was when
standing in the door

t
he house, The door was open and she was
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528 1 in her hand and past her we coulq see ¢
with a broo

Iready 3] N Ooy
ether, smooth and a Y almogy ¢ ‘2
boards wellw f;;;f(i:;odgscrubbed half a dozen times , da lnmgl O
had been s

. : . She i]\Q‘
¢ all the way she had that first time. She lookeq i
act a :
:hc almost smiled.

¢ O Com ‘n She 2 t
} f I

S| g
e have c(j}“d
; s T b
lo, thank you, ma’am,” Sheriff G'odbee g, We
“No, ttl to see Amos on a bit of business. Want to see
Just wan

-

ha.v 't
” hlm Ell()n?i
)’Olsl}i();:sn:)niiu she seemed al.most to have StOPPed breag .
her face began to change, gett‘l‘ng PmChid and tigh¢ agai ga’lfl
nd somewhere,” she said. “He was cleaning the chickey, % ef
ar(\);e started toward the shed and Amos came aroypgqg the ig, ?‘.
and Sheriff Godbee took him by the arm and we went aroundothlz
side together out of sight qf the hou.se and Pr}le In the doq Y, ang
Sheriff Godbee started asking questions, making them More Poingg |
as he got a little peeved, an.d Amos _]I,J,St looked at the gtoung "I
don’t know what you're talking about,” was all he would say ,, din |
a voice we could hardly hear. And sudden another voice, higp |
pitched and sharp, said the one word “Amos” and he jerkeq o
straighter and Prue came around the corner of the shed. gpe g |
have been hiding there, listening to what went on,
“Amos Birdsall!” she said. “You can lie all
ple but you've never lied to me. Did you lo
the rest?”

He tried to look at her and couldn’t and stared down at his big
knuckly hands. “Yes, Prue. I lost it, I did.”

“And did you steal money from that saloon?”
“Yes, Prue. I took it, I did.”

Prue turned to Sheriff Godbee, “All right,” she said and her voice

was harsh and bitter, “That’s what You wanted to know.”

“No,” Sheriff Godbee said, “ knew. But that’s what I wanted
Amos to say.” |

hThere Was a moment of quiet while we all were thinking our owrz
EO :ulglfh.ts and the two kijds ¢4me running from somewhere calling Oua |
andttl(:lr I(][ilother, anfi right away they sensed something was Vgsz; i
at her :IZ ucked quick toward her and stood beside her, clut blg |

Irt. The boy just Scowled at Amos and scuffed the dirt
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sort of whimpering chant. “Ie's been bad

n a .
.1 beg? .. He's peen bad again.” And Prue shushed her

17
we'lmllejfst ier . closer wi’t’h one arm z‘llnd looked over her at Sher-
agﬂ%lcriﬂg“wdl, anyWays she said, “you tell your wife to stay
of gﬂodbce. 1 walk around on her own ﬂ?or. But there’s one thing
p G oV an ot im do pefore you take him to jail.”
hoﬂvllcl hﬂvz :,(Zlbce's old voice snapped. “Watch your words, woman.
g G e

 these children : : ; .
S ontO " v she said. “If thetr father’s a thief, they might as well

al W

wolw it ht,” gheriff Godbee said. “But tl}ere’s thieving and there’s

- Anos (’1 siealing 2 man’s self-respect 15 a damn bad thing too.

0 g said anything about jail? It ain’t our way to jail a

ily responsibilities if that can be helped. What we've

s figure 2 way for Amos to square this thing.”

O’t care what you do with him,” Prue said. “But before you
o let him get things out of

go

“f doﬂVer ’ do with him you’ll have t
whateé oy me. The children’s cots and some blankets and the
411 the food there is. 1 want them in this chicken shed.”

» Sheriff Godbee said and that was one of the few

rised.
«you don’t think I'm ever going to

uThat’s Whe
ot on that floor again. Not on a floor that’s not really mine and
y. Not my children either.”

paid for with thieving mone

at her and started to speak and thought bet-
“A damn funny world,” he
woman after all. Come
n be

o
thicvmt’

mo b8
W got {2

imes 1 ever saw him really surp
re,’ Prue said.

set fo
that's beent

sheriff Godbee stared
er of it. He turned to me and Amos.

“Maybe there’s something to that

said.
here and then se€ what ca

along. We'll tote those things out

done in town..”’

