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            Prologue

         
         
            9:30 p.m.

            Wednesday, January 7, 1942

            Union Station

            Washington, DC

         

         The snow fell in thick sheets. It covered everything and froze instantly in the fourteen-degree weather. Even with a thick
            wool coat and heavy boots, Julius Dixon felt as if his ears and nose would fall off at any moment. Every frigid gust stung
            like a thousand tiny needles poking into his cheeks. He gripped the clipboard in his right hand as tight as he could, hoping
            to draw some small bit of warmth from the effort.
         

         
         Get it together, Dixon told himself. He had a job to do, and now was not the time nor the place to start complaining. As a major in the United
            States Army, he had spent his fair share of time in inhospitable climates. This was no different. He could put up with a little
            cold—his country was counting on him. He had a mission to complete.
         

         
         Dixon stood beneath a massive stone arch and stared out into the snow and darkness. He knew that somewhere in that darkness was the United States Capitol. The dome of the Capitol was enormous. Made of cast iron, it towered 288 feet above the ground with a diameter of 135 feet. Under normal circumstances, the dome would have been lit—a beacon visible across the city. But the Capitol was a target, and the less visible it was at night, the better. Although the symbolism of cutting off the lights on one of the most recognizable buildings in the United States made Dixon uncomfortable, he understood the reason. The possibility of enemy planes overhead could not be ignored. 

         
         The massive stone building behind Dixon was usually bustling with people. Tens of thousands of commuters passed beneath the entrance arches every day. They headed off to all points in the country, and they arrived from all points. But tonight was different. For at least a couple of hours, the station was quiet and virtually empty. Only a handful of people, carefully selected by Dixon, had access to it. The lights had been extinguished, but not for the same reasons as at the Capitol. He glanced back toward the Great Hall. The only light came from several flashlights moving about quickly in the darkness. Suddenly one of the doors leading into the hall opened. Another flashlight emerged. He could hear the sharp clip of leather soles echo through the stone passageway. 

         
         It was a young woman in military dress.

         
         She saluted as she approached. “Major Dixon,” she said. “I double-checked our guest list. Everyone’s on board.”

         
         Dixon nodded. He looked down at his watch—the luminous dials cutting through the darkness—to confirm that it was time. He
            had already checked the guest list, but it never hurt to have someone confirm what he already knew. These types of operations
            did not allow for mistakes.
         

         
         It was time to complete his mission. He had sixteen hours to deliver his guests to their new home.

         
         He hoped they would be safe there.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Part One

         
         
            Who, what, and where, by what helpe, and by whose:

            Why, how, and when, doe many things disclose.

            —Thomas Wilson (1524–1581), The Arte of Rhetorique

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter One

         
         
            5:59 p.m.

            Thursday, March 12, 1942

            Orchard Road

            Asheville, North Carolina

         

         It was almost time.

         
         Henry Hamilton plopped down on the well-worn braided rug that occupied most of the floor in his family’s living room. He wore a striped T-shirt, blue jeans, and a pair of leather Buster Brown shoes—the same clothes he wore almost everywhere and almost all the time. Bumblebee, Henry’s two-year-old Dalmatian, was curled up at his feet, and his father and mother sat behind them on the couch. The room was warm—the last vestiges of winter driven away by the gas heater in the corner, its ceramic grate glowing bright orange. Directly in front of Henry was the family’s model 40-180 Philco radio. The radio was massive—four feet tall and three feet wide, housed in a wooden cabinet that had been stained a deep amber color and polished to a mirrorlike finish. 

         
         At precisely six o’clock, Henry turned on the radio. There was a brief moment of silence followed by a short burst of static.

         
         And then the voice.

         
         “This is London,” the voice said.

         
         The voice was steady, serious, and deep.

         
         It was the voice of Edward R. Murrow.

