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      Love,

      Tanya

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            GET YOUR FREE COPY OF

          

          AT THE CORNER OF FICTION & HISTORY - FACTS & FOLLIES THAT INSPIRE THE STORIES

        

      

    

    
      To instantly receive a complimentary eBook copy of At The Corner of Fiction & History sign up for Tanya E Williams’ Free author newsletter at www.tanyaewilliams.com

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      August 1942

      Bernice

      

      I’ve always deserved better. Nobody ever told me so. It is simply a fact I’ve always known to be true.

      I step out from the blackness of the crooked doorframe into the hot August sun. The dusty ground is so dry my feet slash cuts into the barren land. I almost wish a crack big enough to swallow the shack we call home would appear. I rest the back of my hand against my forehead to block the glare and rub at the crusty layer of sweat, the result of time spent boiling cloths over the wood-burning stove.

      At nine years old, my height has yet to catch up with my chores. Teetering on tiptoe while I peer into an oversized pot filled with river water and onion-thin cloths is dangerous yet necessary. The cloths are a desperate attempt to boil out the sickness that keeps Mother in the small, stuffy bedroom at the back of the house.

      With Alice’s escape to what she called a better life, I am the next-oldest girl in line to be burdened. I’m forced to be nursemaid to Mother and mother to my younger sister, Patty. Nobody ever asked me, but I’d have told them that Alice should have married her George and then come back for the rest of us. That is what family is for, to take care of one another, especially in desperate times such as these.

      Desperate times is all we’ve ever known. Father works the farm for the man from the city. He does the best he can, but I suspect farming was never his best skill. The two-bedroom, dirt-floor house comes with the job, and though he used to talk about fixing it up and adding indoor plumbing, those dreams vanished when Mother fell ill. With little money for doctor’s visits, Mother’s state is sure to worsen. I shake my head as the weight of my life presses against my chest, making it hard to breathe.

      The farm sits five miles from the center of Sioux Falls. The walk is long, only made longer whenever Patty pesters me into letting her tag along. Most days, there is no need to walk to town, and since Alice’s abrupt departure, there is no time for such a journey anyway. During the school months, my brothers, Reggie and Albert, spend a few days at the one-room schoolhouse, their education always interrupted by the demands of the failing piece of farmland.

      A scratching sound from beyond the darkened doorway catches my attention. I cock my ear toward the sound and listen. Mother’s cough has gotten worse over the past few days. I both fear and hope for it to end soon. Satisfied the noise is likely a field mouse seeking a piece of shade, I return my attention to the dust bowl that is our front yard. I squint my eyes and take in the shimmering heat on the horizon. I let the mirage of a cool body of water play across my imagination and dream of splashing about in the lake like other girls my age must do. Other girls have proper swimming costumes and ponytails placed high atop their heads. I can almost hear their voices squeal in delight as they play and splash one another, blind to the reality of a life like mine.

      Patty’s shadow interrupts my daydream as she emerges from the side of the house, metal watering can in hand. She swings the nearly empty can as she walks toward me, droplets scattering with each step. At six years old, Patty is the spitting image of our father. I see his eyes reflected in hers. She carries his gentle soul too. I used to admire his gentleness. He was a fun-loving man who always had time for a game of tag or a romp around the yard. A smile creeps across my face before I shoo the memory away.

      “Any hope for peas?” I ask, already dreading the response. I hear my desire for something sweet in the rumble of my stomach.

      Patty shrugs and shakes her head no. She places the watering can beside the open door before standing beside me. She takes my hand in hers, a gesture that is becoming more common in the days without Alice or Mother. “Turnips again,” I say as bile churns in my gurgling stomach. Another silent shrug, and Patty turns toward the open door of our little shack. “Momma’s sleeping.” My warning deflates her tiny body, and I watch with a sadness I seldom entertain as she turns and walks toward the barn. Several steps later, her familiar lightness returns as she hops, skips, and jumps, following an imaginary weaving line toward the barn’s faded red doors.

