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Synopsis: Counting Her New Life Step By
Step - A blind Englishwoman settles in America with her mail order
husband and they open a school for the blind. A few years later, a
student’s questions and interview make her recall how she got where
she was, what it took to forge a new life for herself, and how she
deals with suddenly reopened wounds from her past.

 


 


“Okay everyone, the weekend
is in a few hours, and I want you all to go either go home or back
to your rooms and write about the one person who you admire. This
means someone who is your personal hero. It can be your mom, your
dad, your sibling, a president, someone famous, I don’t care, but I
want more written down on the paper, then who it is. I

“I want to hear why they are
your hero,” Mrs. Simons said to her class. The bell rang for that
class, and everyone filed out of the classroom single file,
starting from the first person in the row to the next. Every
teacher in the world wishes their students were this
organized.

These students don’t have a choice
though. Each of them was blind. Everyone who lived there at the
school had their own braille typewriter. Jackson made sure that
everyone had a fighting chance to be able to have a fighting chance
in life. Those students who were able to go home had two choices;
there was a writing lab where they could go during their study
periods, or after school or before school or they could purchase
one for their home.

Another choice they have is to use a
friend’s typewriter who lived there at the school. It was 1909. The
school had just opened up a year ago, so everything was brand
new.

“Mrs. Simon,” a voice from
the back of the class called.

“What are you still doing
here Jessica,” she asked. Mrs. Simons knew each student by their
voice. The special thing about her was that she herself was also
blind. She had a very rough childhood, but she has overcome
everything and started her life here from America.

“I need to speak with you
personally for a while. I have some questions to ask you,” Jessica
said in a timid voice. “What kind of questions Jessica?” Victoria
was confused as to why Jessica needed to speak with her.

“Well, you are my hero. I
don’t know much about you, other than you’ve come here from
England. Your husband is the owner and principal of this school.
This school was your idea, and he built it in your honor. I want to
know the rest of the story though, please, Mrs. Simon.”

Victoria swallowed through the thick
knot in her throat. Would she be able to do this? Would she be able
to tell everyone, especially her students, about her troubled past?
She then held her head high. Many of these students were orphans
here, and when she looked at them, she saw herself in
them.

“Wow, I’m honored Jessica.
Yes, I will do an interview with you. When were you thinking about
it?” The smile on Jessica’s face lit up from ear to ear.

“Okay, that sounds great,
now you’d better hurry up now so you’re not late for your next
class.” Jessica hurried up and began counting as she walked away.
That was one of the first things she taught everyone when they
first came to the school; how to count steps everywhere you
go.

Counting steps is a way to keep track
of where you are, and where you are going. When you know how many
steps it takes you to a place, you write it down by scratching it
into paper, so your fingers can feel. Such as:

Front door of school to first class =
fifty-four steps

The First class to second class: 46
steps … and so on.

Jackson, Victoria’s husband had the
school built where there was a huge building just for housing
children who needed to stay there. There were many reasons why a
student needed to stay at the school. Sometimes they had no
parents. Maybe they died, or the child was abandon. Orphanages
couldn’t handle children who were blind, so they’d send them over.
Some parents just couldn’t handle their children.

As much as they loved them, they
couldn’t take care of them. Many parents would bring their children
to school, by horse and buggy every day and pick them up. Most
children who went to school around this time, but because of being
blind, these kids didn’t walk home.

Jessica sat down in her chair and put
her head in her hands. What had she done? She had told her student
that she would tell her about her past, and where she came from.
Thinking about that made her heart sink. “Why so down my princess
Victoria,” she heard a voice right next to her ask.

She couldn’t help but smile. Her
husband was the best thing that had ever happened to her. “Nothing
my love, it’s just that I gave the students a project to write
about their heroes,” she paused.

“Wow, princess, that sounds
amazing. I bet you feel so honored. You deserve it! So, that
doesn’t explain why such the long face?”

Victoria sighed. “Well, this means that
I’m going to be telling her, to tell the entire class where I came
from. I am a mail order bride. I was bought from England. I came
from an orphanage where I got teased and made fun of because we
didn’t have a safe place like this to go.” She began to cry
thinking about what she had been through.

