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Five Rules

I. Left to right, larger numeral goes before smaller: 
MCXI = 1000+100+10+1 = 1111

II. Only I, X, C, and M can be repeated: MMCCXXII 
= 2000+200+20+2 = 2222
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For books that take hold of our affections slowly
have a way of becoming lifelong friends.
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A Letter from Marica to You

DEAR READER, 

I hope you make some new friends here at Miss 
Missy’s School! Before you begin reading the story, 
though, I must tell you something. Some of your new 
friends have foibles— minor shortcomings. For example, 
although Missy is a smart dog with a large vocabulary, 
she doesn’t always say the word she thinks she means. 
When it’s bedtime at the end of the first chapter, she 
wishes me a good ‘repast.’ A repast is a feast! She meant 
to say, ‘repose’ which means a peaceful sleep.

At Farther Along Farm, we call these mix-ups “Missy-
isms.” I don’t want you to make the same silly mistakes 
Missy makes, so throughout Miss Missy’s School there 
are sidebars with Missy-ism words. In them, you’ll find 
out what the words mean— if they mean anything at 
all! You’ll also learn what the words she meant to say 
mean.

Gilbert likes to say, “As someone once said…” but 
he never tells us who said what! I looked up Gilbert’s 
quotes, found out a bit about the person who said 
what, and included that at the end of the chapters in 
which the quotes appear. Gil’s other minor flaw is that 
he sometimes talks as he did in his hippy days. Can 
you dig it?
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One last thing I should mention before you meet 
your new friends. The people and animals who live on 
Farther Along Farm really appreciate old things and 
ways. Some of these you, and maybe even your parents 
and teachers, have probably never heard of! 

“Marica! Sorry to interrupt but seriously?” 
“Hey, Missy! What’s up?”
“Marica, you know perfectly well one does not end a 

sentence with a preposition. Especially one which will 
be read by impressionable young people.”

“Missy don’t be such a scold. ‘You have probably 
never heard of some of these old things and ways’ is 
much too cumbersome.”

“Well, that’s just fine. But don’t forget, I know who 
your editor is and she’s not going to let you get away 
with that. Now— do you know where the shorthand 
dictionary is? It’s not on my desk.” 

“Sitting beside the typewriter, I think.”
“Oh, right! Thanks.”
Sorry about that. Missy is such a stickler for 

good grammar. Where were we? Old things and ways 
you’ve probably never heard of— like shorthand and 
typewriters! Those things are explained in the “Epilogue: 
Old Things & Ways,” after the story. 

To older kids and adults. My grownup children think 
that I say too much when I am explaining something 
interesting. “There’s no need to spend 700 words talking 
about Parliamentary Procedure, Mom,” they say. Well, 
maybe not. But John will tell Missy that the best teachers 
love their subjects and are passionate about sharing 
their love. I feel the same, don’t you? When you come to 
something— like Parliamentary Procedure— that is too 
much for the younger ones, maybe you could tell them 
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even more simply than I have. They may want to learn 
more about the subject as they get older.

Okay, then! Let’s go meet your new friends— foibles 
and all.

Happy reading!
Love, Marica

P.S. If you are wondering, my name is pronounced 
like the name ‘Marie’ with a soft ‘sha’ sound at the end: 
ma-RE-sha.

P.S. #2 I nearly forgot to mention this. Like 
Missy, Rocky has an extensive mental vocabulary. 
Unfortunately, his spoken vocabulary is literally one 
word. Here is a list of Rocky’s “Ruffs,” in case you can’t 
figure out what they mean in context.

Ruff Yes. Okay. Whatever. Oh.
Ruff! Enthusiastic okay! Yes!
RUFF!! Basic bark. NO!
Ruff? Asking or repeating a simple question. Really? 
Huh?
Ruff?? Are you kidding me?
Ruff?!? Seriously?!?
RUFF!?! Enthusiastic really? Seriously?
RRRRRRRRRuff! Serious low growl
RRRUUUUUUFFF!! Serious warning bark
Ruffruffruff! Laugh or chuckle
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I: Rescue

THE STORM HAD PASSED but the wind was still 
howling ferociously when Marica opened the door to 

let Rocky and Missy out for their evening patrol around 
Farther Along Farm.

“RUFF!! RUFF!! RUFF!! RRRUUUUUUFFF!!” Rocky 
had found something amiss in the front yard.

“What is it? What is it, Dear Friend? Ruff!” Missy 
barked her best and deepest dog bark.