      Sweat trickles down the side of my face as Mother’s cough echoes from the blackness behind me. I step over the threshold into the thick, stifling air of the tiny room. The air is cooler in the shade, but I worry the heavy sickness will suffocate even the healthiest of people.

      The bedroom door groans as I ease it open, revealing Mother lying in bed. Her head is bent over the bucket I placed there earlier. The familiar smell of vomit rushes to greet me as I step into the room. Sunlight filters through the thin floral curtains, the fabric unable to block the light. Mother’s once-braided hair falls around her face like a veil separating me from the retching that consumes her. I place a boiled cloth on her skin, stretching my arm as far as I can and stepping no closer than necessary. I am careful to keep my distance as a wave of nausea rises in my own body.

      Once she settles back in bed, I dip the cloth into the wash basin and wring it out with all the strength I can muster. I sit on the edge of her bed and dream of being anywhere but here. I wipe her face, beginning with her forehead. A small sigh escapes her chapped lips as her eyes flutter, watching me as I move the cloth across her cheek.

      Mother grips my arm with both hands. “Bernice, I’m sorry you have to see me like this.”

      I dip the cloth into the basin again. “We can thank Alice for that.” I blurt out the comment before I bite my lip, remembering that Father warned me not to complain to Mother about Alice or, well, about Mother.

      A strangled laugh emerges as a weak smile spreads across her raw, colorless lips. “Oh, Bernice. You’ve never been one to mince words. Don’t you see how alike you and Alice are? My two oldest girls, so similar yet so convinced that they are nothing alike.” A ragged cough propels her frail body toward the bucket again. I rub her back as I’ve seen her do for Patty after a bad dream.

      Exhaustion wins out, ending all conversation between us. I straighten the bedding over her and reach for the paper fan on the shelf beside her bed. Mother’s darkened eyes close as she drifts back to sleep. I wave the fan, trying to offer her some comfort while keeping the flies away. I am nothing like Alice, I think to myself. Nothing at all like her.
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      September 1942

      Bernice

      

      Less than a week later, I sit beside Mother’s bed in a stiff-backed chair that Reggie brought me two nights ago. We share a silent understanding that time is short. He placed the chair beside her bed before bending to kiss Mother’s forehead. As he closed the door behind him, he told me he’d take Patty into the field the next day. Hardly a man, at fourteen years old, he is old enough to know when death comes creeping in.

      Father, on the other hand, moves about as if Mother will come back to us at any moment. It puzzles me to watch him flit about the room, telling her about the farm and how he believes things will finally turn in our favor this year. I expect he believes he will find her working in the garden, smiling as he comes in from the field, just as she has always done. I furrow my brow as I watch him talk to her, confused by his disbelief of the situation. He kisses her cheek, pats my shoulder, and leaves this room that feels like a prison. I shake my head as he closes the door behind him. He must understand that Mother is not coming back. I shift my weight, seeking a comfortable position, but there is none.

      That night, I watch her as she claws at the air for breath. The darkness brings the ugliest parts of the business of dying. Her raspy pleas for life are almost more than I can bear. I squeeze my eyes shut and beg for daylight, and also for death.

      As the sun rises the next day, I find myself both exhausted and renewed with the hope of moving on. I am unaware of what living without a mother will be like, but I am certain it will be better than living with one who is a burden.

      Mother dies in the middle of an otherwise ordinary afternoon. A shiver runs through me as she gasps one last time. I wait several minutes, staring at her chest. I have no desire to lean in and listen to her heart. Instead, I stand and smooth the hair back from her face, fanning it like a halo around her sunken features. I pull the covers up to her shoulders and straighten them at her feet. I move the chair to the corner of the room and pick up the washbasin. I know everything in the room will have to be burned. The door, having expanded with the heat of the day, scrapes the dirt floor as I pull it open. I rest the washbasin on my hip as I close the door behind me. The house is empty, and I breathe a sigh of relief at the stale but less sickly-smelling air in the kitchen. I toss the water out the back door and place the basin on the floor beside the stove.