“Don’t cry, my princes. You
sometimes need to sit back and remember where you came from, so you
can truly appreciate what you have, and who you are now. When is
the last time you thought about your past? When’s the last time you
sat and truly remembered those who hurt you? God has a reason for
everything, and I believe that this is a great opportunity for you.
Don’t be ashamed of who you were, because it made you who you
are.”

She reached her hand out to touch him,
and found his reaching for her at the same time. Tears flowed down
her face as she kissed his hand. She was the luckiest woman in the
world to have such a wonderful man. He was a gentle and kind lover
to her, and always has been. As she held his hand she kissed it,
thinking back to the first time she had met him.

As if on cue, Charles walked in.
Charles had a huge impact on her life. He was a man who was
involved in her life since she was very young and had loved her
enough to bring her over here to America, and drop her off at the
door of Jackson.

Later in life, as she kept in touch
with him, he advised her that he wanted to come to America to work,
and get away from his father’s business. She offered for him to
work for them in the new school for the blind.

“Hi Charles, how are you
doing today,” she asked the one person other than her husband who
she considered her best friend. “I’m doing great. My class just
ended, so I was coming to see if you had any work for me to do
before I go and do all of my other work.”

Charles taught at the school as well.
He was very smart and helped the older children. After his classes
were finished, he worked on the grounds. He lived at the school as
well. Someone needed to be there in case there was an emergency, or
fire, or anything happened. This also saved Charles from buying a
home when he came to America.

He already had a home. This saved
Charles from hiring someone to work on the grounds, and teach, and
stay after school every day to watch the kids, and relax. “I’m fine
Charles, thank you. I am just going to have to go through my past
again.”

Charles’s face grew worried. “Why? What
is going on Victoria?” He had worry all over his face.

“Oh Charles, calm down. It’s
no big deal, it’s just that I am having my class write a report on
their hero… and…” she was too choked up to finish, but she didn’t
have to.

Charles already knew what she was going
to say. “Someone wants to do a report on you, don’t they,” he asked
her, coming up on the other side of her as Jackson was. Jackson
gave him a genuine smile as if saying, good luck, I already
tried.

“Victoria, listen to me. You
are the strongest woman I have ever met. I’ve watched you since you
were ten years old and I began delivering groceries to the
orphanage. Remember … wait… Victoria, hold on one
second...”

Suddenly, Charles ran out of the room
and came back seconds later. “I need you to remember something.” He
didn’t say anything else, just pulled out of his bag something and
wrapped in a napkin, and a drink cup with a lid.

He sat the wrapped up bundle right in
front of her, and took the lid off the drink cup and poured the
warm liquid into the lid, using it as a cup. Her eyebrows went
immediately up. “Charles! Tea and crumpets, you didn’t.”

She immediately reached forward and
grabbed for the treat. Jackson looked at Charles in an odd way,
with his eyebrows furrowed. He hadn’t heard anything about tea and
crumpets from her. In fact, he really hadn’t heard much about her
past. She only told him the bare minimum of what he needed to
know.

After taking the crumpets and smelling
them, smiling wide, she stood up carefully and reached for her
husband first. “Jackson, you are the most wonderful husband I could
ever have asked for. I love you more than anything in the world.
Thank you for all that you have done for me, my love.”

Jackson just kissed her gently, telling
her that all was okay. Then she turned to where she had heard
Charles’s voice coming from and hugged him tightly. “Charles, you
have always been there for me, and you always have been my rock. I
can’t thank you enough. I love you both so very much.”

Both men were smiling widely as she
said these words. Jackson learned to love her while getting to know
her, but he felt that she was love at first sight for him. Charles,
on the other hand, fell in love with her a different way growing
up. He was protective of her like a big brother, and yet loved her
as a lover. He loved her enough to know that Jackson could provide
for her unlike him, and it paid off now that he had a steady job
here in America.

 


 


Just thinking about this was making
Victoria ill, and after sitting at her desk for a few hours grading
papers by braille, she stood up and stretched. Suddenly, she didn’t
feel very well and she went to the restroom and got sick. She
couldn’t believe she was getting herself all worked up over
this.

The entire time she was grading papers
she was thinking about things she wanted to say, things she wanted
to make sure she didn’t say, and questions she wanted to ask.
Counting her steps, she walked back to her classroom. She got her
purse out of her desk and began counting steps to the housing area.
Once she got to the entrance of the housing area, there was a
braille chart index. She ran her fingers down to find Jessica
Angelo.