“RRRRRRRRRuff!” growled Rocky.
“Who goes there? Show your face! Name yourself,” 

ordered Missy.
“It’s j-j-jest me and m-m-my little one. P-p-please 

don’t hurt us.”
“RUFF!” shouted Rocky
“Show your face,” commanded Missy.
At that, out from the shadows and into the light 

from high atop the pole stepped a poor scrawny little 
fox hound, shaking and crouching over her pup. She 
begged, “Please, please. C-c-can me and my son crawl 
under your porch? Little Tommy is so wet and I’m 
afraid he’ll c-c-catch his death if I cain’t get him outta 
the wind,” she shivered and chattered. “J-j-jest for the 
night. Won’t ask for nothin’ more. B-b-be on our way 
first thing. Please, please?”

“Oh my! Good Lord! Rocky! Go get Marica. Quick!”
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“Ruff!”
“Heavens! My poor dear!” Missy moved closer to the 

stranger and began to gently lick her face.
“Ruff!” Rocky returned in short order.
“What in the world is going on out here? What’s all 

the... Oh my!” gasped Marica.
“Oh Marica! We must do something,” Missy implored, 

and turning to the stranger said, “Oh no, poor dear. 
Don’t run away. Marica won’t hurt you.”

“Okay, Missy. No time to waste,” Marica took control 
of the situation. “Missy, you take the poor thing into 
the shed. Rocky, please carry that little fellow, he’s too 
weak to make it another step. I’ll get things for a pallet 
and some food and water and meet you back there.”

When Marica had turned and hurried away, Missy 
said, “Now don’t you worry, dear. Everything will be all 
right... err.... What did you say your name was?”  

“Ruff?”
“Don’t have no p-p-proper name, Miss,” the little 

dog shivered. “Some nice folk called me ‘Girl’. Some not 
so nice called me names I wish my poor Little Tommy 
hadn’t a heard.”

“Well, we will get to that in good time. Come now. 
Let’s get you and your son settled.”

So off they went, Missy slowly leading the way, as 
she feared Little Tommy’s Mother didn’t have too many 
steps left in her, either. Rocky followed the nameless 
young mother, gently carrying Little Tommy between 
his powerful jaws as only a vicious pit bull can. 

Just as the little pack approached the shed, a screech, 
or rather a terrible “MErrOW” scared them all to pieces. 

“RUFFFF!” Missy shouted out in her best canine voice.
“RRRUUUUUUFFF!!” warned Rocky, dropping poor 

Little Tommy onto the wet grass.



7

i: rescue

Even Little Tommy’s nameless mother mustered the 
energy to growl.

“Tiger! What in blue blazes are you doing?” Missy 
asked.

“Ruff,” Rocky said in relief at seeing Tiger the Cat.
“Good grief, Tiger, you scared us half to death!” 

Missy scolded.
“Parrrdon me, Missy. I had no idea it was you. 

Rrrocky usually signals your arrival around this side of 
the house. I am sorrry,” purred Tiger.

“Well, as you can see,” Missy said pointing at Rocky 
who was once again gently picking up Little Tommy, 
“Rocky’s mouth was full. But come along! There’s no 
time to spare. We must get our guests into the warmth 
of the shed.”

And so they trundled into the shed where Marica 
had already tucked a soft pallet of old blankets between 
bags of potting soil, filled a bowl with fresh water, and 
placed a handful of kibble on the floor.

Mother and son lapped up the clean fresh water 
and gobbled up the food (Little Tommy’s Mother let her 
son have most) while Marica dried them with an old 
towel, and then they both collapsed in a heap on the 
soft pallet. 

“Marica?” Missy asked softly as they were standing 
at the back porch door a bit later.

“Yes, Missy?”
“Did you give them enough food? It’s all gone! They 

ate every last bite. They are starving, Marica! Shouldn’t 
they have more food?” Missy asked with concern.

“They are starving, Missy. Good Lord only knows 
when their last decent meal was— if ever they’ve had 
one. But I’m afraid if I give them more than a little at a 
time it will make them sick and wouldn’t do them any 
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good at all. Better to ease them into it— like we did with 
Tiger when he found us.”

“Oh yes. Good thinking! Now. What’s to be done? 
Do you think they’re all right? That Little Tommy is 
so weak. Oh my,” Missy fretted. “They will be all right, 
won’t they?”

“Well, Missy. I’m not going to promise anything. We’ll 
know more tomorrow when we can take a closer look. 
Do you remember where I put that box labeled ‘Baby 
Animals’? There may be some useful items in it but I 
cannot for the life of me remem...”

