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Chapter One

The Carr Family

Katy’s name was Katy Carr. She lived in the town of
Burnet, which is a small place in America. The house
she lived in stood on the edge of the town. It was a
large, square, white house, with green blinds, and a
porch in front with roses growing over it. On one side
of the house was an orchard; on the other side were
wood-piles and barns, and an ice-house for keeping ice
frozen during the summer.

There were six of the Carr children—four girls and
two boys. Katy, the oldest, was just twelve; little Phil,
the youngest, was four; and the rest fitted in between.

Their father was a doctor, and they hadn’t any mother.
She had died when Phil was a baby, four years before.
Only Katy could remember anything about her at all.

In place of a mother, there was Aunt Izzie, the doc-
tor’s sister, who had come to take care of them all after
mother went away on that long journey. She was a small,
thin woman, sharp-faced and rather fussy about every-
thing, and not very good at understanding children or
the things they like to do.

The doctor wasn’t like that. He wanted the children
to be bold and hardy, and liked to see them climbing
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and playing rough games, in spite of the bumps and
torn clothes which came from it.

Now, I want to show you the little Carrs and I don’t
think I could pick a better time than one Saturday
morning when five out of the six were perched on top
of the ice-house, like chickens on a coop.

Clover, next in age to Katy, sat in the middle. She was
a sweet dumpling of a girl with thick pig-tails of light
brown hair and short-sighted blue eyes which seemed
to hold tears just ready to fall from under the blue. Lit-
tle Phil sat next to Clover, and she held him tight with
her arms. Then came Elsie, a thin child of eight, with
eyes that were as bright and quick as a bird’s.

Dorry and Joanna sat on the two ends of the roof’s
ridge-pole. Dorry was six years old; a pale, pudgy boy
with rather a solemn face and smears of jam on the
sleeve of his jacket. Joanna, whom the children called
“Johnnie”, was a square, splendid child, a year younger
than Dorry; she had big eyes and a wide rosy mouth
which always looked ready to laugh. These two were
great friends, though Dorry seemed like a girl who had
got into boy’s clothes by mistake, and Johnnie like a
boy who, in a fit of fun, had borrowed his sister’s frock.

Now, as they all sat there chattering, the window above
opened, a glad shrick was heard, and Katy’s head
popped out. In her hand she held a bundle of stock-
ings, which she waved in the air.

“I've finished the darning,” she cried. “Aunt Izzie says

4
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The Carr Family
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we may go now. Are you tired out waiting? I couldn’t
help it, the holes were so big, and took so long. Hurry
" up, Clover, and get the things! Cecy and I will be down
in a minute.”

The children jumped up gladly, and slid down the roof.
Clover fetched a couple of baskets from the wood-shed.
Elsie ran for her kitten. Dorry and Johnnie armed them-
selves with two big sticks. Just as they were ready, the
side-door banged, and Katy and Cecy Hall came into
the yard.

I must tell you about Cecy. She lived in the house next
door. Between the houses there was only a green hedge,
with no gate, so that Cecy spent two thirds of her time
at Dr Carr’s, and was just like one of the family. She
was a neat, pink-and-white girl, with light shiny hair
which always kept smooth, and slim hands which never
looked dirty.

How different from poor Katy!

Katy’s hair was always untidy; her dresses were al-
ways catching on nails and “tearing themselves”; and,
in spite of her age and size, she was always in and out of
mischief. She was also the longest girl that was ever seen.
What she did to make herself grow so, nobody could
tell; but there she was, already up above father’s car,
and half a head taller than poor Aunt Izzie.

Katy’s days flew like the wind. When she wasn't study-
ing lessons, or sewing and darning with Aunt [zzie—
which she hated very much— there were so many de-
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