         
         For the next fifteen minutes, Murrow, broadcasting from a secret facility in London, England, brought the news of the war
            and the world to the home of Henry Hamilton and his parents, Jack and Louise. The Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor the previous
            December had thrust the United States into a war it had long resisted. Germany—under the leadership of the dictator Adolf
            Hitler and the Nazi party—had overrun most of Europe. Hitler had attacked both England and Russia with the goal of nothing
            less than world domination. The Japanese Empire continued its expansion, seemingly conquering more and more territory each
            day in Asia and the Pacific. The world was at war, and the resolution was far from certain.
         

         
         Murrow, an American reporter based in England, was a legend. He had broadcast from a London rooftop as bombs dropped around the city. He had flown with combat missions over France. He was reporting from the front lines of a war unlike anything anyone had ever experienced in all of human history, and he faced danger and uncertainty every single day. He was fearless, neither his voice nor his resolve ever seeming to falter as Hitler and Germany relentlessly assaulted Europe. 

         
         Most of the kids in Henry’s class wanted to be soldiers. And many of them had older brothers and cousins who were already
            getting ready to be deployed. His friends and classmates followed news of the war as if it was baseball, and dreamed of a
            day when they would also ship off overseas. The soldiers, sailors, and marines were heroes to everyone, young and old. Large
            crowds would turn out at the local train station to cheer young men as they headed for basic training.
         

         
         But Henry had his own hero: Edward R. Murrow.

         
         Every single night Murrow was in millions of homes broadcasting the news to a world desperate for information.

         
         Henry might never be a soldier, a sailor, or a marine.

         
         But that was okay, because Henry wanted to be a reporter—a reporter like Edward R. Murrow.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         The radio broadcast came to an end with Murrow’s now-familiar sign off.

         
         “Good night and good luck,” he said.

         
         Henry’s parents stood up and headed for the kitchen. Supper would be on the table soon.

         
         Henry cut off the radio, lay back on the floor, and stared up the ceiling. He dreamed of traveling the globe, standing in
            the face of danger, and fearlessly bringing the news to the world. Murrow’s news broadcast was heard by millions of families
            just like Henry’s. But Henry knew that Murrow did not do it alone. There were reporters all around the globe—whether on radio
            or writing for newspapers—who also risked their lives every day to make sure the world knew what was happening. Henry wanted
            to be one of those people. It didn’t matter whether he was broadcasting over the radio or writing for a newspaper. He just
            wanted to be the person others relied upon and trusted.
         

         
         Henry sighed.

         
         The reality was that he was a twelve-year-old boy who wrote stories for his school newspaper, the Claxton Chronicle. He wrote about the spring dance, the new chalkboard in Mrs. Newell’s classroom, and what everyone did over their Christmas
            vacation. That was a long way from broadcasting the news from London or writing stories from the front lines of the war, but
            he had to begin somewhere. And if it all started with the Claxton Chronicle, so be it.
         

         
         Henry’s parents did not understand his ambition to become a reporter. His father had a steady job as the maintenance supervisor at the famous Biltmore Mansion and Estate. The Biltmore was a popular tourist destination, and in Henry’s hometown of Asheville, North Carolina, most everyone either worked at the Biltmore or knew someone who worked there. Henry’s father never took his job for granted, particularly at a time when a lot of families were still struggling. The previous twelve years had been difficult for people across the United States: the stock market had collapsed, the economy had been in shambles, and jobs were scarce. The Great Depression, as it was known, had hit Asheville particularly hard. It had been a thriving city before Henry was born—big new buildings, plenty of jobs, and hope for the future. His mother told him that it was as if the entire city had just stopped all at once in 1930, the same year that Henry was born. His parents had seen the long lines and the empty shelves at the grocery stores. They had watched bank after bank close, leaving friends and neighbors penniless. The Hamiltons had learned to do more with less—just in case. Socks were darned, pants were patched, and shoes were worn until the leather soles were paper thin. Haircuts took place at the kitchen table. Used coffee grounds and eggshells were tilled into the soil of the small garden they kept in the backyard. Wasting leftovers was considered a mortal sin. Nothing was thrown away that could be put to some use. And even as the country had emerged from the Great Depression, Henry could see how it had affected his parents. They held tight to what they had and the habits they had formed, always assuming the worst was right around the corner. 

