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Shadows danced all over Tyra’s wall. The thirteen-year-old wondered why. Was it the spirits or a small breeze? She didn’t feel a breeze. She liked to watch them and listen to the sounds of the old house. Her adoptive mother, Margaret, could be heard downstairs preparing dinner.

Her adoptive father, Frankie, could be heard calling to her. “Rain is coming!” Tyra rolled her eyes when she heard the thunder. He appeared in her doorway. “Don’t worry. There won’t be any leaks in this old house,” he told her. They could hear a few raindrops start to come down. “I want you coming down for dinner,” he said.

With a nod, she jumped up, straightened her black dress, and went down to dinner. The house was so big, but nothing fancy. It reminded Tyra of a large box, and she had lived there with them since she was about five. That was as far back as she could remember. The Smythes loved their old home. It was worth keeping.

***
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TYRA LAY IN BED AFTER a good night’s sleep. The only sounds she heard were crickets and the storm. It was the perfect time for ghosts to haunt. She had searched for them before but never found them. Not last night either. The dancing flame was probably predicting the storm, and outside it was muddy. 

The clicking of heels could be heard on the floor. Hattie, her babysitter, appeared in the doorway. Her blonde hair was pinned back, and her white lace dress was spotless. “I’m going to be staying here about four months,” Hattie Cunningham said. Tyra sat up in surprise. “Your parents are going to London for a while, and I was asked to be your nanny.”

Tyra shook and jumped out of bed in her wrinkled nightgown. Her babysitter was perfect, and her rules were also. Tyra hated them. “I want to see my mother!” she demanded. Her long black hair had grown all the way down her back.

Hattie got out of the way, afraid to argue with Tyra.

Tyra ran to Frankie, finding him in the living room. “No, I don’t want you to go!”

“It’s okay. We’ll leave some money for you with Hattie, and I’ll write. And I promise I’ll bring you something back,” he said reassuringly.

Tyra was thirteen but couldn’t resist a gift from London. It would take a while to get there by boat. She hugged him. He had already packed. It wasn’t long after she hugged both her parents that they left.

Hattie entered the house with two suitcases and went to her room, which was on the other side of the house from Tyra’s. 

Tyra didn’t want to stay with Hattie. Her stare said how serious she was. Tyra did feel secure, though. 

Hattie was a college student and was working part-time. 

Frankie picked up his suitcases, and Margaret did also. “I promise I’ll write to you as soon as I get there, Ty.” He pinched her cheek and went on his way. He was very tall, and his suit seemed to make him even taller. Her mother hugged her and left as well.

Tyra sat by Hattie on the couch and asked, “Want to play cards?”

Hattie shook her head no. “Want lunch?”

Tyra agreed, and they went into the kitchen. They had leftovers, but the Italian food was so good. While the food was being warmed, Tyra went upstairs to put a dress on. Meanwhile, Hattie looked around the first floor. It was a mess, and it needed to be cleaned. She wanted to clean it immediately. 

Out the window, large gray clouds from the night before seemed to be stalking them. By the time Tyra was eating, the rain poured, creating puddles outside. “Don’t you go out in this,” Hattie told Tyra.

Tyra shook her head no indicating she never would. She did have school the next day, so hopefully, it would be dry by then. If not, she would wear a long jacket and her big boots. All had started well.

During recess at school, Tyra sat by her friend Evelyn. “My parents have left for England, and Hattie is staying with me.”

“No way,” Evelyn replied.

“Yes, so we have to do something fun or interesting. My fourteenth birthday is coming soon. And just think, next fall, we will be in ninth grade. We should be in the same school. Also, I want to know who my real mother is.” 

Evelyn nodded in agreement.

“I’m thirteen now, and I don’t remember the orphanage. When Hattie’s not around, I’ll search Margaret’s room for my birth certificate or adoption papers. I’ve been thinking about it a lot lately,” Tyra said.

“You’ve been growing a lot too. You’re like five feet two now,” Evelyn said with a giggle. “Let me know what you find.”

Tyra nodded.

After school, Tyra got home and kicked off her shoes, then threw down her books. There was a note from Hattie that said, “Ty, I will be at a college class until five in the evening. At that time, I will fix you dinner. See ya.” Tyra decided to go to her parents’ bedroom and search for her adoption papers.

