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For everyone still learning

that the grief can be set down—

and that no one was ever meant

to stand under the sky alone.

Preface

I have always loved the kind of story where nothing very large happens, and everything important does.

This is one of those stories. There are no villains in it, unless you count grief, and no rescues, unless you count the quiet, daily, unglamorous rescue that two ordinary people can be for one another. It takes place on the high plains of Montana in the years just after the Second World War, in a small town where the sky is too big to ignore and the winters are long enough to teach a person what they are made of. Its people are not young, and they are not unmarked. They have buried husbands and wives and children; they have learned, the hard way, what it costs to love anyone at all in a world that takes everything back in the end.

And they choose to love anyway. That is the whole of the book, really—the choosing, with eyes wide open. I wanted to write a romance for readers who know that the bravest thing a scarred heart can do is to hope a second time; that healing is not something that happens to us but something we choose, usually with help from someone who sees our worth before we can; and that the dead are not kept by silence and frozen chairs, but by the living staying warm enough to go on saying their names.

If you have ever set a candle in a window against the dark, or wished you had someone to set one for you, this story is for you. Come in out of the cold. There is coffee on, and biscuits, and a place at the table.

—J.J.
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​Part One — Arrival
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Larkin, Montana · Late August 1946

​Chapter One

The train had been three days carrying Eleanor Brennan west, and somewhere in the night between the second day and the third the country had quietly changed beneath the wheels, so that when she woke on that last morning and lifted the green window-shade in her coach seat, the world she had known her whole life was simply gone.

Minnesota had gone first, the lakes and the dark wet woods of it, while she still slept on the first night. Then North Dakota had unrolled all the long second day, flat and immense and golden with wheat, the little towns coming up out of the plain every few miles with their grain elevators standing tall as cathedrals and their handful of houses huddled at the foot of them, and the great freight trains thundering past going the other way, east, loaded with the grain that fed the country and had just finished feeding a war. She had watched it all from her window with her gloved hands folded in her lap, a woman of thirty-nine in a good wool suit gone gray with travel, and she had thought: I have never in my life been this far from everything I know. And the country had gone on getting bigger, and emptier, and stranger, until by that third morning, lifting the shade, she could not at first make sense of what she saw, because there was nothing in it her eye knew how to hold.

There were no trees. That was the first thing. The land ran out from the railroad bed in every direction in long swells of cut wheat and cured grass, gold going to brown, all the way to a horizon so far off it seemed to belong to a different and larger world, and there was not a tree on it anywhere, not a fence she could see, not a house, only the grass and the gold and the going-on of it. And over all of it, taking up most of the window, most of the morning, most of everything—the sky.

She had lived her whole life under a roof of one kind or another. City sky was a thing you saw in pieces, a gray seam stitched over the rooftops, glimpsed between buildings on your way to somewhere indoors. This sky began at the very edge of the earth and went up and up without stopping, the palest hardest blue at the top of the window and going almost white down at the rim where it met the land, and it was so large and so empty and so indifferent that Eleanor, who had endured a great deal in her life and prided herself on not being a woman who frightened easily, felt something in her chest go small and tight at the sight of it. It was the sky of a place that did not need you. It had been there a very long time before there were any people to look at it, and it would be there a very long time after, and it made no more account of one tired widow on a westbound train than it made of the grasshoppers in the grass below.

“First time west of the Missouri?” said the conductor, coming down the swaying aisle, and Eleanor said that it was, and the man nodded as if he had expected nothing else. “It takes folks that way,” he said, not unkindly. “All that sky. Some can’t abide it. Where you bound?”

“Larkin,” Eleanor said. “There’s a branch line, I’m told. From the junction.”

“Larkin.” The conductor considered it. “Up under the Front, that’d be. Cattle and wheat. Pretty country, once you get used to the size of it.” He punched something on his pad. “You’ll change at the junction around noon and the local’ll have you into Larkin by four, weather holding. You got people there?”

And Eleanor, who did not, exactly, opened her mouth to explain the whole improbable business of it—the aunt she had met twice, the lawyer’s letter, the house left to a stranger by a woman who was nearly one—and found she had no wish to, and so said only, “An aunt’s house. She’s passed. I’ve come to see to it.”

