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				For My Mother— 

				For all the little things and great things you have done to make me who I am.
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				Note to my readers.

				Few daughters truly understand their mothers, until becoming mothers themselves. Remembering Anna is the story of Lucy discovering who her mother was. A rare gift for any daughter.

				During the writing of Waking Lucy I wanted to explore her mother, Anna, especially her love story with James. So I left Lucy with some questions about her mother and a gift in the form of a locked box.

				The question has been asked “Will reading Remembering Anna if I haven’t read Waking Lucy confuse me or ruin the series?”

				Remembering Anna takes place in Lucy’s world a year after Waking Lucy ends, but explains Anna’s life before Waking Lucy begins as Anna’s story is told through several entries she made in a journal. I specifically designed it as a stand alone prequel/sequel and had readers who had not read Waking Lucy among my test group. These readers responded that they didn’t feel lost reading Anna’s story first. However, I would like to point out that there are a number of spoilers as Remembering Anna answers questions Lucy struggled with in her life as depicted in Waking Lucy. That said, I believe you can enjoy the entire American Homespun series in any order that you read them.

				Lorin Grace


				



			






			
				One

				Fall 1798

				Lucy tried to stretch her aching back and was rewarded with a push from her midsection.

				“Now, is that any way to help? I need to finish the cleaning before you come.” She rubbed the spot on her belly. She only had a few more days according to her husband’s mother and only one room left to clean. Lucy waddled to the door of the room she had shared with her husband for the past ten months. Dust motes danced in the light from the west windows. Lucy was sure they just moved from room to room. When she was finished with her bedroom, they would be back in the newly completed parlor.

				Starting top to bottom, Lucy stretched on her tiptoes to dust the top shelf. She dared not stand on a chair again—the one in the parlor had wobbled just a bit too much for her liking when she’d dusted there.

				At the sound of footsteps echoing behind her, Lucy bit her lip. A large hand covered hers and removed the dust rag. “What did my mother say about too much work?” Samuel pulled her against his chest and gently kissed her neck before lowering his hand to her rounded belly.

				“Emma told me not to work too much.” Lucy leaned into his embrace, somewhat amazed that he still loved her now that she was the size of the milk cow.

			

			
				Samuel turned her to face him. “Then let me dust the higher shelves and the top of the wardrobe while you sit for a moment. From the looks of things, you haven’t rested once since I left for town. You know Ma will have my hide if she thinks I am not taking care of you.”

				Laughter bubbled up. “Emma would at that, wouldn’t she?”

				“You should listen to Ma. She’s delivered more babies in the last twenty-five years than anyone else for ten miles.” He punctuated his sentence with a kiss to her nose.

				Lucy wrinkled her nose at him and stepped back. “While you are dusting that shelf, will you set Mama’s box on the dressing table for me? I want to polish the top.”

				Samuel set the small box on Lucy’s dressing table and tapped the lock. “You know, I could open this for you and install a new lock. Not even my father would be able to find the repair.”

				“It’s not the repair. I just want to locate the key. If Mama really wanted me to open it, she would have left me the key when she died.” They had discussed this several times over the last few months. Lucy was tempted to let Samuel open the box, but she wanted her mother’s permission. If only she could find the key, then it wouldn’t feel like she was committing larceny by opening the box. Lucy passed the rocking chair and headed for the door.

				“I thought you were going to rest.” Samuel pointed to the rocking chair.

				“I currently have a more pressing need than rest. I promise I will sleep as soon as I take a little walk outside.” She may not have rested while Samuel had gone into town, but she had walked to the privy often enough.

				When she returned, Samuel escorted her to a chair and handed her Mama’s box and a cloth already moist with furniture oil. “You can sit while you oil the wood. And do it slowly.”

			

			
				Already her husband knew her too well. It was not in her nature to sit with idle hands.

				“Where is Sarah?” Lucy was embarrassed that she hadn’t thought of her six-year-old sister with Samuel’s return.

				“She fell asleep coming back from town. I laid her down in the parlor.”

				Lucy nodded. It wasn’t like anyone could rest once her little sister was awake.
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				Lucy paused to catch her breath. This would be the last day of cleaning. Then she would rest. Sarah was cleaning the dishes in the gathering room as Lucy added the finishing touches to the bedroom. Lucy knew she should not attempt to move her bed to clean under it, but every inch of her bedroom floor was now spotless, with the one annoying exception of the space beneath her bed.

				Setting her back against the headpost of the bed, she planted her feet and shoved again using the wall for leverage. Inches became a span, and a span gave way to a foot as she moved the bed away from the wall.

				Klink. What was that?

