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Synopsis: The Identical Twin Switch - A
woman’s twin sister becomes widowed so she arranges for her to go
to Kansas with her, where she’s to be married to a mail ordered
husband. Unknowingly, they are roped into playing a game they’ve
had long practice at when the one engaged woman’s fiancé switches
with his twin brother because the ‘real’ one had to stay on their
ranch and build a new house for he and his soon to be
bride.

 


 


Flora washed the same plate for the
third time as she stood at the sink trying to avoid the people
crowding her small house. If one more person tried to explain to
her how God never gave us more than we could bear, she wouldn’t be
able to hold herself back from punching them right in the mouth.
She couldn’t bear any of this.

The loss of her husband within the
first year of their wonderful marriage was too much to ask of her.
It was too much to ask of any woman, she thought. They were still
getting to know and understand each other. She’d just gotten used
to the feel of waking up next to someone she loved. She was finally
comfortable making his coffee the way he liked it and cooking his
favorite foods. She’d spent the past nine months learning
everything she could about this man and now, in the blink of an
eye, he was gone.

“Ashes to ashes, dust to
dust”….

The line ran through her head in the
boorish tone of the disinterested preacher. He’d simply shone up to
do his duty and collect his fee. He didn’t know her husband and he
had no stake in whatever would come next. It was just another
funeral in a town that had seen far too many deaths
lately.

 


 


A sudden flurry of activity at the
front door forced her attention back to the matters at hand. She
turned to find a familiar figure trying to push her way into the
crowded room. A few startled gasps rose from the people as they
caught sight of the woman’s face. She ignored their reactions and
searched the room for the one person she needed to find.

Flora dropped the dish she was holding
and ran into her twin sister Fauna’s waiting arms with a sob. There
wasn’t another person in the world she wanted to see in this moment
more than her twin. Well, except for her husband and he was no
longer in this world.

Fauna quickly took charge of the house
and encouraged the mourners to finish their cake and go home. She
went about collecting plates and cups and saying polite words to
the effect of ‘Thank you for coming’, ‘So nice to see you again’,
and ‘Goodbye’ as she herded people towards the door.

Flora would have laughed at the looks
on their faces at her sister’s behavior, but she was worn out with
trying to be polite. She was happy to see everyone leave. There’d
been people in the house since early this morning trying to comfort
the widow, or so they said.

Just when she thought that everyone
was gone, there was a quiet ‘ahem’ from the corner of the living
room. She turned to find the town banker sitting there waiting to
have a word with her. He looked particularly unpleasant today, she
thought. He didn’t have a reputation for being very nice
anyway.

With a sigh, she went over, sat down
in a chair opposite him, and waited for him to speak.

“Mrs. Wellington, I’m here on behalf
of the bank to express our condolences for the loss of your
husband. As you may or may not have been aware, this property was
solely in the name of your husband. In the state of South Carolina,
there is no provision for women to hold ownership of property. In
consideration of your circumstances, the bank is willing to give
you a full thirty days to vacate the property.”

He paused to consider the look on her
face.

Flora was stunned into silence.
Everything they’d had was tied up in this property. If she
understood what he was saying, the bank expected her to get up and
walk away with nothing just because her husband died. What an odd
punishment for living, she thought.

That was the last thought Flora
remembered before her brain simply stopped taking in any more
information. She was able to see the man’s mouth moving, but there
was no sound. It was almost as if she was in a glass box or under
water. She watched her sister Fauna grab the man by the back of his
shirt collar and half drag/half push him out the front door. She
saw Fauna coming towards her with a look of concern on her face and
then she saw nothing. Everything went black.

 


 


Flora listened to the sound of the
birds chirping outside the window of her bedroom. This was one of
her favorite morning sounds. Her second favorite sound was the
funny groans that came from her husband as he struggled to wake up
and take care of the animals before she finished making
breakfast.

Her ears strained to hear him
stirring. Hearing nothing, she stretched out her arm to gently
nudge him awake. He always complained when she did that. He
maintained that he was perfectly able to wake up all by himself.
Her arm had traveled as far as she could reach before she realized
there was no one there.

In an instant, everything came
flooding back to her and she leaned over the side of the bed and
threw up. Fortunately, she’d had nothing to eat for the last two
days so there was no mess to clean up.

