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Kay Baptista 700352:Inspired by true events.Two young girls alone at home on the South Dakota
prairie hear a baby crying outside in a blizzard. Miles from any neighbors, with no way to call for
help, they must decide if they should open their door to strangers and dangers. Mustering
courage, they find an Indian family outside badly in need of shelter. The girls immediately take
action to rescue them. But later, with the blizzard still in force, one sister battles with what she
learns, and what she has been told, about the Native people. Has she made a mistake bringing
them into her home?A pair of baby moccasins become a pivotal point for their relationship.
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DedicationMy Mom tells us to seek out the mysterious ways. Not via any specific religion, but by
seeing the wonder of everything created and accomplished. By teaching us to look for them.
Everywhere she takes us, she points out the beauty of what is in front of us. Mom never takes life
for granted and doesn’t let us.“Look at the stars!” she always says. And we do. We have seen,
because of her, the different colors in the layers of rocks as we traveled through canyons. We
see red tailed hawks sitting on fence posts because she points them out. From exhibits in
museums to watching the way water flows in a stream, she makes sure we notice what is around
us.She helped us see how the mysterious ways affected our daily lives. They are always around
us.Not all mothers, you know, take the time to teach these ways.I think of all I would have
missed, if not for her. I know I am lucky.For trickling down the gift of seeking mysterious ways,for
making sure I look for them and see them,Thank you, Mom

ForewordI was eight years old when I found the moccasins. They were made from soft leather
and decorated with colorful glass beads. They were small enough to fit a newborn baby. They
were old. I was astonished. And I fell in love.I had been snooping in my mom’s cedar chest,
totally taking advantage of the babysitter who was too busy with my two brothers and little sister
to keep track of me. I was supposed to be reading for a book report, but the book was boring. I
had always wanted to know what was in Mom’s cedar chest, placed at the foot of her bed. It was
forbidden territory when I was a kid, but Mom and Dad had gone out to dinner, leaving their
room unguarded, and opportunity was knocking.I snuck down the hall to my parent’s room and
shut the door behind me. The bathroom light was just enough for me to see inside the chest. I
raised the lid and was instantly disappointed. I found a red high school sweater of my mom’s,
some newspaper clippings of my dad’s football days, high school yearbooks, and old black and
white pictures of people that must have been family and friends, but none I recognized. There
was a clear plastic bag that held a shiny black blanket with red stitching, and a table cover
embroidered with flowers and leaves in a basket. Just old, boring stuff.Unhappy at not finding
jewelry, or anything meaningful to me, I started closing the chest. But then I saw a small wooden
box with a hinged lid. I took it out, set it on the bed, lifted the top and looked inside. I was



mystified.There they were, Baby’s moccasins. There was also a small leather purse that had
been pink when it was new, with the year 1911 delicately beaded across the front. An ear of corn
with blue and white beads was beaded on the back. It was too small to put anything but a few
coins in it. They were clearly a family treasure, carefully hidden away.It was too quiet in the living
room. Opportunity was closing her door. I had to get back to my room before I got caught. Off
went the bathroom light. Opening the door to the hallway, and seeing the coast was clear, and I
snuck down the hall to my room.Well, I was safe, but not “home free.” I now faced a huge
dilemma, which I discovered, later in life, was called a “Catch 22”. I wanted to know more about
the moccasins, but I could never ask my parents. They would know I had been snooping in their
room.I grew older, but I never forgot about the moccasins. Mom never mentioned them. Years
later, she finally downsized to a smaller home. I saw the little box in the hutch in her dining room,
hidden behind a platter. I was 42 years old.“Mom,” I said, “what’s in the box?” Trying to act like I
didn’t know. She took it out of the hutch, put it on the table, and opened it. And there they were,
after all those years. They were very fragile now. They didn’t look like leather, more like
paper.She said some Indians had given them to her family when she was a little girl. That was it.
I had waited thirty-four years for that very disappointing explanation.“Why did they give them to
you?” I asked. She sat down and looked into the box.“I haven’t thought about it for a long time, it
was so long ago. An Indian family was lost in a blizzard and we took them in for a few days. I was
just a girl.”Like reeling in a trout, I fished for the story of the moccasins. One sentence at a time,
the story finally emerged.“Your Aunt Sis heard a baby crying in the storm,” she began. The story
seemed to whoosh out of her, all of a sudden. She stopped many times during the telling. She
would stare out the window, seeing the past and bringing ghosts alive, before going on. At the
end, tears ran down her face. And mine.