“I believe you put it in the storeroom on the top 
shelf.”

“Oh! That’s right. Thanks,” Marica said. “Hey? Where 
are Rocky and Tiger?”

“Rocky determined that in our guests’ fragile 
conditions they were destined to be coyote food and 
so he is standing guard at the entrance to the shed to 
ward off coyotes and evil spirits and demons. That’s 
what he said, and I quote, ‘Ruff.’”

Marica smiled proudly, “Well, that certainly does 
sound like our big-hearted vicious pit bull, doesn’t it? 
That’s our Rock.”

Missy let out a sigh as she slid to the floor. “Tiger,” 
she said, “is laying with Little Tommy keeping him 
warm. Tiger said he thought his purring would be a 
comfort to them both.”

“Ahh. What a sweety.”
“Well, aggravating feline that he often is to my Dear 

Friend Rocky and I, I do have to give him credit. He is 
a persistent little cuss. He must have approached them 
a dozen times before Little Tommy’s Mother would let 
him snuggle up with him. I think finally she was just 
too exhausted to resist. They are all three fast asleep.”
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“That sounds like a fine idea,” Marica yawned. “I’m 
off to fetch John— he’s dozing in his chair— and then 
off to bed. Will you join us?”

“No,” Missy said. “No thank you. I believe I shall stay 
here on the back porch in the event I am needed.”

“You’re a good girl, Missy,” Marica said as she bent 
down and hugged her big galoot of a black-lab-German-
shepherd-dog friend. “See you in the morning.”

“Good evening, Marica. Have a good repast.”
“Wait. What?” Marica turned around. “Oh, never 

mind. G’night.”

Missy-ism

Missy said repast meaning a meal or feast.

She meant to say repose which is a peaceful rest or 
sleep.



11

II: What’s Happening?

“GOOD MORNING, MISSY!”
“Good morning, John!” Missy said as she walked 

into the kitchen.
“We missed you and Rocky Boy last night, but Marica 

told me all about what’s going on. How are things this 
morning?”

“I tippy-pawed out about fifteen minutes ago and 
Rocky reported that all was well, though it is quite chilly,” 
Missy yawned loudly and slid against the refrigerator 
door all the way down to the floor. 

“I’ll go out there after work and see if there isn’t 
something I can do to better block the shed from the 
wind. That may help. Coffee’s ready, Missy. Can I pour 
you a bowl?”

“Thank you, John. As you well know, unlike my 
Dear Friend, I am not a teatotaler. I would love a bowl. 
I hardly slept a wink all night for worrying about that 
poor starving dear and her little son.”

“Cream?”
“Oh yes, and plenty of it, please.”
“And, Missy, I don’t think that word means what you 

think it means.”
“What word?” Missy asked.
“‘Teetotaler’,” he replied.
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“Well, of course I know what that means! A 
‘teatotaler’ is someone who totally prefers tea to coffee. 
No disrespect, John, but duh.”

“Whatever you say, Missy. But maybe you should 
look it up in that big dictionary of yours.”

“All right, I shall when I have the opportunity,” she 
said as she lapped up her bowl of coffee flavored cream. 
“Thank you for the coffee, John. It was delightful.”

“Why don’t you go lie down in my chair and take a 
nap until Marica gets up?”

“Thank you, John, I think I will.” And with that Missy 
trotted off to John’s chair, curled up in a big ball, and 
fell fast asleep— though it was a worried sleep. Silly 
Rocky for putting all those demons in her head.

Soon enough the sun came up over the little shed 
and Missy, Rocky, and Tiger gathered around Marica 
as she examined Little Tommy and his mother. When 
Marica was done and had fed them a bit more kibble, 
they all lingered and watched mother and son fall fast 
asleep for a morning nap. Marica and the others walked 
back across the patio.

“How are they, Marica?” Missy whispered. 
“Ruff?” Rocky asked quietly.

Missy-ism

Missy said, teatotaler which she thinks is someone 
who only drinks tea, but it isn’t really a word.

She didn’t mean teetotaler, a person who doesn’t 
drink alcohol.
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“Well, I don’t see anything too awfully bad— though 
I wouldn’t be surprised if they had worms. I think we 
can nurse them back to good health.”

“I’m prrretty sure you are corrrect,” purred Tiger 
softly. “You saved me from my prrrevious prrrecarious 
prrredicament.” And each in his or her own way quietly 
recalled Tiger’s previous precarious predicament.

