7 Unto The Hills,

The soft, clear notes of the wedding march permeated
the church. The hushed expectancy of the guests was evi-
denced in the turning of heads as the wedding party czame
up the aisle.

"My wedding."

ngs I passed proudly up the aisle on my step-father's
arm, I‘éaught a glimpse of my mothér's face as she turned
to watch mein\ng eyes shone with love and tenderness, not
tears. Her streﬁgth seemed to enfold me and I could almost
hear her voice, sayiﬁguasushe did when I was a child,
"There's no time for tears now, if the need be, I'll cry
later." If that need ever came I never knew it. Ap-
parently her way of ansvering that need was more construc-
tive than tears. The sun's bright rays were diffused and
scattered through-out the church, intermingling with the
flickering candle glow to cast a holy benediction upon us
a3 we stood on tae alter.

4 few hours later, anidst t.ue reception festivities,
ny husband and I made our unobt rusive departure. I had
chosen a small moﬁntain hamlet as our honey-moon destina-

tion. It was but a few hours drive from our city. My hus-

band speculated aloud as to why I had chosen this particulsar

place, but my swift smile and obvious hapoiness seemed
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answer enougn as he drove Smoothly along the paved hizh-
way.

As the night dcepened and =a companionable silence fell
between us, a panorama of my life flashed before me. With
out conscious thought or-effort, I was as a 1ittle giRy
again. I was walxing up the church zisle with my parents
and sisters, attending sunday services. Though I vas too

Joung to understand tae sermon, the reverance of the con-

gregation, the tranquility of +he caurch, mads Zod s very

J

real person to me. T felt safe angd secure, wita-out =z
shadow of unhappiness penetrating my small world.

Then suddenly one aight, denuded of warning, terror
entered our hone, walking hand in hand with Death, clzim-
ing our father. we children were confronted wiﬁh fear and
confusion for the first time in our nemnory. Béing told that
God had taken father with Him only added to our bewilder-
ment. My oldest sister, only thirteen years of age, Qﬂd
I five years Jyounzer, had little comprenension of 3piri-
tuszl comfort, My two younser sisters hegd not felt the full
impact of what hag happened, and were Just irritable and un-
happy with the sudden fracture of their routine.

After the Sharp edge of grief hagd dulled, our home
began to take on some semblance_of normaley, but bencath
the surface was some indefinsnle force, groeuplng us to=
getaer as a family, yet tearing us apart at tuae saﬁe time,
creating complex individuals, with 1little understaanding of
eacn otaer. In the ensulng weeks my sister and I were given

more and more responsibility in the hone. Our duties were




manifold. Mother told us it was important to take our re-

sponsibilities seriously =nd do our tasks well, that even-

tually she would have to zet a Job. At this time we lezarned

that father had left us inzdequately provided for, and
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mother nad to supplement our income. Thi
mediate necessity, but loomed starkly in the near future.
I couldn't seem to adjust to the ides of mother not being
at home all of the time, becoulng more unhep:y as the time
passed. I went to church as usual, but I no longer loved
8 God who had left us bereft and insecure. I rebelled at
going to church and finally dida't believe in God at =11.
Our home-1ife became tense =nd unpleasant. Tasks
that here-to-fore had b.en performed willingly, were now
accomplished only on the threat of being severely disci-
plined. It seemed =y sisters and I were always bickering,
witn mother bécoming more quiet each passing day. I thought
she was worried about finding a job to support us but I
realize now her worry stemmed from more than this.
One evening as we finished dinner mother =znuounced
quietly but firmly that we were noving. Anidst our ques-
tions of how, when and where she managed to get it seross
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to us. We were going to muove upstate to a smnall wis
or to be more exact on the outskirts of it. Mother ex-
tolled all of the advantages of living in a small town
and said she felt we would be much happler there., . I asked
1f she were going to work there and she replied negeative-
ly, but refused to enlighten me further.