Chapter 1“Is that a baby crying?” Sister asked.I listened, trying to hear that sound again. There
was a blizzard coming in from the north, and the wind was wailing. But I had heard something
else, too.“That! Did you hear that?” she said again. “Sounds like a baby!”Yep, I heard it. It did
sound like a baby. I went upstairs. I knew I would have to open the door, and I was terrified.It was
early for a blizzard on the prairie. It rolled overhead and caught us off guard. It wasn’t even
December yet, and the weather had been warm. It was pure luck Ben Foster had delivered a
load of coal for our stove just two days before. We were last on his list and would have had to
wait another week for his next delivery.Mama had ridden Boss, our moody, disagreeable mule,
to the Culver place earlier that morning. Three-year-old Tommy, Jr. had pulled a pot of boiling
beans off the stove and had scalded his arm. His father, Tom Culver, had ridden his horse to get
Mama to come and help. Mama was a volunteer nurse, the only medical help in thirty square
miles.The storm had just begun. The wind had picked up, whirling the trees until they looked like
dancers spinning on a stage. In the distance, we could see the black and blue clouds laying on
the hills. Mama packed up to go anyway. We knew she would. I never heard her say “no” to
anyone who needed her help. Sister and I were old enough to stay alone, in fact, we had done



so many times. But not during a blizzard.“You girls watch out for each other,” she said, stuffing
things she would need into her bag.“I don’t know when I’ll be back. Always use the rope to get to
the outhouse and the barn. If it gets too bad outside, don’t go out at all. Don’t take any
chances.”She gave us each a hug, and then off they went, Mama and Mr. Culver, into the
howling wind.

Chapter 2The wind overhead got worse. If I closed my eyes I could imagine a banshee wailing or
a woman screaming. After Sister and I finished eating lunch, we cleaned up, then sat down to
work on the table covers we were making Mama for Christmas. We had drawn a new pattern on
some old material; flowers and leaves in a basket. Mama had been teaching us embroidery. It
wasn’t often we could stitch without Mama knowing what we were up to, so we took advantage
while she was away.A few hours later, I heard hail above us, marble size ice balls pouring down
on the roof. Sister had fallen asleep while I read Little Women aloud, but the hail woke her up.
She was rattled by the noise, but I loved the sounds of the storm. We were snug and safe, and
the fire was crackling in the stove.Our home was a basement, so we were content as prairie
dogs in a den. Dad planned to build a house over the basement as soon as he saved up enough
money. Turned out, he never did.

Chapter 3Mama told me the story of how our basement came to be. It was the first time she told
me about the mysterious ways, and how something wonderful can come from something
bad.Mama was married before. She and her first husband had filed for their homestead in White
Owl, South Dakota. I had two brothers and a sister from that union. Mama had been a school
teacher, but finished nurse’s training before coming to the prairie.There was no doctor in the
area, so she volunteered her time as a nurse.Once settled on the homestead, she had a regular,
once-a-month route going from shack to shack on her cranky, uppity mule, checking on families
throughout the countryside.She spent many days and nights away from home because of an
accident, illness or the birth of a baby. People paid her if they could, but times were hard. If they
couldn’t pay her at the time, she took their “Thank you” home with her instead. Down the road,
something would turn up as payment. A couple of laying hens, a patchwork quilt, or maybe an
extra hand on laundry day. It was all needed and welcomed.I had asked Mama about her first
husband. She said he took sick one summer, and by the time she got him to the hospital in
Rapid City, the cancer was so bad it took him two days later.What she didn’t tell me was that her
own parents didn’t think she could manage on the homestead alone, and tried to get custody of
her children. Being a woman, I guess they thought she was too frail to hold her own. I knew this
because I was eavesdropping when Mama and her brother, Uncle Mike, reminisced after supper
one night.So, there Mama was, with three kids, miles from the nearest city, in a tiny homestead
shack, about to lose her children, robbed of the future she dreamed of.
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Catherine, “Baby Moccasins. This is a story that is part of a family's history. It is a delightful read
and one well worth exploring.”

Bookbandit86, “Wonderful story!. I absolutely love this story. I loved that I could share it with my
children as well. This book was beautifully written. I hope there will be a second book as I would
love to know what happens to the main characters of the story. I definitely recommend this
book.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Great Story - Beautiful Writing.. Loved reading this beautifully written book
with life lessons throughout. Well done!”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 5 people have provided feedback.
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