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Prologue 
 
 
 
 
The April sky was clear and sunny, but the mountain breeze 
still carried the slightest chill as Johnny Maghee stood in the 
cemetery high on a hill behind the remains of his ancestor’s 
house on Big Bear Mountain in the state of Tennessee. It was 
a small family cemetery surrounded by towering oak, maple 
and poplar trees. Many of the people buried in it had died in 
the 1800s. The names on the oldest stones had been weathered 
away, but some of the epigrams remained. Twelve-year-old 
Johnny found those epigrams fascinating. As he contemplated 
one of the epigrams, he heard someone approach from behind 
him. He knew without turning that it was his father. 

“It says, ‘CARRY MY TEARS.’ What do think it means?” 
“Well, Johnny, that’s Caleb Maghee’s grave. He was known 

for being the best preacher in this part of the country. They say 
literally thousands of people came to know the saving grace of 
Jesus because of this man’s preaching. The legend is that he 
would labor on day and night helping people out wherever he 
could, and when anyone asked him why he worked so hard, he 
would tell them that the heart of Jesus broke for all human 
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suffering and that Jesus Himself had instructed him to carry 
His tears to a lost and dying world.” 

“Dad, do you believe Jesus really talked to him, you know, 
like I’m talking to you?” 

“I don’t rightly know, but I do know that many a soul is in 
heaven now because Caleb believed He did.” 
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Brothers 
 
 
 
The summer of 1850 brought blistering hot days, even on Big 
Bear Mountain. The air did not move, and from the trees there 
was not even a whisper of leaves. Even the birds were quiet, as 
if they, too, thought that it was too hot to be out and about and 
so had taken to their nests under thick leaves. The brilliance of 
the afternoon sun washed out the color of the grass and leaves. 
For the most part, the world dozed while it waited for the 
brutal heat to pass; however, there rose one spark of activity 
from an ideally located lake below a log house where lived the 
family Maghee. 

What could be heard were voices. Two skinny, dark-haired, 
dark-eyed boys laughed and yelled to one another as they tried 
to catch fish by hand. The cool, blue mountain lake in which 
they swam hosted a great many fish, mostly small sunfish and 
crappie that huddled in the cattails and reeds growing along 
the water’s edge. There were also “cats” that fed along the 
bottom, some grown quite large. The boys, aged five and 
seven, were already expert swimmers and divers and could 
often come up with a slippery captive in hand, although 
holding on to it once it was caught was more difficult. The 
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challenge was the best part though, and a perfect way to spend 
a hot afternoon.  

Their grandfather fished further around the lake. Abel 
Maghee was after the more elusive bass which also lived in the 
lake. Every once in a while, a dragonfly would venture out over 
the open water, and in a great feat of propulsion, a huge bass 
would emerge and capture the unfortunate dragonfly in its 
large mouth, seem to hover in the air for a moment, and then 
reenter the lake with a splash. The grandfather would smile and 
tip his hat to the large fish and promise in his slow drawl, “One 
day, Mista Bass, one day . . .” 

Suddenly, that peaceful scene was interrupted by a literal 
howl from the older boy. He thrashed in the water, went under, 
which changed his howl to a frightening “blub, blub, blub, 
blub,” and came to the surface again resuming the howl.  

Abel dropped his pole and headed in the direction of the 
boys, the younger of whom began to scream out of sheer fright. 
“What in tar-nation . . . ?” he muttered as he rushed to the aid 
of his grandson fairly quickly for a man of his age. 

The boy had exited the lake by the time Abel got to him. 
He was still jumping and yelling and spinning in circles on one 
foot. “Caleb!” the old man shouted to get him to stop. “I cain’t 
hep ye if yur spinnin’ like a tornadie!” He took him by the arm 
and the boy stopped jumping, but bent double in pain. Then 
Abel could see the cause of the uproar: a snapping turtle had 
attached itself to the boy’s big toe and was hanging on 
tenaciously through all the gyrations. Its tiny mouth, for it was 
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a very small turtle, was just enough to pinch down on the boy’s 
toe and hold firm. 

The boy, Caleb, dropped down on the ground whimpering, 
“Git it off, Grampaw! Please git it off!” Abel grabbed a stick off 
the ground and began to poke at the turtle. The turtle, with 
impressive ferocity for a little tike, let go of the toe and attacked 
the stick. Caleb was free, but with a pinched and bloody toe 
which he agilely stuck in his mouth in an attempt to ease the 
throbbing pain. Abel threw the stick, turtle and all, far out into 
the water. When the smaller boy, Jacob, saw that, he raced out 
of the water for all he was worth to avoid his own encounter 
with the aggressive reptile. 

“Why’d you throw ’im back in the lake, Grampaw?” Jacob 
asked. 

“He’ll make good soup one day. Caleb can ketch ’im agin in 
a coupl’a years.” 

“Oh no, I won’t!” Caleb blurted. Abel laughed a quiet 
“Humph, humph, humph.” Jacob joined him and began to 
mimic Caleb’s “turtle dance.” Caleb finally saw the humor and 
laughed as well, as his grandfather tied a large bandage made 
from his handkerchief around the offended toe. That evening, 
Caleb proudly displayed his bandaged toe to his maw and paw. 

“In a few years I’m gonna ketch that ol’ boy and Maw can 
make a big pot a’ soup!” 

From that day on, Caleb was called Turtle by his family and 
anyone else who sat still long enough to hear the story, and 
with every telling, that turtle got bigger and bigger, but 
regardless of how big he got in their minds, the fear of him did 
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not keep those boys out of the lake, although it might have 
made them more careful. For a while, feeling a little left out and 
wanting to be just like his big brother, Jacob insisted on being 
called Little Turtle, but Caleb would retort, “You ain’t no turtle, 
Jake! Yer just a tadpole.” So Jacob became Tadpole, often 
shortened to just Tad, and by the time the boys were back in 
school in the fall, those were the names by which they were 
known. 



 
 

 
 
 
 

*** End of Free Sample *** 