Sitting up in her bed, she looked
around her familiar bedroom. The wardrobe door stood ajar and she
could see empty hangers where his clothes had hung. The pile of
dirty clothes that had been lying on the floor was gone. His things
that normally sat on top of the dresser were also gone.

She jumped out of bed and ran over to
the dresser. Pulling out his drawers, she realized they were all
empty. At the sound of the drawers falling to the floor, her
bedroom door was flung open as her sister Fauna ran into the
room.

“Where are his things,” Flora
shouted.

“I packed them all away,” Fauna said
quietly, trying to lead her back to the bed.

“Why? Why would you do that,” Flora
cried, trying to push her sister away.

“I’m sorry. I thought it would help. I
just wanted to do something to help you.”

Flora groaned and turned back to the
bed. She had no strength to resist and she allowed her sister to
tuck her back in under the covers. She turned her face to the wall
as her sister put the drawers back in their spaces and closed the
wardrobe door. She didn’t want to see the emptiness he’d left
behind for her.

“I’ll bring you some breakfast or at
least some tea,” Fauna said.

When Flora didn’t reply, she went from
the room quietly, leaving the door ajar.

Flora closed her eyes as the tears
welled up and threatened to overwhelm her. She could only wonder
when the pain would become something she could bear. This was too
much for her.

 


 


Flora spent another day in bed before
she suddenly realized there was no one caring for the animals. It
was all up to her, well, at least for the next thirty days, minus
whatever days she’d slept through up to now. It wouldn’t do to let
the animals suffer without food or water until someone else came to
take care of them.

She got out of bed and dressed quietly
trying not to wake her sister. She didn’t want to explain anything,
eat anything, or have to try to talk to anyone. She just wanted to
go outside and lose herself in the busyness of hard work. Doing
something normal might help her to make some sense of what was
happening here, she thought.

 


 


As she headed to the barn, the sun was
peeking over the horizon to the east. She was surprised the rooster
wasn’t heralding its arrival as he usually did each morning. She
looked about for the chickens. Seeing none of them, she feared the
worst. The foxes and weasels were always after her chickens. She
hurried her steps towards the chicken house.

Flora stopped in surprise to find the
chicken house empty and the door hanging open. That was strange,
because even with the door open, the chickens weren’t inclined to
wander too far away. She looked over at the barn to see if they had
gone over there. To her horror, she saw that the cows weren’t in
their pen and the corral was empty too. All of the horses were
gone!

She ran to the barn and threw the
doors open so she could see inside. Everything was gone! Her
husband’s tools, their wagon, and all of the hay and feed for the
animals. The barn was empty from one wall to the other.

She turned back to the house to see
Fauna coming towards her across the yard.

“What have you done,” Flora cried.
“Why are you making everything go away?”

Fauna came and put her arm around her
sister to lead her back to the house.

“Just let me explain,” Fauna began, “I
can explain all of this to you and I think you’re going to like
what I’ve done. Come inside and I’ll tell you everything. It’s
going to be fine.”

 


 


Fauna led her sister to the table and
brought her a cup of tea and some scones.

Flora pushed it all away and glared at
her sister.

“Where are my chickens and my horses
and my cows…” she began.

Before she could finish her question,
she noticed that much of the furniture in the room was gone. She
jumped up from her chair, knocking it over and ran around the house
looking in all of the rooms. Several of them were empty.

“Where’s my furniture?”

Fauna was looking very uncomfortable
at this point. She knew she had a good plan in action, but it was
going to take a lot of talking to get her sister to understand it
and go along. She didn’t want to do all of this behind Flora’s
back, but she was on a tough deadline herself and needed to work
quickly to get everything done in time. She could only pray her
sister would come around and see things her way as fast as
possible. She was relieved to see Flora come around the table and
pick up her chair before sitting back down.

Flora reached for the tea and a scone
and began to eat. She needed her strength if she was going to kill
her twin sister.

As she considered the various ways she
could carry out this evil deed, she remembered something from their
childhood that Fauna had done to her. She’d vowed to kill her
sister that time also. Their mother had intervened and possibly
saved Fauna’s life though Flora knew full well, she’d never harm
her twin.