      I stretch my back before walking out the front door in search of Father. I see no movement in the dusty yard, so I continue toward the field. I find him bent low over a section of fence, hat tilted to shield his face from the heat. My shadow falls across his path. He bolts upright, surprising me with his sudden movement. I stumble backward on my weary legs, catching my balance before I tumble.

      “Bernice. Why aren’t you with your mother?” He wipes sweat from his brow. “You know she needs your help now. Off you go. You need to help her get well.” His voice is angry and pleading.

      I take a step closer, unsure of how to tell him. The words don’t come as fast as I would like. I shake my head no. Where has he been? I wonder. Hasn’t he seen the life running out of her?

      “Don’t you sass me, young lady. I want no more complaining out of you. Get on back to the house and take care of your mother.” Father’s voice is stern, and I recoil.

      Tears brim my eyes, though I’m not sure if they are from his words of blame or in anticipation of the words I have to deliver. “Mother.” I pause as a sob sneaks past my lips. “Mother is dead.” My voice is flat from exhaustion and riddled with uncertainty, neither of which helps convey my grief.

      Something in him shifts, and Father stares right through me, back toward the house. Like a scarecrow who has lost his straw, Father falls to his knees. He wails in grief, and I turn in circles, looking around for Reggie or Albert. I am lost, not knowing what to do. Father’s cries grow louder, more guttural. The sounds, which I can only compare to those of a wild animal, scare me, and I ease my body backward, preparing to run.

      Rustling in the grass behind him draws my attention. Patty stands, emerging from the tall grass on the other side of the fence. Tears spill down her cheeks as she looks desperately from Father to me. Time seems to stand still as we stare at him, unable to break the barrier separating us from Father.

      Reggie and Albert, responding to Father’s howls, come running across the field. Reggie, the older and more aware of the two, reaches us first and lifts Patty into his arms, cradling her like an infant. He nods in my direction, and I return his nod with one of my own. With Patty’s head nestled into his shoulder, Reggie steps around the fence and whispers instructions to Albert.

      Albert takes off running toward the house. Moments later, he emerges and runs toward town. Reggie passes Patty into my arms and instructs me to take her to the shade of the garden and comfort her until he returns. I want to know more, but his back turns to me as he focuses his attention on Father, who is kneeling in the dirt with his head hung low.

      As we walk away, I hear Reggie consoling Father. Patty is silent in my arms, save for the occasional hiccup that erupts between tears. I can’t believe Father was the least prepared for her death. He should have known. Wasn’t his job to console us? I’ve watched him grow weaker these past months, but the man I saw today is either lost or without a lick of sense in his brain. I shift Patty’s weight on my hip and furrow my brow in disbelief at Father, a man I no longer understand.

      Three days later, Alice and George gather with us around the old oak tree that Mother favored. A simple pine box, built with haste by the farmer down the way, lies beside the deep, trench-like grave that Albert insisted on digging himself. Upon returning from town, having sent the telegram of Mother’s passing that George had requested and paid for in advance, Albert set straight away to the tree with a shovel in hand.

      There was little discussion about the proceedings. A lack of money dictated the path of burial. At George’s insistence and an offer of payment, a preacher from town was called. Upon his arrival, the man in black offers his condolences to Father before directing what I suppose is normal goings on for a funeral. His sad eyes take in the state of our home and the farm before resting on Patty a moment longer than I am comfortable with. In response, Patty squirrels herself closer to my legs, thumb in mouth.

      With earth piled atop Mother’s grave and the funeral complete, Alice bustles about the kitchen, searching for anything resembling tea or coffee. Her determination to serve the preacher refreshments is almost amusing. Frustrated with the emptiness of the cupboards, the skirt of her new-fashioned dress swishes as she moves, drawing me in with the whirling floral print.