Plenty could. Plenty always could be done when Sheriff Godbee
gu ;hls mind to it. He talked Luke Wagaman into handing back the
heg tgks even dollars Amos had paid for the lumber.. More thaq that,
the blaei Luke into Jetting Amos work out the price by helping at

ecausec smith shop. That wasn’t too big 2 favor Luke was doing
Wanted he had more work than he could handlfa fast as people
Ter Jjk at the shop, and finding 2 helper could swing 2 hefty ham-
¢ Amos during the busy summer season wasn’t easy. In a way
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30 nding back the money. He vy,

. ha
Lllkc wasn t ICHHY ce {‘Or wol'k AmOS "VOUld dO.- Then
uch in advan dollars and put them in ap e
that m k‘thc cighty-seven
O

Tus at the junction, and just what h.e

o Jetter to Bow usV but it stopped any further actjq
icucf I never kn(i" Jetter and came back by our office. e,
So after 1 post_cd the e supper with the Godbees at their hou. il
. ent in to have Birdsall business was working o, lse Ny,
mg thlsIS at Luke Wagaman’s and sleep iy, ihl right_
Amos would get his mzf] d if Prue wanted to be stubborp an
till his f,u"nt “g:ll(zﬁf her floor was really paid for tha¢ was hey oo
that chicken s bout as much to blame as Amos. It wag her nag
out. She was abo did 8Sing
drove him to do what he id. e O .

That’s the way I was thinking a . ple oL fE, o

hat surprised when there was a kn(?c an €rit God
v irI),) and it was Amos pushed in through the fro
?vacs(:ll?::eso much surprised at seeing him as at what he
Godbee,” he said. “Sheriff, I mean. I want you to lo¢
yog\r/\;:;ll’rfoc'lw(r),. Amos,” Sheriff Godbee sz.lid and he didn’
much surprised. “That’s an interesting idea. Why?”

“Seems to me, it does,” Amos said, “I ou

what I did. Can’t do it while working, I ca
days I can.”

“Amos,” Sheriff Godbee said and his voice was a little stern,
you been out home and got that idea from Pruep”

“I have not,” Amos said. “But it’s thinkin
helped me think of it for myself, it has.”

“Howie,” Sheriff Godbee said,

u

S‘]hesil payi]’].\'
e
Nvelqg e “?d.
Wrote in tl:l-h
“Jailyy, L ¢

ine and W
:;Z:)r I was think

Was Somﬁ-
bee Calleq
nt dOOI‘_

said, “Ml‘_
k e up in

t seem tq he

ght to do Some time fq;
n’t. But nights ang Sun-

“haV’e




prudence by Name 331

o talking personal with you when a lantern’s
over after supper from the Godbees’ and he'd
h and I'd take him in the building and lock
{or-trial quarters with bars all around but
with the barred window and barred door
had there to help boarders pass the hours.
¢ on ONE of the bunks and like as not, evenings when
any, DOt even a drunk sobering up, I'd bring a chair
g pad 70" Cine parred door and we’d talk till time for me to head
set 1 U1 Kept in My office. Talking with him like that got to

o | put I never did get used to him saying, as he

U oW
1000ing ) on the POLG
pt Waiung ., the waiting-
b¢ no: - off quarters

c
for dilrfg pite nAtUTa: & A e 3 d : .
seeﬂ;qst hing at night, ppreciate it, 1 do, you locking me up like
dic

i d he was telling me a lot about himself and

(his- nany nights an
ot ' farm boy i i
qys. He'd been @ arm boy in eastern Iowa and after his

. parl ; . -
pis €21 ydi od and be was growing some siz€ he skipped for a couple
hand on a middling big ranch. Trailing with

ther
mo was a COW
first taste of faro. He had luck that first

years an "
older hands he had his
p a roll that went soon enough with the other hands’

nd ran u
f it stuck. Then his father died and since he

he memory O
ly child the farm was his and he went back there and tried

bout then he got married and began having big-
or ideas and he slapped a mortgage on the farm to stock it with
urebred cattle and then when payments were coming due he never
seemed to have quite enough and he took to remembering his faro

juck. I could fill in the rest easy.
It was while he was talking that way I asked the question that was

» 1 said, “back east where you were women

d you ever hook on to one like Prue?” He
meant, at least how

time &
hEIP put t

was the on
orking it- Along a

bothering me. ‘‘AmOS,
aren’t so scarce. HOW’
didn’t get mad at me. I expect
it looked to me. He scratched around in his ragge
answer me straight. “She’s from New England, she is,
he was proud of that. “[{ad to earn her living SO she came out to

teach school. Had a hard time, she did, pook-taught woman like
that. Big boys wouldn’t behave in school. Made fun of her and her
she did. Gome