Their reflections were cut short by Bebe’s arrival on 
the scene.

“What’s happening? I know something’s happening! 
I know it. I know it. We heard a commotion last night. 
What’s going on? What? What? What? Tell! Tell! Tell!” 

To say that Beatrix is an excitable little dog is 
something of an understatement. Bebe— as she prefers 
to be called— is a very excitable little heeler collie dog, 
sharp as a tack, quick as a lark, with a penchant for 
repeating herself unnecessarily.

“What’s happening? What, what, what?” Bebe asked 
again while simultaneously throwing a stick in the 
air and running circles around the potted tulips and 
chasing Tiger’s tail.

“Good morning, Gilbert!” Marica said to yet another 
dog who was slowly sauntering along the path that led 
from a cottage in the distance to the patio.

“As someone once said, ‘I bid you top o’ the mornin’,” 
Gilbert greeted each in turn. “Missy. Tiger. What’s up 
my man?” he asked, jutting his long chin in Rocky’s 
direction.

“What’s happening? What, what, what? I wanna 
know! I wanna know!”

“Beatrix! Chill out, sister,” Gilbert said sternly to 
Bebe.

“Rrruuuuffff,” warned Rocky. 
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ii: what’s happening?

“But I want to know what’s happening! Nobody ever 
tells me anything! What is happening? What? What? 
What?”

“Perrrhaps if you would perrrambulate to my mat 
and calmly…,” Tiger tried to suggest.

“I don’t wanna per-am-bu-whatever, I want to know 
what’s happening!”

“Bebe. If you don’t settle down I am going to go into 
the shed and get that old muzzle and shut your yappy 
little mouth,” Missy threatened. “Mind your manners, 
quiet down, and we’ll tell you what’s happening.”

“Okay, okay, okay. You don’t have to get be so 
mean, Missy. I just want to know what’s happening. 
You know, nobody ever tells me anything. I just want 
to know what’s hap….”

“Or I could put you inside,” Marica offered.
“Aww. That’s not fair! I just wanna know wha…”
“Bebe!”
“Bebe!”
“Beatrrrix!”
“Be-a-trix.”
“RRRRRRRRRuff!”
They all spoke at once and Bebe did indeed 

perambulate to the cat’s mat and started chewing on 
her stick and throwing it the air, and Missy and Rocky 
and Tiger commenced to telling Bebe and Gilbert what 
was happening.
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As Someone Once Said

“I bid you top o’ the mornin’,” John Locke (1847-
1889), Irish writer, active in the Irish independence 
movement. Because of his activism he was jailed, and 
later exiled to the United States. His most famous 
poem, from which this quote is taken, is “Dawn on 
the Irish Coast.” It is about an old Irishman who was 
also exiled, but after 30 years was able to return to 
the country he so dearly loved. The poem ends, “O, 
Ireland, up from my heart of hearts I bid you the top o’ 
the mornin’!” (Don’t confuse the poet with John Locke 
(1632-1704), the English philosopher who Thomas 
Jefferson considered to be one of the three greatest 
men who ever lived.)
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III: Farther Along Farm

FARTHER ALONG FARM is acres and acres of rolling 
pastures, woods, and pine forest tucked away in 

a quiet little corner of Mississippi. It’s not a working 
farm. Marica and John don’t grow cotton like their 
neighbors do. But it is a pretty farm. There’s a nice big 
lake with largemouth bass and other fishes for John 
and the heron to catch. In the middle of the lake there’s 
an island to camp on. And there’s a hidden pasture 
that’s covered under a blanket of blue in the springtime 
when the spiderworts bloom.

Over the years the gardens, orchards, and vineyards 
have gotten larger and larger. Tending them is a lot of 
work, but no one minds it too much. It’s awfully nice to 
have fresh asparagus in season, and everyone knows 
there are only two things money can’t buy— true love 
and homegrown tomatoes!

At the highest point on the farm— they call it the 
Summit— you can see all the way to the water tower in 
the village. There’s a road that leads from the farmhouse 
to the Summit, and if you drive up there after dark on 
a clear summer’s night you can see every star in the 
Milky Way. 

In the fall, after the leaves have dropped, you can 
see the cotton field from the hidden pasture. A field of 
pure white cotton bolls looks like a field of snow. Even 
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though it’s not real, it’s a welcomed sight. Mississippi 
summers are hot, and pretend snow is refreshing that 
time of year.