      “Nothing. Absolutely nothing in this kitchen is suitable to serve.” Alice, hands on her hips, looks at George with imploring eyes that appear ready to overflow with tears.

      I snicker under my breath at her obvious frustration and wonder if her tears are due to Mother’s passing or the lack of refreshments, considering that, even before the government-ordered rations, our cupboards haven’t held tea or coffee for years.

      “Now dear, don’t fuss.” George wraps her in a hug. “We’ll take the preacher back to town for tea.”

      Alice nods and smiles at George. “Yes. Thank you, George. That would be most appreciated.”

      I can’t help but notice George’s kindness. It is no wonder Alice saw fit to snag him as a husband, but I cannot figure what drew him to her. Maybe George is the answer for our family. He and Alice are building that big house in Rapid City, the one Alice goes on about for hours. Even her letters over the past several months have been filled with nonsense about moldings and paint colors. Father seems happy for her, but I can’t help but wonder why she wouldn’t help the rest of us, given the circumstance.

      The walk to town is slow. George’s car had only room enough for George, Alice, Father, and the preacher, so the four of us make our own way there. Reggie kicks the dirt as we walk, sending up clouds of dust with each step. Albert breaks the quiet with a cough. The boys exchange a nod, and I stop, spinning to stand in their path. Patty’s hand is glued to mine, and she’s tugged across the dusty road by my sudden change in direction.

      “What?” I ask. “I know it’s something. What is it?”

      Albert looks at Reggie and nudges him to speak. Reggie sighs and casts his gaze toward the road ahead. “Albert and me, we got jobs at the Peterson farm.” He shrugs. “It’s not much, but they will provide us food and a roof over our heads. Plus a little extra we can send back to you and Father.”

      “You’re leaving us?” My voice is high-pitched, the question leaning on the edge of an accusation.

      “I told you she’d go funny,” Albert says to Reggie. His cheeks redden as Reggie shoots him a warning look.

      “Bernie, you saw how the preacher looked at Patty. You know it’s only a matter of time before they come for you. Girls are easier to place in a home, and well, we can work. Pay our own way.” Reggie bows his head. “It’s the only thing I can think of, Bernie, to keep you and Patty safe.”

      “Father can work now, with Mother gone.” I throw my free arm back toward the farm. “We can move to town. He can get a real job. One he knows how to do.”

      Reggie shakes his head. “Father isn’t right. I don’t know if he ever will be.” Reggie lowers his voice and leans closer to my ear. “Think of Patty. We have to do what is best for her now.”

      I scoff at his words and walk hurriedly toward town, pulling Patty along with me.
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      March 1943

      Bernice

      

      The rain plods at the dirt path, determined to wash away any trace of snow. The immense, cold-looking orphanage lies beyond the gate we stand rooted behind. Patty clings to Father’s pant leg, her thumb firmly inserted in her mouth. If my blood weren’t boiling with anger, I might nudge her thumb loose and encourage her to speak a word or two, something she hasn’t done for months. Instead, I let the heat of my fury ooze from every pore. I am determined to let him know what a fool he is, with words meant only to cause pain.

      “This isn’t right.” A shiver runs through me as the rain soaks my overcoat, a hand-me-down from the preacher’s collection. After witnessing our state of poverty at Mother’s graveside, the preacher continued to visit the farm on a regular basis, bringing any clothing and household items he could scrape together. “You know we don’t belong here.” I try again to put reason in Father’s mind.

      He stares back at me, eyes hollow. “Preacher says you’ll be safe here, Bernie.”

      I scoff at his statement, causing him to pause.

      “You’ll be well-fed. Well-cared-for. The mister and missus here are good folk. You’ll go to school, make something of yourselves.” Father bends to meet Patty’s sullen face. “You want to go to school, don’t you, Patty?”

      Patty shrugs her shoulders in response.