:Vays. I whopped a few and she called to thank meé :
Ummer we called on the preacher.” Amos looked at me 2 little red
n the face and defiant. “‘She was pretty then, she was. Kmd of SOiEt

angd—
nd—and womanlike.” He rolled over on th

dy hair and tried to
» he said like
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only night he didn’t th,
nk

and that was the

¢ more W as beginning to nUIS€ a worry,
rig;:tcc[):'{’(; of Amos by then and I ﬁou';ﬁlh:ee this Blrdsallrl};uslin
wasn't working out too well after all. re was -PI‘Ue e o5
d and there was Amos spending all his time workip thay
dn’t come in once to see him. She knewg anq
odbee had been out special to tell he w
ce, driving their team, and got whate : Bug
pee’s store and gone right home €r shq
h shop and without even lozgfﬁ“
In

at my jail, when she went past o1 the road. And Amos was fre(;
in

about her. He wouldn’t say anything more about her, but L
x more like a big raggedy lonesome dog ever de Wag
at to do about that but Sheriff Godbee did yHaY(-i I

. e id

d almost brutal the way he could be whe h
1 he

ceks and Iw
Was

ing. sheriff G
n twi

Rudy Fere

she
needed each time at

without stopping at the blacksmit

getting to loo
didn’t know wh
it quick and direct an

felt a need.
It was the next time Prue came (o town, on a Saturday. Sh
to.th.e store and would have gone on out of town agai;l ot o
tl;luﬂgn.lgl but:f SILeriff Godbee stepped down into the road andI;arthbgur
e bridle of the near horse of the team and stopped the w “d
agon,

“P ”» l ® l 6 ’ 1 e
u

been in to see Amos?”’
She reared up some
on the seat. ‘“Don’t
: you dare talk to :
me like

that!”
“I'll talk ' '
to you any way I've a mind to,” he said. “You
: , @ woman

ruf‘llrf::g out on hfer man a time like this.”
not running out,” she said. “I’ . .

f xcuse of a home he’s given me Oh IIE staying right there at that

ﬂllzltniltg = ba.Ck at me for nagg‘inf,; élt }IIOW what he’s doing. He’

up niglft . i;flttmg himself in jail Work'lm c;lmd now for living
S. ak' . . 1n a . )

| “No,” Sheriff ggdlglmself look h'ke-—likega ch};si;nj bemg I?cl\lef

Ing to pay for some bze said. “Like a man paying higs ggbctnm‘:\rrl . k
the rest of us for by k‘glrds for a silly woman. Serving ti £

€axing one of the rules of: IiViIZ;ng tlmfl tlo i

we call laws.

He Jet
€t go the bridle
and into hig office and Swung around and stomped the steps
. up €S
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elf straighter and clucked to the tea

, was back, all decked in her o Buk the next
gﬂd jet days - s and eastern dress and hat,
Jay’ SU 4 clean pair of overalls and a clean shirt and some biscuits
ayr g elly in @ basket. She waited in my office and Iiwcm

2t % and pushed him in where she was and had enough

dal o ;
:Zd g:())tclll\ose the dooT quick-
things went along until close to harvest time, Amos
g locked up and Prue coming every Sunday ,alwa s
sty in her basket. She was just as prim anc,l shatry
with sos o and Amos acted some Sundays when she left like sé:
ced el him over mighty thorough with her tongue but at least
ha w(; coming tO S€€ him and he didn’t have that lonesome-dog look
, Then, one day, midweek, Amos came along from the shop
p on the porch where the sheriff and I were
m,” he said. “Every last cent. Own that

n
5011;1 ngw- Every last board. Got a new deal with Luke, I have, start-
f'lr(: Jext week. Two days’ work a week for ready cash. Now I'm go-
g back into the house and watch her walk

ing home and move Prue
ground o1 those boards and feel good.” He pushed his old straw hat
ypa pit and bobbed his head and grinned at us. “Ought to be some

celebrating; there ought. Why'nt you two come along. Best friends
we have around here, you are. Be the first visitors on Prue’s floor.”
- Sheriff Godbee squinted at the sky, thinking his own thoughts.
- “Might be interesting,” he said. “Howie, get the buggy out. Beats

walking any day.”
So there the three o

’ hOW
That? nd bein

. a
orking <
w0’ cthing ta

oré

m .
any cer noON and u
un. “Paid ups Ia

£ us were bouncing along in the buggy follow-

ing the road and then off to the right and down the wagon trace an

actoss the creek branch and all the way Amos was talking and hum-
- ming and bobbing his head in anticipation. Right then that floor
~ and going home to tell Prue she could walk on it now was the big-

gest thing in the world to him.

The two kids saw us coming and ran out to sc€ who it was and
looked startled at his shouts and scurried back and around the house
and when we swung in near the chicken shed there Prué was waiting
and the two kids were behind her peering around at us. AmOS
!&mped out and I started to follow and Sheriff Godbee stopped me.