				Lucy peered under the bed, which she’d managed to move only three feet. Where there had been only dirt just a few minutes ago, a faded ribbon now caught her eye. She used the broom to drag it to her, and her heart jumped when she saw the small key that dangled from the end of the ribbon. It had to be the key she had spent the last several months looking for. Finally, she would know what was in her box. Maybe she would even understand why her mother concealed so much from her.

				As she reached to retrieve it, the muscles in her back and abdomen suddenly seized, and her hand closed tightly about the key, the metal digging into her flesh. A rush of warmth flowed down her leg as she straightened. Lucy groaned. So much for the newly cleaned floor.

			

			
				“Sarah!” Lucy called, hoping her half sister couldn’t hear the panic in her voice.

				The six-year-old appeared in the doorway, washrag in hand.

				Lucy opened her mouth to speak, but the next hardening of her belly stole her breath away. She gripped the bedpost, waiting for it to pass. “Go tell Samuel it’s time to get his mother.” Lucy tried to keep her breathing steady.

				“The baby’s coming?” Sarah hopped up and down. “The baby’s coming!”

				Lucy laid a hand on her belly and let out a little sigh. “Yes, now hurry.”

				Sarah dropped the rag and ran from the doorway. Lucy was sure her sister’s yells of “Samuel, Samuel!” could be heard all the way to the New Hampshire border.

				Once the contraction had passed, she became aware of the key biting into her hand, leaving its imprint. She needed to put it someplace safe.

				Lucy mopped up the mess she’d made, finishing as Samuel rushed into the house.

				“Lucy?” His voice echoed off the low ceilings.

				Sarah answered before Lucy could. “She’s in the bedroom.”

				Hat still on his head, Samuel rushed into the room. “You’re sure it’s time to get Ma? Should you be sitting? Or in bed? Why is the bed out here?” He caught Lucy by both arms just as another pain hit. She let him support her through it.

				Lucy set her hand on her husband’s chest and could feel his racing heart. “Yes, it’s time. I was cleaning. Would you please move the bed back?” She didn’t dare look at him, fearing he would not be happy with her ignoring the cautions she had been given.

				“Did you move this bed yourself? Why didn’t you ask for help?” Samuel sighed, then dropped a kiss on her forehead before pushing the bed back into place with a grunt.

			

			
				Lucy sighed as well. “Please just go for Emma.” The muscles were tightening again. Samuel would be worse than useless if the baby were to make its appearance before his mother arrived. He’d fainted last month when Sarah had fallen and cut herself playing with Samuel’s brothers. Lucy was determined that Samuel was not going to be anywhere near the birthing.

				The anticipated pain ripped through her center, stealing her breath, and she grabbed the bedpost for support. “Just . . . go . . . Now!”

				Samuel’s eyes widened, and he finally removed his hat, crumpling it in the process. “Do you need anything else? Tea?”

				“No!” Her yell echoed through the house, and the hat slipped from Samuel’s grasp.

				Samuel hurried from the room, his hat on the floor where it had fallen.

				Lucy covered her mouth and blinked back tears. She’d promised herself she would never yell at her husband. Like a vise, another pain squeezed her about the middle. Hurry, Samuel!
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				Lucy adjusted the blanket so that she could see the perfect, tiny face of her newborn daughter by the light of the lamp. She felt more awake than she had just moments ago as feelings of love for this new life in her arms overcame her exhaustion.

				“Just a few more minutes and we can invite that son of mine to come in.” Emma opened the far window and dropped the basket containing the soiled linens out. “New fathers are squeamish enough, but having one who faints at the smell of blood—well, that just makes things more difficult. I was hoping he’d have gotten over it by now.” Emma tsked as she bustled about the room.

				As Lucy adjusted the baby in her arms, marveling at the tiny fingers, her daughter turned toward her, mouth open and searching. “I think she wants to eat.”

			

			
				“They all come out hungry.” Emma sat on the bed, adjusting the baby and coaching Lucy. In a few minutes, both settled into that rhythm of mother and child dating back to Eve.

				Emma touched Lucy’s shoulder. “I’ll send Samuel in now.”

				Lucy studied her daughter. Would Samuel be as pleased as she was? Didn’t every man want a boy first?
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				Samuel looked up from the board he was sanding when the barn door opened. “Ma?”

				“Go to them, son.”

				He was halfway across the yard before he realized he didn’t know if he had a son or daughter. Lucy’s yelling had been replaced by a tiny cry almost half an hour ago, but he had kept his word to stay in the barn until summoned. Why couldn’t he be like his father and help his wife or hold her during her pains? But the blood . . .

				As Samuel opened the door to his bedroom, all thoughts of his failings fled.

				Lucy is so beautiful. A lump grew in his throat as he approached the bed and Lucy looked up, her maple-syrup colored hair framing her face, a few strands still damp from her labor. Words gathered around the lump. The word love was
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