      Movement on the front steps of the orphanage draws my attention. A stern-looking woman with her hair pulled into a tight bun stands under the covered porch. She nods at Father and he at her. As he steps away from Patty’s hold, Father unlatches the gate and pushes it open.

      “Off we go.” Father gently nudges Patty forward. Patty takes one step before her hand finds mine.

      I hurl an exasperated breath from my lips, and I stomp with defiance toward the gray mansion and the woman who waits for us there.

      “Mr. Rosin, how lovely to see you again.” The woman smiles as if greeting us for tea, rather than evicting two children from their father’s clutches.

      “Mrs. Percival, this here is Bernice.” Father waves his hat in my direction. “And this…” He smiles, crouching beside Patty. “This is Princess Patricia.”

      “Very nice to meet you both.” Mrs. Percival nods at each of us. “Please, won’t you come in from the rain?”

      “Thank you, ma’am, but I think I will say my goodbyes here.” Father’s shoulders drop farther into the shell of his weathered body. “Might be easier that way.”

      I roll my eyes and huff in his direction. I release my hand from Patty’s and stomp up the stairs to find cover from the rain. “Easier for who?”

      Father and Mrs. Percival share a glance. I lean against the porch railing and glare at them with narrowed eyes, aware that I have already been labeled a difficult one. Father steps closer to Patty. She places both her hands in his. Tears slide down her cheeks as Father whispers to her. Lies, I presume. Promises he can’t possibly keep. Not now. Not ever.

      I clamp down on the inside of my cheek to keep my focus on the anger brewing inside me. “Never let them see you cry,” Reggie told me the day he and Albert left the farm. I stared at him, petrified of my future, as his advice sank in. I try to appear disinterested as Patty nods in response to Father’s words. He hugs her tightly, and a tear snakes down his hollow face. I wonder if I would care for him if he weren’t, once again, demanding I act older than my ten years.

      “Come girls, let’s go inside for a nice cup of tea.” Mrs. Percival reaches for Patty’s hand. Unwilling to give in so easily, Patty tucks herself closer to me. A thin, satisfied smile forms on my face, and I wrap my arm around Patty’s shoulder and guide her through the oversized entry door. I turn only once to watch Father retreat from the tall granite walls of the orphanage and from the lives of his children.

      Mrs. Percival sits us down at an enormous table that would have filled our entire house at the farm. A stout woman, whom Mrs. Percival introduces as Cook, sets out a pot of tea and biscuits. Patty’s eyes follow Cook as she bustles about the table, pouring tea. She adds more milk than tea into Patty’s cup. “So tell me, Bernice.” Mrs. Percival turns in her chair to face me. “What grade level are you studying at?”

      “I’ve never been to school.” My eyes follow the plate of biscuits Cook offers Patty, nudging her to take two with a wink.

      “Oh, no school? I see.” Mrs. Percival looks at her hands for a moment. “No bother. We will start you off tomorrow with a few basics and see what we can learn together.”

      Though her smile appears sincere, I can’t help but feel less-than for my lack of schooling. A desire to defend my skills surges within me. “Mother taught us what she could at home,” I stammer. “Before she fell ill, that is.”

      “I am sure she did, dear.” Mrs. Percival casts a glance in Patty’s direction. “And what about you, Miss Patricia? Would you like to learn your letters and numbers?”

      Patty shrugs before returning her attention to the biscuit in her hand.

      “She hasn’t said much. Not since Mother got real sick.” I watch Patty nibble the edges of her biscuit.

      “Not a word?” Cook exclaims as she returns the teapot to the table and leans her large bosom toward Patty’s chair. “That just won’t do. Patricia, sweet, let me give you a word of caution.” Cook’s Irish lilt rolls off her tongue in a mesmerizing way, coaxing Patty’s gaze. “Round here, as you’ll soon find out, you’ve got to speak up for yourself. It simply won’t do to remain quiet.” Cook nudges Patty’s shoulder with her own. “Don’t you worry ‘bout that now. We can work on it together, you and I.”

