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There was a time when terrible fires swept for
miles across the prairie. The fires started in spring
and fall, when the land was dry, and they burned the
grasses, the trees, the sod houses and everything in
their path.

“Watch for a cloud of smoke in the sky,” Father
told Percy one fall afternoon. “If a prairie fire’s
coming, that’s the first thing you'll see. And if a high
wind’s blowing, that fire will race across the prairie
faster than wild horses.”
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Mother reached over and took Percy’s hand.
“Maybe there won't be any fires this year,” she said.
But her eyes looked worried. It was already the
beginning of October, and the grass around the
homestead was as parched as straw.

“Tomorrow I'll start to plow a fireguard around
the house and barn,” Father said wearily. “If a prairie
fire comes this way, there’ll be no grass for it to burn
and it'll pass us by.”

Percy looked at Father’s heavy shoulders, his
sunburned neck, and his big scarred fingers. “I can
plow too,” he said.

But Father shook his head. “You can help me
when you're bigger.” '

That night Percy dreamed about the fire running
with the wind. Running as fast as a galloping horse.
Racing straight toward their house with nothing to
stop it.


















































