         
         Most people said that Henry was the spitting image of his father, Jack: light brown hair, green eyes, and a tall and lanky
            frame. To describe Jack Hamilton as tall was a bit of an understatement. He towered over almost everybody in town—six feet
            six inches, reaching an inch higher in his work boots. Henry, everyone claimed, was going to be every bit as tall as his father,
            and based on the size-twelve shoes that Henry already wore, they were probably correct.
         

         
         But that was where the similarity ended. Jack Hamilton had always worked with his hands. He built things. He repaired things. He planted things. Henry’s father understood what a plumber, electrician, or carpenter did and how they earned their living. But a reporter? Not so much. Every time Henry mentioned wanting to be a journalist, his father would find some way to change the subject. It was abundantly clear how his dad felt even if he never said it. Henry knew he would have to prove that this was not some silly dream, and that an honest living could be earned without putting on a tool belt and a pair of work boots. He would have to show him that he could become a great journalist. 

         
         A slight smile creased Henry’s face. He rolled over and looked directly at Bumblebee.

         
         “Bee,” he whispered, “I have a secret.”

         
         Bumblebee—completely deaf since birth—yawned wide and went back to sleep.

         
         Henry stroked Bumblebee’s head as she snored.

         
         He had not said anything to anyone at the school newspaper about his secret.

         
         He had not said anything to his friends.

         
         He had not said anything to his parents.

         
         Henry had recently stumbled upon what would undoubtedly be the biggest story of his young career as a journalist. It was a
            story, he believed, worthy of an adult reporter—maybe even the great Edward R. Murrow.
         

         
         It was a story that would make everyone in town sit up and take notice, including his parents.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         
            Friday, March 13, 1942

            Lee Edwards Baseball Field

            Asheville, North Carolina

         

         Who?

         
         What?

         
         When?

         
         Where?

         
         Why?

         
         How?

         
         The five Ws and the H of journalism.
         

         
         Henry had learned at school that every good story answered those six basic questions. But answering those questions did not necessarily produce a story that would interest the students at Claxton Intermediate. Henry had been a part of the school newspaper’s staff for two years. He had tried over that time to write stories that students would actually want to read. His proposal to conduct an investigation into the questionable contents of the beef stew served in the lunchroom had been immediately denied by Mr. Johanssen, the sixth-grade English teacher and newspaper advisor. Every time Henry asked for permission to investigate anything remotely interesting, he was met with the same response: no. 

         
         So, Henry had decided, it was best not to ask permission. He would pursue the story first, get answers to the five Ws and the H, and then ask for forgiveness.
         

         
         And the story Henry was pursuing was definitely worth it.

         
         It was, in fact, potentially the biggest story in Asheville in years.

         
         It was a story so big that Mr. Johanssen would have no choice but to publish it.

         
         The story was Jimmy Phelps.

         
          

         Jimmy Phelps was the best high school athlete in the history of Asheville sports. As a four-year letterman in football, he played tailback and linebacker, and had led the school to a state championship the prior year. Everyone in town was looking forward to the continuation of Jimmy’s career at Notre Dame, the pinnacle of college football. But it wasn’t just football—Jimmy also excelled at basketball, track, and baseball. There were even some rumors that the New York Yankees were trying to sign him. The past twelve years had been tough for everyone in Asheville, but Jimmy Phelps was a symbol of hope for the entire community. 

         
         Henry, however, knew something about Jimmy Phelps that only a handful of other people knew.

         
         And that something would change everything.