She sifted through Margaret’s chest by the bed, then headed for Frankie’s desk. No birth certificate, but she saw the name Tyra and grabbed that handful of papers. There it was. There was so much writing, and it kept saying “adopted.” They were adoption papers. Just like Margaret said, she was adopted at three. Her mom’s name was Terra Green, and Tyra’s last name was Green. She was born in Chicago. Soon, Tyra could get a real copy of her birth certificate from the state, which should tell her who her father was. She would need it to get her first job anyway. It didn’t say anything about her father, but it did state that although her mother was unmarried when Tyra was born, she was staying with someone named Jack. Who was he? Probably a boyfriend. Maybe even her father. How would she find him? It also said she was taken away by the state because Terra was unfit to be a mother. It stated more than a birth certificate did. Her mother didn’t want her to go. Maybe she still wanted her or wanted to see her.

Tyra popped up with a flutter and nervously ran to her room with the papers. Hattie wouldn’t know they were missing, so she kept them in her desk in her room. What a beautiful name, Terra Green. Tyra wondered if her face was beautiful as well. She was probably just like her mom, with long black hair and brown eyes. Tyra lay on her bed thinking of how she would meet her. Maybe Evelyn or Hattie would have some answers. How many Jack Clearsons were in Chicago in the 1930s? Not a lot of people knew her mother personally, but they knew who she was.

As Tyra lay there, she heard Hattie’s green car pull up. She put the papers away and sat up. Hattie came in to ask how her day at school went, and Tyra said, “Same old stuff. How did yours go?”

“We watched a film and learned some Spanish.” With a shrug of her shoulders, Hattie was off to start dinner.

Tyra just needed to get the white pages to look for a Jack Clearson, but they were in the kitchen cupboard. She went downstairs, where she could smell chicken and rice with sauce. She would grab the white pages when dinner was over. 

Now it was time for homework. Hattie kept staring at her, so Tyra got up and said, “I’m going upstairs to do my homework. I’m having trouble in math.”

Luckily for Tyra, Hattie brought a hot dinner plate with a drink up to her. Tyra was working on homework when she came in. 

After eating, Tyra went downstairs and rinsed her plate in the sink. She got the telephone directory and started looking through the white pages. There he was, Jack Clearson, east of Chicago. There was only one. It couldn’t have been easier—except he was east, and she was south. She wasn’t going to ask Hattie to take her. Hattie would probably think there was trouble because she worried a lot. 

Tyra could ask Evelyn to go with her by public transportation. It would be easier with a friend. Tyra tore out the page, circled his name, and took the page up to her room to be stuffed in her desk. 

Tyra knew the address was a street near the shopping strips. There were many old houses there. She didn’t want anyone to know yet, so she asked Evelyn if she wanted to hang out there after school so Tyra could watch and see if Jack would come out. She was even more in luck when Hattie handed her ten dollars, which was part of what her mother left for her.

The girls went after school, and Evelyn was laughing and smiling. Tyra bought them candy.

“Where did you get that money?” Evelyn asked.

“My parents left it for me before they went to England. I’m alone with my nanny, Hattie, remember?”

“What’s she like?” Evelyn asked.

“Strict, but nice and quiet. She has a car,” Tyra said.

“Wow, maybe she could drive us somewhere.” 

Tyra stared at the three-story house across the street and nodded.

“Why do you keep looking at that house?” Evelyn asked.

“I found out my mom’s name, and the guy’s name that lives there was on the adoption papers. It didn’t say he was my father, but I think he was her boyfriend. I want to meet him,” Tyra said. “My birth name was Green. Now it’s Smythe.”

Evelyn breathed with excitement. “Let’s go over there. What’s his name?”

“Jack Clearson.”

“Sounds like a rich man.” Evelyn grabbed Tyra by the hand, and they walked to the area right across his house on Silver Street. They could see a man inside. 

He noticed them and came outside. Looking casual and clean-shaven, he was nothing like Frankie. “Is there anything you need? You girls okay?”

“We’re fine,” Tyra said. “To tell you
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