The two of them were joined in ways
that escaped the attention of most people in the world. They could
hear each other in their heads without even speaking. They called
it ‘the voice’ and had learned not to speak of it early on as it
frightened ordinary people.

People got scared when they saw the
evidence of it at work in the girls. More than once the twins had
been accused of being witches or having extraordinary powers. They
just laughed at those words.

 


 


“First of all,” Flora mumbled between
bites, “what are you doing here? I thought you were supposed to be
in Kansas getting married or something.”

“Well,” Fauna replied, “I was on my
way when ‘the voice’ called me back here. I came back as fast as I
could. I knew you needed me.”

“I needed you for what, to make my
life and all my stuff disappear?”

“It’s not really me making everything
disappear,” Fauna said. “It’s a concerted effort in the community.
It’s a kind of protest really, against the unjust laws of this
state that would take everything from a widow and cast her out into
the street.

“You see, everyone knew why that
banker was here at your house for the funeral. They knew the bank
was going to take it all and put you out. It’s done all the time
here in South Carolina. They wanted to tell you ‘the plan’, but you
were too upset to listen to them.

“Some of them came back the next day
and explained everything to me.

Fauna jumped up from her chair and ran
into the bedroom. She came back with a small box and placed it on
the table between them.

“It’s all here,” she said opening the
box, “the horses, the cows, the chickens and all of the
furniture.”

She showed her sister a big wad of
money. It was more money than Flora had ever seen in her
life.

Fauna explained how some men came
every night and took stuff away on wagons. They’d take it to a
market in the next town or county and sell it for the best price
they could get and then they’d bring the money back
here.

They didn’t have the power to change
the unjust laws of their state or protect her from them, but they
did know God’s judgment was harsh for those that took advantage of
widows or orphans. God vowed to make widows and orphans from the
wives and children of men that did such evil things. They wanted no
part of that judgment on their families and they respected her
husband and wanted to do right by her too. This was the only way
they knew how to do that.

“When everything is gone, these men
will help us to go wherever you want to go and you can start over
in a new place with this,” Fauna said holding up the money in her
hand. “Of course, the first place we have to go is Kansas as I’ve
got a fiancé anxiously waiting for me there. I figured, you can
come with me and if you want to move on from there, it’s up to
you.”

Flora reached for another scone and
chewed on it thoughtfully.

“These are good,” she said. “Who made
them?”

Her sister just grinned at her,
knowing that they’d made it through this crisis. In a few more
days, they’d have to face the next one, but at least Flora was on
board this time.

Fauna was relieved and reached for a
scone before her sister ate them all.

 


 


The two women stood on the porch and
watched the last two wagons pull away into the darkness. There was
nothing left in the house but some bedding and their
bags.

Tomorrow night, a final wagon would
come for them and take them across the border to Atlanta, Georgia.
From there, they would purchase tickets for the train and begin
their journey to Kansas.

Despite the sadness of losing her
husband and their farm, Flora felt a small measure of excitement at
the start of this big adventure. She thought the course of her life
had already been determined, but it was clear the Lord had a
different plan. She was willing to take the leap of faith He asked
of her to see what lay ahead. It wasn’t going to be too hard with
her sister at her side. She couldn’t think of anyone else she’d
rather be with, well, except for her husband of course, but that
wasn’t up to her.

 


 


On her last day on the farm, Flora
went up the hill and sat next to her husband’s grave. She talked to
him about her situation and the things she was doing about it. She
explained how it was very unlikely she’d ever be able to come here
to visit with him again. She knew he couldn’t hear anything she
said, but it made her feel better just to say it aloud. Somehow, it
seemed to make it matter.

When she’d said her piece, she took
one last look around and headed back to the house.

Fauna was waiting for her with the
last of their tea and some food one of the neighbors had prepared
for them. This would be their last meal on her farm. They ate
quietly.

Everything was cold and it matched the
coldness in Flora’s heart. She knew nothing was right about this
and she was helpless to do anything about it, well, almost
helpless. The neighbors had made things as right as any one was
able. She was grateful for all they’d done for her. She prayed the
Lord would bless them for their kindness and generosity towards
her.

 


 


As the darkness fell, a final wagon
made its way up the driveway and the men climbed down to help the
women with their bags.

Flora was surprised to see the men go
back into the house and one of them headed out to the barn. They
hurried back to jump in the wagon where
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