         
          

         Jimmy Phelps attended Lee Edwards High School, and baseball practice had already started in anticipation of the upcoming season.
            Practice had become an event—large crowds gathering around the field to watch the local legend in action. But the story Henry
            was following had nothing to do with Jimmy Phelps’s athletic exploits, at least not directly. One of Henry’s classmates, a
            kid by the name of Dexter Poss, was Jimmy Phelps’s next-door neighbor. Dexter had told Henry that he’d overheard Jimmy and
            his father talking in their backyard, and the subject of that conversation, if Dexter was right, was absolutely shocking.
            According to Dexter, Phelps wasn’t planning to play football at Notre Dame or baseball with the New York Yankees. Phelps was
            planning to join the navy immediately after high school. Henry made Dexter promise not to say anything to anyone else until
            Henry had a chance to talk to Jimmy Phelps—an agreement secured by Henry’s offer to give Dexter his chocolate milk at lunch
            for the next week.
         

         
         Although Henry knew that everyone in Asheville would be proud of Jimmy for joining the navy, he also knew that they would feel as if they had been punched in the gut. And that was exactly why this was a huge story. Henry had listened to Edward R. Murrow long enough to understand that a truly good story—an important story—did more than inform: it made the reader feel something. And the story about Jimmy Phelps would do exactly that, and then some. 

         
          

         Henry headed over to the high school baseball field immediately after school. Draped across his shoulder was a well-worn canvas-and-leather
            satchel. Henry never left home without it. In addition to his schoolbooks, it held his reporter’s equipment—or what he guessed
            most reporters carried: a small notepad, several sharpened pencils, a press pass (Henry had actually made it himself), and
            a flashlight, as well as a box of M&M’s, a stack of baseball cards, and several pieces of Dubble Bubble bubble gum.
         

         
         Upon arriving at the field, Henry pulled his press pass from his satchel, draped it around his neck, and made his way over to the fence along the first-base side. The stands behind home plate were already packed, and the crowd was quickly growing where Henry stood. He spotted Jimmy Phelps almost immediately, which wasn’t particularly hard. Jimmy was difficult to miss. At six foot two inches tall and broad-shouldered, he looked at least ten years older than his age. He was also, by all accounts, a great guy. 

         
         Although it was the middle of March, the day had been unseasonably warm. The late afternoon sun had settled low in the sky,
            the light shimmering in the dust from the infield. The chatter from the field became indistinct—a low murmur punctuated by
            the occasional pop of a wooden bat and the sound of a ball smacking into a leather glove. The players rotated from one drill
            to another, catching fly balls in the outfield, fielding grounders in the infield, and running the bases. It was all simply
            a lead-up to the main event—batting practice.
         

         
         After almost an hour of drills, the assistant coach took the mound with a large canvas bag filled with baseballs. One by one,
            the players moved into the batter’s box to take a few swings. The chatter continued on the field and in the stands as the
            assistant coach threw pitch after pitch, punctuated occasionally by the crowd’s admiration for a particularly well-hit ball.
         

         
         Finally, it was Jimmy Phelps’s turn.

         
         Everyone—spectators and players alike—stopped talking. Jimmy Phelps, for his part, ignored the weird silence that had suddenly emerged. He took a couple of quick practice swings and then stepped into the batter’s box. The first pitch was down the middle. Jimmy stepped forward and swung. There was a crack of the bat, and the ball exploded into the air. A moment later, it fell somewhere in the fuzzy shadows behind the center field fence. Henry couldn’t help but cheer, as did most of the folks standing around the field. Jimmy Phelps ignored the cheers too. He cocked his bat back over his right shoulder and waited for the next pitch. For the next few minutes, Henry watched as Phelps effortlessly crushed baseballs all over the field. 

         
         Finally, he stepped away from the batter’s box.

         
         The crowd cheered again. Jimmy Phelps gave the slightest nod as he returned his bat to the dugout and then joined his teammates
            at the pitcher’s mound. Practice was almost over.
         

         
         This is my chance, Henry thought.
         

         
         He could already see the headline at the top of the school newspaper:

         
         
            Goodbye, Notre Dame—Hello, Navy

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Four

         
         This is it.