      Patty’s face lights up for a brief moment before she bows her head and retreats back into the silence.

      Mrs. Percival returns her attention to me. “The others will arrive home from school soon. Before they do, I want to show you to your rooms and go through the responsibilities you will have while living here at Children’s Home. We have three meals a day, each of which, aside from school-day lunches, take place at this table. You’ll be summoned for meals by a bell, and each meal begins with grace.”

      I cringe at the lengthy list of chores Mrs. Percival prattles on about, the least desirable of which is caring for the younger children, a task that exhausts me before it has even begun. I curse Father and Alice once more for lacking the gumption to save us from this unnecessary situation. The argument with Father still fresh in my mind, I pretend to continue bickering with him. My words are sharp and, in my imagination, land soundly on his shoulders, ensuring he knows the ugliness he has made me feel.

      As the tour of the orphanage ends, the front door swings open and a group of children march toward the center of the house. The noisy children are accompanied by a young woman who guides the disrobing of wet outerwear. Patty moves closer and tucks her body behind my legs, tilting her head to peek at the gaggle.

      After removing their wet clothing, the rumpled group of children organize themselves into a line from oldest to youngest, with the oldest helping the younger ones into position. They stand in formation as Mrs. Percival introduces each one. By the time the youngest calls his name, I’ve already forgotten the first. My mouth hangs open as I take in the larger-than-expected group of children. There are so many. How am I to stand out in this crowd? How am I to be special with this brood of unwanted castaways?

      With introductions complete, the children scatter to attend to chores and homework, which Patty and I will begin tomorrow. We stare at each other with wide eyes, and I am certain that she, too, is asking herself how we came to be here and why there are so many other children.

      Left alone in the room we will share with the others, I remove Patty’s rag doll from the single bag we brought with us and place it on the pillow of her new bed. “Just see what he’s done to us. That man would not listen to reason. And Alice, how selfish can she be? Who would leave her sisters, her own flesh and blood, in the care of strangers? I don’t understand it, Patty. I just don’t. Don’t you worry about a thing though, you hear. We’ve got each other, and we will be our own family from now on. Just you and me.”

      I sit on the bed beside her. Patty tucks her legs under her body and lays her head on my lap. I stroke her hair away from her eyes to calm both her nerves and my own. “We’ll be just fine. You’ll see.” I muster the energy to lighten my voice, despite my uncertainty about this new place. “This will be a new life for us. We are free to make our own dreams come true. We won’t be burdened by anyone, Patty. Like Momma used to say, we have to rise above what others think of us if we want to find what we are truly made of.”

      The dinner bell rings, followed by the clamor of feet running through the hallway. “I guess it’s time for dinner.” I help Patty sit up. “I sure hope they don’t have turnips.”

      Patty giggles, and I smile down at her. Though they aren’t exactly words, it is nice to hear her voice again.
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      September 1943

      Patricia

      

      The first day of school brings a new lunch pail for Bernie, packed with a sandwich, an apple, and three oatmeal cookies. I can tell she is scared. Her hand rubs her tummy every few minutes. But I already knew she was scared by the way she muttered to herself in the mirror as she braided her hair. I knew by the way she stared at her porridge at breakfast. But I know for certain when she kisses the top of my head and tells me she’ll be back as soon as she can. Her voice waivers, and her kiss lingers.

      In the beginning, when Mother could still take care of us despite her nagging cough, Bernie used to tell me stories at night. While the boys, exhausted from farm work, snored in the shadows, she told me how she would go to school one day and learn everything she could. Mother used to tell her she was a bright young thing, and Bernie, being smitten with this comment, would repeat the same words before telling me that I could go to school someday too, just as soon as I was old enough.