]? hurry,” he said. “Maybe there’s more to this thing.”
here was. I don’t know how he knew there would be but there
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was. Amos hurried straight to ?rue an‘d she king of i
and didn’t scem happy to see him coming, py, Was ¢ ackeq
own feeling to notice and he grabbed hey by the Wais, -
up and whirled her around and set her down and g
with a funny flat frightened look on her face, He stil
He took her by the arm and hu.stled her towarq the
steady how the floor was all paid for, every bOard, = :
better things were going to be al! arounc'l, and gp, s
along beside him with the two kids tagging ang cepr. st
tween them and Amos, Ile stopped by the doorste 8 he
and pushed the door open and she puljeq back away ¢ eached
“No,” she said. “I can’t. I just can’t.” The worgg £ 0

the silence was a strange feeling all about with A

Picy
e St()()d

eq he
didy,

Guj
t n‘)ti(&l
) talki .

he said, his voice getting an edge. “What’s wrong

“I can’t do it,” she said. “All these weeks I’
ing that floor was in there and how silly 1’
there. It wouldn’t €ver seem right.”

2TUC, gitl,” he said, “would you fo] better if ' !
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atting by the fire and looked across it at
.45 a taut tight feeling there between them and
d of the little girl’s whimpering voice. “lle’s
bad again, bad—" And Prue’s hands moved sud-
ad the girl by the shoulders and shook her.
) sure c1 » she said, “ever once again let me hear you speak
et "1 . yOU (_:‘ 1c,1‘ ike (hat.”” She Jooked back across the fire at Amos
.AD:’“ }vaxx' fa s all cwisted and crinkled from the effort not to cry.
b0 fac€ “q‘id- My Amos.” She came around the fire reaching
ff‘,l\t,no-‘-" .Sh;ii‘n and he put out a big arm around her shoulders. She
' ¢ -ard him and for a moment there in the line of her
and her face open and eager to him you
d it was gone but it had been there. She
kind of soft and womanlike.
d. “No more WOITying now. Not ever
er her head at the two kids standing sort of lost
side of the fire. He left Prue and went around
the crook of one big arm and held

own and you could see this was
me and she was

%
A e s
! ; he soun

e NOW>
.-Thelen
e Jooked OV

ag::iigione the other :
ed the little girl up 1n

¢ head topped his
ened to her for a long ti

kind of excited and pleased and he
d took the boy by the hand. “Sprouts,”

reaChed wil
he said; «“we have work to do, we have. Your mother doesn’t want
that particular floor in her house and she’s right about it. Let’s get
pusy. 1'11do the chopping and you do the carrying.”

d watched the four of

sheriff Godbee and I sat in the buggy an
them working together. The ax was thumping 1n the house and the

Lids were scurrying in and out with pieces of board and Prue was
chucking these one by one ont the fire. “You know what I'm going to
do7" 1 said. “I'm going to kick in some myself and take up 2 collec-
tion in town. I'm going to get them another board floor.”

“No need to do that,” Sheriff Godbee said. “Prue’s all right now.
They're both all right. She’s got something bettern a board floor.”

She had. She had all right. Decause sudden she remembered us
as possible to slip away and

a . - - 1
s}?d noticed us swinging the buggy et
€ came hurrying to stop us a moment. “Mr. Godbee,” she said, “I
soon as con-

wan ) -
t you to tell your wife to come call on me again
at Prue with his face

"
s::r;e'nt for her.” And Sheriff Godbee looked
ing stern but his old eyes shining. “Prudence Birdsall, ma’am,”

r high so he ’
h;met;ing that hadn't happ
: at first and then

‘shtene
38 -+h his other arm an
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he said. “I ain’t so sure I ought to let my
only got a dirt floor for her to wa.lk on.” Ang Py
for look with her own eyes snapping and
Martha Godbee would. “Humph,” she sajd, « A °
letting or not letting would make. It wag me ang not 4 erenCe y
made her mad when she was here before, We'll b avl‘ly iy, y
floor again and it won’t be because I nagged ahoy itlng R boa:r
that’ll be soon and maybe it won’t because there aye oth an maybd
need more but that won’t have anything to do with heir things we
call. She knows a floor isn’t nearly as Important as the coming ts
walk around on it.” And then Prue said what knockeq aIIlJeome
of Sheriff Godbee and made him fumble for his o]q banz
blow his nose. “Maybe she was born knowing tha¢ the wy 12 gy
Prue said, “or maybe she’s just lived so Many years With sy
couldn’t hel P Iearm'ng it.” you dhe
We were mighty quiet, me and the

sheriff, 311 the
town. But it was a nice warm good-feel

a
ing quiet, ¥ bak