         
         Henry could feel his heart pounding in his chest. He took a deep breath and told himself to stay calm. He pushed through the
            crowd and made his way over to the gate leading into the dugout. Henry peeked inside the simple brick structure. It was empty—the
            players remained near the pitcher’s mound with the coach. With the crowd’s attention still focused on the field, Henry nudged
            the gate open. He glanced around to make sure no one was paying attention, and then slipped inside, made his way to the far
            side of the dugout, and stood in the shadows.
         

         
         Henry watched as the coach addressed the team, then clapped his hands. The players started jogging back toward the dugout. Jimmy Phelps was near the front of the group, less than thirty feet away and moving quickly in Henry’s direction. Henry could feel his legs shaking in anticipation. He retrieved his notepad and a pencil from his satchel—he thought these added to the appearance of being a real reporter, not some random kid hanging out at the ballpark. 

         
         Phelps was now less than twenty feet away. Henry took a deep breath.

         
         Just walk out there and ask the question, he told himself.
         

         
         But his legs wouldn’t move.

         
         C’mon, he urged his stubborn legs and feet.
         

         
         Phelps was now within fifteen feet of the dugout.

         
         Henry could feel his pulse starting to race. This was it. This was his chance.

         
         Move!

         
         Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, his right leg moved—just a bit, but enough. This was followed by his left leg.
            He was walking. He was going to do it. Henry could feel his confidence growing. He made it to the edge of the dugout—just
            a few short feet from where Jimmy Phelps now stood. Phelps glanced in Henry’s direction. Henry’s heart jumped in his chest.
         

         
         Henry had started to call out to Phelps when—

         
         “Jimmy!” the head coach hollered from the mound. “I’ve got someone here who needs to speak to you.”

         
         Phelps stopped immediately and turned back. “Be right there, Coach,” he said.

         
         No! Henry thought as he watched him trot back to the center of the infield.
         

         
         Standing next to the coach was a young man dressed in a brown coat and tie. He had red hair and wore round glasses that sat tight against his face. He didn’t seem much older than Jimmy Phelps. 

         
         He also had a camera draped over his shoulder.

         
         Uh-oh, Henry thought.
         

         
         Even though Henry had never seen the redheaded young man before, he had a sneaking suspicion that he knew exactly what he
            was up to. Henry’s worst fears were confirmed a moment later when the young man reached into his coat pocket and retrieved
            a notebook as Jimmy Phelps approached. Henry knew immediately that he was a reporter.
         

         
         Maybe he’s just asking him about the upcoming baseball season, Henry thought, trying his best to remain optimistic.
         

         
         But the knot in his stomach grew tighter as he watched. He could see the coach put his arm over Jimmy’s shoulder as the star
            athlete spoke with the young reporter. He could see the emotion on the coach’s face—and on the face of Jimmy Phelps. Whatever
            they were talking about, it was most certainly not the upcoming season.
         

         
         The conversation on the field continued for another couple of minutes. It concluded with the young reporter taking a photo of Jimmy. He shook hands with Phelps and the coach, and headed toward the dugout. He walked with a slight limp and used a cane to steady himself. Henry retreated back into the shadows. He removed his press pass and quickly stuffed it in his pocket. 

         
         The young man entered the dugout and headed toward the exit at the other end, his cane kicking up little puffs of dust as
            he walked. He never looked at Henry, but as he passed, he simply said, “Better luck next time, kid.”
         

         
         The headline, Henry realized, had suddenly changed:

         
         
            Local Boy Loses Nerve and Loses Story

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Five

         
         
            3:25 p.m.

            Monday, March 16, 1942

            Claxton Intermediate School

            Asheville, North Carolina

         

         Henry sat in the rear of a classroom located on the third floor of Claxton Intermediate School, a massive stone building overlooking
            downtown Asheville. It was almost time for the staff meeting of the Claxton Chronicle to begin. The newspaper’s full staff of four students had gathered in Mr. Johanssen’s classroom. The other three students
            chatted excitedly among themselves—the topic of their conversation was the same one that had occupied the entire city since
            the story broke on Saturday morning: Jimmy Phelps and his shocking decision to join the navy.
         