Thirty-three steps straight
ahead.

There were three hallways, one to the
left, one to the right, and one straight ahead. Down each hallway
were about thirty doors. Each room held up to four students. The
rooms were big and had enough room for a bed and a desk with a
typewriter and a dresser for each student.

Therefore, this area held about three
hundred and sixty students. There were students on a waiting list
as well who wanted a bed here, but they were just plain full.
Victoria had an idea, but she hadn’t yet talked with Jackson about
it. Instead of kicking the students out when they were eighteen or
twenty, she wanted to see about building apartments next
door.

She would talk to him about it when she
felt better. She got to Jessica’s door and knocked. She noticed
that her hands were shaken. Jennifer came to the door, calling out,
“who is it,” “it’s me, Mrs. Simon,” Victoria called to
Jessica.

The door opened and Jessica took
Victoria’s arm, guiding her into the house. “Would you like
something to drink Mrs. Simon? I have fresh coffee and hot tea if
you’d like.”

She guided Victoria to a couch. “Oh,
don’t go through any trouble for me,” Victoria told her.

“No, no I am getting a cup
of hot tea for me, so it’s no trouble at all, and the coffee is
already made. So which can I get for you?”

Jessica was a stubborn girl, and there
was no telling her no. “I’ll take tea please,” Victoria finally
said, giving in. Within a few minutes, Jessica came back, counting
aloud her steps so she wouldn’t drop the teacups. Victoria thanked
her.

She expected Jessica to sit down next
to her on the couch where they could talk, but she didn’t. She
heard some movements, and then the keys of a keyboard clicking.
“Are you ready for some questions? Or would you just like to tell
me whatever it is that you’d like me to know? You can start
wherever and then roll with it? I don’t know, you decide whichever
is easier for you to talk about Mrs. Simon.”

Victoria thought for a moment and then
decided to just start from the beginning and tell her everything.
She took a deep breath.

 


 


Victoria talked to Jessica on Wednesday
so she’d have enough time to type and edit her paper before it was
due on Friday. Thursday she struggled through class, and Friday
morning, she woke up so sick she couldn’t move. Jackson called the
doctor for her, and Victoria cried knowing she was going to miss
the speeches.

She called Charles, and since he had
some free slots, he was going to fill in and another teacher would
fill in as well. They didn’t have substitutes because everyone just
worked together. The doctor came in and checked her out. When he
told her what was wrong with her, she gasped.

Jackson wasn’t in the room, so she
asked that the doctor didn’t tell him. She wanted to tell him in a
special way. He wanted a baby so badly, but for nearly eleven years
they have been unable to have a baby. He never seemed to get upset
over this. “We have each other, and that’s all that matters,” he
would say to her. Every time he said that to her it would melt her
heart. Sometimes she wondered what she did to deserve such a
wonderful man.

Even though she had missed the
beginning of school, she still had a chance to make it up and to
make it there by the time the speeches were read aloud to the
class. Jackson thought she only had a stomach virus that wasn’t
contagious, and even though he begged and pleaded with her to stay
at home and rest, she wouldn’t miss hearing that speech for
anything in the world.

The moment he pulled up to the school,
she jumped out of the buggy and ran into the school. The class was
starting, and with her last name starting with an A, she’d be going
first. As soon as she rounded the corner she heard Jessica start
her speech:

“I did my speech on Mrs.
Simons. We all know her as our teacher, but do we really know who
she is as a person? I thought I did, but then I sat down with her
and we had a long talk. I never knew that she was such an amazing,
strong and brave woman.

“Her life didn’t start out
as good as it is now. Her mother died during childbirth in 1878,
and before she even turned one-year-old, her father realized that
he couldn’t take care of her. He did the only thing he knew to do
and took her to an orphanage. Being blind and at an orphanage
wasn’t easy for her. The kids made fun of her, and the nuns gave
her a hard time because she needed all of the extra
care.”

What Victoria couldn’t see was that
everyone was still, listening to everything intently as she spoke.
Everyone was very interested in what she was talking about. She
stood right where she was, and on her desk had the papers she had
typed up. She slowly ran her fingers across the paper feeling the
braille that she had typed.

“There was only one person
who was there for her. We actually all know who this person is.
Please, come in.” of course, nobody saw, but they heard as soon as
Charles came into the room.

