The End of Winter 1848 Gp(1)

Laura and her family live in a very remote part of America.
Her father is a farmer. They had to cut down trees to build their own home, make almost everything they needed and grow their own food.
When the snow came, life was extremely hard. But, a special wind, called the Chinook, brought warmer weather.

 Laura lay in bed, listening as hard as she could. She uncovered her ear to listen further and the cold did not bite her cheek. The dark was warmer. She put out her hand and felt only a coolness. The little sound that she heard was  a trickling of waterdrops. The eaves were dripping. Then she knew.

She sprang up in bed and called aloud, “Pa! Pa! The Chinook is blowing!”
[bookmark: _GoBack]“I hear it, Laura,” Pa answered from the other room. “Spring has come. Go back to sleep!”

The Chinook was blowing. Spring had come. The blizzard had given up; it was driven back to the north. Blissfully, Laura stretched out in bed; she put both arms on top of the quilts and they were not cold. She listened to the blowing wind and  dripping eaves, and she knew that in the other room Pa was lying awake too, listening and glad. The Chinook, the wind of spring, was blowing. Winter had ended.

In the morning the snow was nearly gone. The frost had melted from the windows, and outdoors the air was soft and  warm.

Pa was whistling as he came from doing the chores. 
“Well, girls,” he said cheerfully, “we beat old Winter at last! Here is spring, and none of us lost or starved or frozen! Anyway, not much frozen!”

 Mary pushed her chair back from the stove. “It really is too warm, so close to the fire,” she said.
Little Carrie would hardly leave the window. “I like to see the water run,” she laughed. 
Laura said nothing; she was too happy.
 “What’s the matter, Laura? It’s not like you to be so quiet!” asked Pa.
Laura answered soberly, ”I said it all in the night.”


