Bluffton Boy Grows Up

For most people, growing up from boyhood into manhood is a
gradual process. Many are unaware of the change taking place in
their lives, and in future years are unable to remember when they
ceased to be boys and became men.

With me, the transition was so sudden and under such tragic
circumstances that I could not help realizing that one phase of my life
was ending and another was beginning. I remember the year, month
and days in which it happened.

I was fourteen years old, and it was in December, in that “joyous
season of the year when the spirit of man soars to the heights of love
and fellowship.” But to our family, it was also a season of deepest
sorrow, for it was then that the Grim Reaper chose to enter our home
for the first time.

Four of my brothers were home from college for the holidays. They
had been away only three months, but to them and to my parents and
the rest of us children it seemed like three years. Papa had made
ready the fatted calf which, in reality, was a couple of noisy gobblers,
comfortably quartered in the fowl house with a special invitation to
attend our Christmas dinner quietly and properly dressed. Mama and

- Lydia had the pantry shelves sagging with pies, cakes and cookies,
and the big wooden icebox at the foot of the kitchen steps was filled
with milk, cream, butter, clabber, cottage cheese, fresh seafoods,
and all kinds of meats. The hall, dining-room and parlor were gayly
decorated with green holly, bay, and red-berried cassena; and a
shapely little cedar tree trimmed with paper angels, silver bells and
candle-lighted stars, and sprinkled with wisps of snowy cotton, stood
in its usual corner near the fireplace.

Luke, Nathanael, Matthew and I were busy stockpiling firecrack-
ers for the jubilee explosion Christmas morning. Jennie and Estella
(Mildred was yet to come), were cutting out dresses for the dolls they
had written Santa Claus to bring. The only person in the house not
busy with preparations for the joyful Day was our baby brother John,
nicknamed Jack and not quite three years old.

Jack was in bed with a temperature a little above normal, but he
was not too sick to share in the merry excitement pervading the
house. Santa Claus was going to bring him a tricycle; a little red
wagon filled with fruits, nuts, candy and popcorn; a horn with handle
and tassel; and a little white sailboat which Nathanael and Matthew
were going to show him how to sail down in the cove. He was too
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