         
         The headline of the Saturday edition of the Asheville Citizen had read:
         

         
         
            LOCAL HERO SAYS NO TO NOTRE DAME

            AND YES TO THE NAVY

         

         Henry’s parents had assumed that he was upset for the same reason everyone else in town was upset. And that was partially
            true—Henry certainly idolized Jimmy Phelps. But Henry’s stomach was also aching from failing to get the scoop. It was, he
            knew, a once-in-a-lifetime story, and it had almost been his to tell. It turned out that the young reporter who had broken
            the story was named Willard Presley. According to the Saturday paper, Presley—a newcomer to Asheville—had only been hired
            as a reporter the previous week. The article about Jimmy Phelps was literally the first story he had ever written for the
            Asheville Citizen, and it had been a doozy.
         

         
         Henry desperately wanted to hate Willard Presley. But Henry had frozen at the precise moment when he had a chance to speak
            with Phelps. Call it nerves. Call it being scared. It didn’t matter. He froze, and Presley didn’t. And the truth was that
            the story Presley wrote was really good.
         

         
         Still, it didn’t mean that Henry had to like that red-haired weasel.

         
          

         Mr. Johanssen—a thin, fussy man in a dark suit—made his way into the classroom and placed a leather satchel on his desk. He
            opened the satchel and pulled out a small stack of documents.
         

         
         “Let’s review the articles for this week’s paper, shall we?” he began.

         
         The Chronicle was printed every two weeks during the school year. And the Monday of the week in which the paper was published was always
            a review session.
         

         
         “All right,” Mr. Johanssen said. “The story about Miss Cullpepper’s trip to Atlanta over Christmas vacation will be particularly
            well received by our readers. Mr. Peterson was very pleased with the article. Nicely done, Miss Parker. It will make a wonderful
            addition to this week’s edition.”
         

         
         Mr. Peterson was the principal of Claxton Intermediate, and Miss Polly Cullpepper was the librarian. The hard-hitting story
            had been written by Cecilia Parker—known to most everyone as simply Celie—and its highlight was an absolutely engaging description
            of Miss Cullpepper’s trip to a hosiery store on Peachtree Street. The highest honor that Mr. Johanssen could bestow was to
            tell one of the student reporters that Mr. Peterson was “very pleased.” Celie, whom Henry considered to be a complete teacher’s
            pet, absolutely beamed with pride.
         

         
         “Thank you,” she said. “That’s so very kind.”

         
         “And, Mr. Turner?” Mr. Johannsen went on. “The cafeteria staff will be ecstatic over your review of their new banana pudding
            recipe. Well done.”
         

         
         Henry rolled his eyes. Bobby Turner was one grade behind Henry and was responsible for covering all things dealing with the cafeteria. The banana pudding, in Henry’s opinion, tasted like wallpaper paste. Bobby was an okay guy, but he was not about to do anything that could compromise his access to extra helpings, particularly desserts. His reviews of the cafeteria food were always glowing. 

         
         Mr. Johanssen turned and faced Margaret Anna Clemm. “Miss Clemm,” he said, “your story on the upcoming spring festival is
            a real barn burner. I can’t wait to see what happens at this year’s egg race.”
         

         
         Margaret, known to everyone in school as Meg, simply nodded her head and smiled. Her coverage of the new rules for the egg
            race—designed to prevent the fiasco that had occurred during the previous year’s eventful race—had apparently been well received
            by Mr. Peterson too.
         

         
         At this point, Mr. Johanssen paused and briefly scanned the stack of documents.

         
         Henry felt sick to his stomach. He knew what was coming.

         
         “And, Mr. Hamilton,” Mr. Johanssen finally said. “I am terribly sorry that you were not able to provide a story for the newspaper—yet
            again.”
         