      Bernie has always dreamed big. Bigger than anyone I’ve ever known. She still tells me stories about the house she will live in. It’s as big as a hotel, with round white columns on the front porch and a crystal chandelier in the foyer. The plush carpets and the house full of maids are just a few benefits of the freedom she will claim as her own. She learned early that the farm life, or rather the poor life, was not for her. Whenever we have time to lie under the shade of a big oak tree, she tells me about her dream of living in a big city. She wants to find a job in the fashion industry so she can wear all the latest styles while enjoying expensive lunches and hosting dinner parties. Most of all, she dreams of being anywhere but here. Though her words make me flinch, I try to see past her desire to leave me behind. Instead, I allow myself to be carried away on her magical journey.

      The school-aged children gather at the door, collecting lunch pails and books. I watch Bernie and feel her loneliness in my own heart. Though I know she is scared and worry that it might hurt her feelings, I slide my hand into Cook’s. The expression on Bernie’s face is almost more than I can bear, but I pull my face into a blank stare.

      I hear Mrs. Percival whisper to her, “It is for the best. For both of you.” She places both hands on Bernie’s shoulders and guides her toward the front door. “She needs you to go as much as you need to go. You’ll be home in no time at all.”
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        * * *

      

      Bernice

      

      It has been decided, though not by me, that Patty will remain at the orphanage until her voice returns. Though her silence frustrates me, I marvel at her self-discipline, her unwillingness to give in simply because another person wishes her to speak. These past several months, while I sat at the table as Mrs. Percival taught me reading, writing, and arithmetic, Patty remained quiet beside me. With patience a mile long, she drew pictures of a big yellow house with a front porch swing and a family.

      Where the big yellow house came from, I’ve no idea, but each picture was almost identical. When I counted the stick people, there were eight, all crammed onto that little porch. It took some figuring, but soon I realized she was drawing our family. All of us, including Alice and George. At first, I thought I had miscounted. But no, there were indeed eight of us. I finally realized Patty was including Mother, alive and well.

      Only last week, after Cook suggested that Patty try drawing Children’s Home, did I begin to see a change in her. She was open to suggestions now, more so than when we first arrived. Perhaps the familiarity of our routine is setting in, or perhaps time heals even the most broken of hearts. She seems to have the words on the tip of her tongue, as if they would come spilling out with a good slap on the back. The fact that they haven’t is a good enough reason for me to stay with her this morning. The look on Mrs. Percival’s face says otherwise.

      Cook and Patty stand together in the sitting room, ready to send us on our way to school. Patty places her hand into Cook’s, and I feel the sting of the gesture pierce my heart. My face must give away my thoughts, as Mrs. Percival is suddenly beside me, fussing with my unruly braid.

      I push down the uneasiness in my stomach and nod. “See you after school, Patty.” I offer her an unnatural, stiff wave and follow the others out the door and down the steps, and we begin the walk toward town and school.

      My nerves settle during the walk. I tell myself Patty appears happy with Cook, though the realization that she may no longer need me doesn’t sit well. I let out an exasperated breath and vow to spend time reading with her this afternoon. I turn my attention to the day ahead of me. Everyone at school will know I am an orphan. Arriving with the other orphanage children is a sure giveaway, even if my modest dress doesn’t make it clear.

      My mood becomes sullen at the thought. Wishing I could snap my fingers and change my lot in life is one of my favorite pastimes. I try to shake off the notion and remember Mother’s reminder to rise above my situation. I straighten my back as the schoolhouse comes into sight. Upon seeing their friends, the others run ahead in a chatter of excitement. I pause at the edge of the dry, dusty grass and take in the scene. I can do or be anything I want to be, I think. A small boy, barely tall enough to reach, pulls the length of rope to ring the bell. As the bell chimes, signaling the start of the school day, I take a deep breath and climb the steps of the white building.

    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/stealing-mrs-smith---ebook-cover.jpg
THEWW SERIES

BOOK TWO





OEBPS/images/title-page.jpg
TANYA E WILLIAMS

STEALING
MR.

SMITH

THE @%Mé@%ﬂ%smws

OOOOOOO