“Hello, class. You all know
me as Mr. Roberts. What you didn’t know was Mrs. Simon and I have
known each other for a very long time. In fact, my father had me
start working when I was thirteen years old. I was a delivery boy
and my first job was to deliver groceries to the orphanage. Well,
when I went in on my second day, I heard this little
whimpering.

“I searched and found a
little girl hiding underneath a metal table crying.”

Charles looked over at Victoria. She
had her hand over her mouth, tears in her eyes, and a slight smile
on her face remembering it as a good memory, not bad.

“She and I shared something
special that day, didn’t we?”

At this time Victoria walked in. “Yes,
we did. You gave me tea and crumpets. They were fresh crumpets at
that. I would often come into the kitchen and hide on the days that
I knew he was coming, and wait for him so I could have someone to
talk to,” she said, remembering that time in her life.

“You just wanted to eat my
crumpets and drink my tea, admit it,” Charles said,
joking.

Victoria giggled. “Are you ready to go
on Jessica? We’ve added into your report, that’s a good thing for
you,” Jessica still had the biggest smile on her face. “I’m so glad
Mrs. Simons that you’re here. I wanted you to hear my report so
badly.

“When I found out you
weren’t here, I was so upset.” Victoria smiled and touched her
chest. That’s where she felt the love, in her heart. “Well, I’m
here now, so go on. I’m very anxious to hear the rest of your
report.”

 


 


Jessica took a deep breath and
continued. “So, from the age of ten to the age of nineteen she’s
miserable. Imagine being in an orphanage where you are the only
ones that are blind. Nobody helps teach you how to count where you
go. Mrs. Simons made that up to find where she was going. She had
nothing at all and didn’t know what to do when she turned
twenty.

That orphanage kicked you out when you
were twenty. Mr. Roberts was tired of working as a delivery boy,
and had gone into another profitable business. This business was
actually becoming increasingly profitable. The business is mail
order brides.”

Some of the students in the class had
open mouths. Nobody would have thought that Mrs. Simons was a mail
order bride. “There’s a big misunderstanding about mail order
brides. The guys here in America don’t buy the woman. They only buy
the tickets, passports, and anything else that they need to get
over here to America.

“Mr. Roberts searched until
he found a man who he felt was good enough for Victoria. She was
his best friend, so he wanted the best for her. When he found the
best, he collected the money for her ship ticket, train ticket,
passport, and expenses. Then he knew that she was really going to
be leaving. It was bittersweet for him.

“He wanted her to stay
because she was his best friend. Without her, he didn’t enjoy work
as much. Going to the orphanage would never be the same after ten
years of going there mainly to see her. Above everything else, he
wanted her to be happy. Her happiness meant everything to him. This
man could give her a life that he never could, and, therefore, he
knew letting her go was the best thing. I think that’s the best
kind of friend in the world, one able to let the other one go if it
means their happiness.”

Charles looked over at Victoria and
smiled. He knew she couldn’t see it. Seeing the life that she had
now made him happy in his own heart that he had helped give her
this life. She felt forever grateful to him, but he just felt like
it was the right thing to do. He looked back at Jessica reading her
report. She really listened to everything that Victoria told her.
Victoria really made sure that she told Jessica about their share
friendship. He was thankful, above all, the Jackson wasn’t a
jealous man because neither of them had those feelings for each
other.

 


 


“First,” Jessica continued.
“Mrs. Simons had to spend two weeks on a ship. This was very hard
on her, but Charles was right there by her side, making sure
nothing happened to her. This was two weeks to think about what she
was doing. She was leaving England, the place she loved and grew up
in, to come to America, a place she had only heard about, but never
been to.

“Can you imagine, we are all
blind so this shouldn’t be hard, imagine that you are put on a
ship, where the ground is moving underneath you. She was seasick
for most of the time, and even after she was off the ship, she
still felt for a few days like she was on it. She couldn’t go
anywhere by herself because she didn’t know where she
was.

“Charles took her
everywhere. Without him, she sure would have been lost. She would
have had to stay in her bed every day all day for two weeks. The
students were shaking their heads and gasping, thinking about, and
truly feeling deep down how she felt. So then, she got to New York
and got off the ship and onto a train.

“The train ride was only two
days, but she had never been on a train before. She had just gotten
over being seasick, and now she was on a train that was bumpy and
jolting her all over the place.”