         
         All Henry could do was sit there in silence.

         
         “I assume,” Johanssen continued, “that you understand that the goal of writing for a newspaper is to . . . well . . . write?”

         
         Henry nodded. “Yes, sir,” he replied. It was all he could say.

         
         “And do you have a story for the next edition?” Mr. Johanssen asked.

         
         The other students turned and looked at Henry. He avoided their gazes as he considered Mr. Johanssen’s question. There had
            been rumors floating around that the new math teacher—an older lady by the name of Edwina Palmer—had been a friend of Buffalo
            Bill and had performed a knife-throwing routine in his wild west circus, or something like that. But Henry knew that the chance
            of Mr. Johanssen allowing him to write that story was nonexistent.
         

         
         “No, sir,” Henry replied. “I don’t have a story.”

         
         “I suspected as much,” Mr. Johanssen said. “Fortunately, I have the perfect assignment for you—a constructive and uplifting
            story for you to write for the next edition.”
         

         
         Uh-oh, Henry thought.
         

         
         “Constructive and uplifting” was the phrase used frequently by Mr. Johanssen to describe the basic purpose of journalism as
            he saw it, particularly as it related to the duties of the staff of the Claxton Chronicle. It had been a full month since Henry had managed to get an article into the newspaper. He had, of course, expected to surprise everyone with his scoop about Jimmy Phelps. But Willard Presley had unceremoniously deprived him of that opportunity. And the problem was that he had been so focused on Jimmy Phelps that he had never even considered what he would do if he didn’t get the story. 

         
         “As you may know,” Johanssen continued, “the school has selected a junior air raid warden to represent Claxton Intermediate
            as part of the city’s civilian defense effort. The first meeting of the city’s air raid warden program will take place tomorrow
            night, and our representative will be formally announced. Mr. Hamilton, I would like you to cover the meeting and provide
            a constructive and uplifting story for the next edition. I think our readership will enjoy that kind of article, as would
            Mr. Peterson.”
         

         
         Johanssen paused for a moment. “Or perhaps,” he finally said, “you might find the stamp club a better use of your after-school
            time? I’m sure you would make a fine philatelist.”
         

         
         Mr. Johanssen had Henry in a corner. He had no choice but to cover the meeting, and to write a constructive and uplifting story. “Constructive and uplifting”—as Henry understood it—meant “boring and bland,” and writing a story about a meeting of the air raid warden program seemed to fit the bill. But Henry wanted to be part of the school newspaper. He had no idea what a philatelist was, although he suspected he didn’t want to be one. 

         
         Henry nodded. “Yes, sir,” he said.

         
         And there it was. In the brief span of three days, he had gone from the precipice of greatness to covering a boring meeting.
            Henry was sure it couldn’t get any worse.
         

         
         But Henry was wrong.

         
         “And,” Mr. Johanssen said as he turned back to address the entire newspaper staff, “I am proud to announce that our very own
            Miss Parker has been selected to serve as the school’s junior air raid warden!”
         

         
         Celie Parker stood and bowed. She glanced at Henry for the briefest of moments—the subtle hint of a smirk on her face.

         
         Great, Henry thought, just great.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Six

         
         
            4:45 p.m.

            Monday, March 16, 1942

            Orchard Road

            Asheville, North Carolina

         

         Henry lived a short walk from school. The Hamilton home, a modest cottage painted blue with white trim, sat at the end of
            a narrow winding road on a small hill. In the front yard was a large red oak. The trunk of the oak—gnarled and stocky—gave
            way to a number of long branches that reached out over the yard, the house, and the adjacent street. The tree was just beginning
            to get its full complement of leaves, and in a few months the yard would be covered with acorns and squirrels.
         

         
         Henry was still grumbling to himself about Mr. Johanssen as he made his way up the stone steps to the front yard. His father had decided to volunteer for the air raid warden program, but that was the extent of what Henry knew about it. He had never really spoken about the program, and Henry had never had a reason to ask—until now. He definitely did not look forward to talking to his dad about a story for the school newspaper. His father would be polite enough, but Henry understood how he felt about his son’s desire to be a reporter. At least there was someone who he could always go to in situations like this. Someone who completely supported him: Bumblebee. 