In less than a month we were on our Way to our new

home. There were no tezars in my mother's eyes when we left
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ithe'éity where she had spent most of her life, just z slight
pallor and = new determined lookx on her face. Momentarily,
I experienced a strange detachment from my mother. I saw
her as almost a stranger, controlling her emotions with a
strength I sensed, rather than knew, came from some intangi-
ble source,completely unfamilizr to me. The feeling p:ssed
S0 quickly that only in deep retrospect, do I recall it at
all. After hours of riding we turned off the siwootin high-
way onto & dirt rozd. Cut from the loamy hillside, full of
bumps #nd ruts, 1t none-the-less answered the need of access
to the few habitations in thet viecinity. It tersin ted
abruptly, perhaps a mile from the other d-ellingzgs, in the
back of a frame house. Our journey ended here =lso, for

we were informed that this was our new home.

A small half cleared area around the house was c:lled
the yard. PFringing this was a rocky field and small stands
of trees, runaways from the thick forest behind it. In
the profound silence one seemed to hear nature's clarion
call of challenge =nd defiance to civilization. Though
we were isolated to some extent, we were aot lomely in our
primitive surroundings. Helping each other to set our house
in order was no trivial task but it was a rewerding one.
Bickering and scolding were part of a past that e were
at last learning to cope with.

Just beyond our front yard was an old stone quarry
road full of stones =nd holes that had long =go been zban-
doned for its original purpose. We often walked dovn this
road using it as a short cut.to the main road. It was an

invitation to our nimble feet and curious ninds. e threw




1_'pebbies at the tiny cha tering chipmunks and junped in

f; horror when we startled a little wood snake out of his nap.
We heard the notes of +the thrush's song as he serenzded
us in complete abandonment of csution. Our small fears
were dissippated in the enchenting interludes.

While we children began to enjoy nature and our new
freedom from hot city streets, we remembered less and less
the terror we felt when our father died. Oft of 2 morning
we were awakened by the sharp ring of an axe and ran to
the window to see mother strugzling with her morning chore
of cutting wood. Réising the axe with %oth hands she brought
it down on = slab, dodging ‘the sticks = they flew in all
directions. What she lacked in skill and dexterity, she
made up for in deterwinstion. Wood was our only fuel for

- hezt and cooking :nd she made sure we had enough for bvoth.

Mother must have been lonely and often afraid in this
new environment, with each day bringing fortn new =nd un-
accustomed t:ssks, but if she were, she skillfully kept it
hidden.

Roaming the fields and woods, we socon learned which
berries and greens were edible. Gathering them was fun
and the concoctions made from them vere delicious. Ve
relished them more because e knew we earned the praise
that mother gave.us for guthering them. 7e didn't know
how perilously close she came to balancing the budget each
month and that the extra food was an enormous help.

‘We became browned and healthier than ve héd ever been
in our life. Living close to the earth.sharpened our

senses. I began to realize that only a Divine Being could

create the miracle of nature. I vatched as the trees dropped




:iithei"leaves on the forest floor. I saw the birds leave

fin the fall, the flowers droop ¢nd die. I saw these things
come to life agaiﬁ in the spring. I was witnessing the
miracle of life and death, My faith in God was restored!

I had seen for myself,

Then one day riother gathered us around her and with a
happy smile sald we were moving back to the clty. She had
obtained a position in one of the hospitals. She told us
she now had faith in us and herself to build our 1ife into
something good. | |

We did move back and it was as Mother said. Ye were
materially poor but fabulously rich in love and understand-
ing. I shall never forget the ﬁight before we .oved. T
tip-toed into Mother's room for = good-night kiss. She
a8 kneeling by the window as I heard the soft cadence of
her voice as she prayed in gratitude. ﬁ”ﬂnd Dear God, I
too, turn my,eyes unto the hills from whence cometh
oy strength,"

7 My husbsnd nudged me gently, thinking I had been
asleep. Perhaps I had dozed, but as we turned into an
0ld familiar dirt road, bumpy and rutty; I was awake and
at peace. Though I might never literally go this way agaln,
I knew there would be many times to come, that, I too,

would turn my eyes unto the hills.
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