The best thing to do on a frosty winter morning is 
to go for a walk in the pine forest. All the scrub on the 
forest floor is gone and walking on the pine straw— 
the deep layer of needles the pines have shed— is like 
walking on a fluffy down comforter, only better. (Of 
course, you have to be careful because you might trip 
over a covered branch and fall, but if you follow the deer 
trails you should be okay.) It’s so quiet in there that if 
you snap a twig you’ll wake the owl who will cry out, 
“Whoo whoo!” and then swoop to another tree. You’ll 
look up, of course, to discover where he is. That’s when 
you’ll see the winter sunshine sparkling in the treetops.

Marica and John, and Missy and Rocky live in the 
farmhouse. Marica collects old dishes and other things 
no one wants any more. And books. Marica collects old 
books. There are books everywhere! John loves to cook 
and he does all the menu planning and cooking (though 
Marica bakes the bread). Most of his recipes come from 
old spiral-bound cookbooks like your grandmother may 
have. 

Even though the farmhouse is big, Marica and John, 
and Missy and Rocky spend a lot of their time back in 
the den. The den is where they sleep, but it’s big enough 
for both Marica’s and Missy’s desks, a television for 
watching old movies, and an old-fashioned record player 
and lots of records John bought when he was in school 
learning how to be a professor. And more books. But 
when they’re inside, they are more often than not in the 
kitchen. That’s where John’s desk is. Rocky does not 
have a proper desk, but he does enjoy reading British 
detective stories in his box in the den.
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Epilogue: 
Old Things & Ways Explained

Some Old Things & Ways are curious. Others are 
much more serious. One involves an ancient myth, 

another, a more recent hypothesis. Whether curious 
or serious, ancient or recent, Marica explains the Old 
Things & Ways in Miss Missy’s School in a way you will 
understand. If you want to learn even more about a 
topic, you can look it up in an encyclopedia, go to your 
library, or search online. If you still can’t find what you’re 
looking for, email Marica at Marica@missmissyschool.
com. She’d be happy to help you learn more!

“I could have danced all night….” 
(Chapter IV: The Nominal Problem, pg. 27)

The song Marica is singing, and trying to get Missy 
to dance to, was sung by the character, Eliza Doolittle, 
in the classic 1964 movie, My Fair Lady. The actress 
who played Eliza was Audrey Hepburn. She was, as 
Missy would now say, sublime. The movie was adapted 
from a play by famous Irish playwright, George Bernard 
Shaw. The title of the play was Pygmalion.

In ancient Greek mythology, Pygmalion was a king 
and a sculptor who lived on the island of Cyprus, at the 
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eastern edge of the Mediterranean Sea. He so strongly 
disapproved of the immodest behavior of the women 
on the island that he avoided them completely and 
lived alone among his statues. Pygmalion was lonely 
though, so he carved an ivory statue of the most 
beautiful and perfect woman. It was so perfect that he 
fell in love with his own work. He clothed the statue in 
lavish garments and gave it precious jewels, bouquets 
of flowers, and brightly colored shells. He called the 
ivory statue his wife.

Aphrodite was the Greek goddess of love and beauty. 
At a festival in her honor, Pygmalion asked Aphrodite to 
help him find a real woman who was as perfect as his 
ivory statue. Aphrodite took pity on Pygmalion. When 
he returned home from the festival and embraced his 
statue, he discovered, with much joy, that Aphrodite 
had brought it to life! He and the modest, and very real, 
maiden were married and lived happily ever after.

An earthquake in Memphis?
(Chapter V: Aubrey’s Story, pg. 31)

If this seems far-fetched, it isn’t! Although most 
people associate earthquakes with the west coast of 
the United States, the area with the most earthquake 
activity east of the Rocky Mountains is the region 
comprising portions of Arkansas, Missouri, Kentucky, 
and Tennessee. This region, which lays along or near 
the Mississippi River, is called the New Madrid seismic 
zone. 

In the winter of 1811-1812, a sequence of very 
severe earthquakes (magnitude 7.0-8.0) occurred in 
the New Madrid zone, some of which were so strong 
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“At Christmas play…” 116
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Flat Tail 144
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  16, 28, 68, 130
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Jungle Book, The 144-145
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“Learning is not attained…” 61
Les Misérables 52
Letter to Sarah Bache 133-134
Locke, John 
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M
malapropism 63
Memphis, Tennessee 126-127
Milne, A. A. 142
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N
New Madrid seismic zone 126
Newton, Isaac 68
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