         
         Henry found her curled up asleep at the base of the large oak. He placed his satchel on the ground, sat down, and gently touched
            Bee’s front paw. That was the easiest way to wake Bee without startling her. Her eyes flickered, and she looked up at Henry.
            Bee had always been a slow riser after a nap, and it took a moment for her to stand up, stretch out her extraordinarily long
            body, and let loose a couple of wide (and exceptionally loud) yawns. She had been the runt of her litter. Henry had spent
            months teaching her hand signals, but Bee had quickly learned to read Henry’s face. She knew when he was happy, sad, tired,
            or mad. She knew when he wanted to play, or when he simply wanted to sit under a tree and talk. Bee, accurately assessing
            the situation as she always did, settled down beside Henry.
         

         
         “No,” Henry said, “I did not have a good day at school.”

         
         Bee nodded as if she heard and understood every word.

         
         “Mr. Johanssen said I have to write a story about the air raid warden program,” Henry said. “I have to go to some sort of
            meeting tomorrow night. And you know what’s worse?”
         

         
         Bumblebee looked at Henry and cocked her head a bit to the side.

         
         “I actually have to write something nice about Celie Parker,” Henry said. “Can you believe that?”

         
         Celie and Henry had gone to school together their whole lives. There was no doubt that Celie was smart, but she had always
            rubbed Henry the wrong way. Henry just knew she was relishing the fact that he was going to have to write an article about
            another one of her accomplishments. But he could complain all he wanted. The truth was that it was all his fault.
         

         
         Bee put her paw on Henry’s leg and gazed up at him.

         
         “You’re right,” Henry continued. “I should have had another story ready to go. But I just knew I had that Jimmy Phelps scoop.
            It was right there waiting for me. I was just a few feet away. I already knew he was going into the navy—I just needed him
            to say it. Just a few more seconds. That’s all. But my stupid legs wouldn’t move. And then Willard Presley showed up.”
         

         
         Henry sighed. “I felt like a complete idiot.”

         
         Bee let out a slight growl. Henry knew she was simply reacting to the angry look on his face, but there were times when it seemed as if she understood every word he said. Henry scratched the underside of her long neck. This seemed to persuade her that it would not be necessary to track down Willard Presley and nip him in his backside—at least not yet. 

         
         Bee looked at Henry—her eyes locked directly on his face.

         
         “Just think what Mom and Dad would have said if that story had been mine,” Henry said. “You saw how they acted when they read
            that article. Everyone in town would have been talking about it, talking about me. Mom and Dad would have been so proud. That
            would have proved to them that I really could be a great reporter. They would have taken me seriously.”
         

         
         Henry paused. He looked directly at Bumblebee. “Dad would have taken me seriously,” he said.

         
         Bee nuzzled up close to Henry and put her head in his lap.

         
          

         Jack Hamilton had arrived home from work earlier than usual. It had been a beautiful day, and the temperature was absolutely perfect—warm with a slight cool breeze. Jack had pulled a pitcher of lemonade from the refrigerator, grabbed a couple of glasses, and settled in on the front porch to wait for his son to return from school. He had started to nod off when he heard Bumblebee yawning. The dog’s yawn sounded like the wail of a fire truck. Jack spotted Henry’s left shoulder on the far side of the large oak in the front yard. He knew that Bumblebee would be where she always was—at Henry’s side. He was getting ready to call out to his son when he heard Henry speaking. Jack paused and listened. Henry’s words drifted across the lawn and settled on the front porch with a thud. 

         
         Jack Hamilton was embarrassed. He only wanted the best for his son’s future, but he had defined that future by the world as
            he knew it and not by his son’s dreams and ambitions. He didn’t know what to say to make things better.
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