Victoria held her hand over her stomach
just thinking about how sick she was during the trip. Thinking
about it made her nauseous again. ‘Oh no, not now. Don’t go getting
sick now. Wait until the paper is finished, please,’ she thought to
herself.

“So, after all of this,
Charles gets a horse and buggy to the house of the man who had paid
her way to America. She knew his name was Jackson Simons, but
that’s all she knew. Next was a thirty-minute ride from the train
to his front door by horse and buggy.

“I want everyone to imagine
that they are in a horse and buggy on their way to meet their
spouse. She told me how scared and nervous she was. She didn’t know
if he was going to be a good guy or a bad guy. Do you know that
many women get killed by being a mail order bride?

She didn’t know if he would take one
look at her and tell Charles to take her back because he didn’t
want her. There were so many fears going through her mind all at
once. She finally, right before they got to the gate, broke down
and cried.”

Victoria’s eyes swelled up with tears
again remembering the fear that she felt that day. She then felt an
arm wrap around her. Jackson was here! He had told her he had
things to do, so she didn’t expect him to come into her
classroom.

“I asked Mrs. Simons if it
was love right away when she met Mr. Simons because I see how happy
and amazing they are when they are together, and I just figured
that they fell in love immediately. Mrs. Simons, however, informed
me that her first three days at her new home with Mr. Simons were
spent in bed, and in the bathroom, getting sick the entire
time.

“The sea, then train, then
horse and buggy were all too much for her, and her body was
basically in shock. After that third day, she awoke, and as soon as
she sat up, she heard his voice telling her good morning and get
ready to eat some soup and crackers. He fed her and they both hoped
it stayed down.

“Luckily, it did. Then, she
went to get out of bed but was still very weak, so he helped her.
He saw her counting and asked what she was doing. When she told
him, he was shocked, and told her that was the smartest thing that
he had ever heard. Later in the week, he showed her what he had
made with the braille typewriter that had just come out six years
earlier. He placed in each main part of the house, how many steps
it was to get to the next part. Such as, in the living room it
would have said:

Bathroom fourteen steps to your
right.

Kitchen straight ahead twenty-two
steps.

When she asked how he knew her steps,
he told her he had taken her shoes and walked them on his hands,
counting each step. She was amazed at how much he paid attention to
what she said, and truly cared about it.

“From then on, their love
grew. He would talk to her like nobody else had. Charles had spoken
with her and listened to her, but they didn’t connect on the same
level as her and Jackson. It only took two weeks for them to know
for sure that they were truly soul mates, destined to be together
for eternity.

“They had a beautiful
wedding only a month after meeting. His family loved and accepted
her into their family.

“Only five years after
meeting and getting married, Jackson did something amazing for her.
On their fifth wedding anniversary, he brought her to a building
and took her inside. He began describing everything to her such as
this is the principal’s office, this is the dining area, and this
is your classroom.

“At that moment, she turned
to him and asked, ‘My classroom?’ He told her yes, it will be your
classroom. When he took her further and told her, this will be the
living quarters, she knew for a fact that he wasn’t kidding. In
their long talks about hopes and dreams, she had told him that she
wanted a school for the blind built.

“She wanted it unlike other
schools though, she wanted this one to also be like an orphanage,
but not called an orphanage, but a home. Children who don’t have
parents, or who have parents that can’t take care of them need to
have a place to call home, and it isn’t their fault. They need to
feel loved. The word orphanage isn’t a loving name, so she refused
to allow it to be called that. The name of the school and home for
the blind would become Princess Victoria’s School and Home for the
Blind.

“In conclusion, we all have
Mr. and Mrs. Simons to thank for giving us a safe place to learn
and live. Thank you for everything you’ve done for us. You have no
idea how many lives you’ve saved by taking a dream and making it a
reality.”

She then sat down and everyone in the
classroom erupted into clapping and shouting. Victoria, Jackson,
and Charles all came into the classroom. “Thank you Jessica, that
was an amazing speech, and I am so happy that I made it back here
just in time to hear it. I’m sorry I was late, I was actually sick
the past few days, and called the doctor to come and check on
me.

“He came early this morning,
which prohibited me from coming into the class first thing,”
Victoria announced to the class. She was ready to tell her big
announcement. She didn’t think there
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