“Sorry to hear it,” said the conductor, and moved on down the car, and Eleanor turned back to the window and the enormous sky and did not look at it, exactly, so much as let it look at her.

In the rack above her head were her two suitcases, which held the whole of what she owned in the world. In her lap was her pocketbook, and in the pocketbook, folded soft now from much reading, was the lawyer’s letter—Dear Mrs. Brennan, it is my duty to inform you that your late aunt, Miss Vera Hale, has named you sole beneficiary—and beside the letter, wrapped in a twist of waxed paper, was a small flat packet of seed.

The seed was marigolds. She did not entirely know why she had brought it. When she had packed up the rented room in St. Paul for the last time, sorting the leavings of her life into the suitcases and the trash, she had come upon the little envelope at the back of a drawer, the marigold seed she had saved year after year from the flowers that had grown in the window box of the flat where she and Daniel had lived when they were first married, when there had still been hope in the marriage and a baby coming. Annie had taken her first steps in the dirt of that window box, gripping the painted ledge, eleven months old, her fat little feet in the cool soil and her face turned up, laughing, to a city sky that gave you only a slice of itself between the buildings. The marigolds had been orange and gold and ordinary, the cheapest flower there was, the only kind that would grow in a sooty window box on the shady side of a tenement, and Annie had loved them, had patted them with her small hands, had once tried, at two, to eat one and made a terrible face, and Eleanor had saved their seed every fall out of habit and then, after, out of something that was not habit at all, and had carried that seed through every move of the long bad years since, never planting it, never throwing it away, the last living thing she had of her daughter, dry and dormant and waiting in a twist of waxed paper at the back of a drawer.

She did not know what she would do with it in Montana. She only knew she could not have left it behind.

She looked out at the sky and thought of Annie, the way she let herself do once or twice a day, the way you press a bruise to see if it has healed, and found, as always, that it had not. Fifteen years, and it had not. She supposed it never would. She put the thought away again, gently, the way she had learned to, and folded her hands, and watched the gold country go by under the white-blue indifferent enormous sky, and was carried west, away from everything she had known and toward a thing she could not imagine, at the steady mile-eating pace of the Great Northern Railway, which did not care where she was going either, but at least was taking her there.

* * *
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The train let her off at four in the afternoon, on time, the weather holding, and the first thing Eleanor Brennan understood about the town of Larkin was that the sky was worse, or better, on the ground than it had been from the train.

From the train it had been a thing in a window, framed, held at a distance by the glass and the speed. Standing on the cinder platform of the little oxblood-red depot with her two suitcases at her feet and the going-away rumble of the local fading west toward the mountains, she had nothing between her and it at all, and it came down over her from horizon to horizon, the whole vast bowl of it, and she stood with her gloved hand pressed flat to the top of her hat though there was no wind, and felt, for one swooping moment, as though she might fall up into it. There were the mountains she had not expected, blue and abrupt as a closed door along the western edge of everything, the Rocky Mountain Front, a wall set down whole by some enormous careless hand. There was the gold country rolling away on every other side. And there was the sky over all of it, going from the hard pale blue of noon toward the deeper blue of evening, with a few high white clouds standing motionless in it like islands, and it was beautiful, she could see that it was beautiful, the way you can see that a thing is beautiful even when it is also making you afraid.

“You’ll be Vera’s niece,” said a voice, and Eleanor turned.

The woman coming toward her along the platform was perhaps sixty, broad through the shoulders, wearing a flowered housedress under a man’s canvas coat with the sleeves shoved up past the elbow. She had a face like a kind apple, brown and seamed and shrewd, and she was wiping her hands on a rag as she came, as though she had been interrupted in the middle of some honest work and meant to get back to it directly.

“I’m Eleanor Brennan,” Eleanor said. “Nell.”

“Hazel Tibbets.” The woman put out a hand that was warm and dry and strong, and shook once, hard, the way men shook. “I knew you by the look of you. You’ve got Vera’s chin. The Hale chin—stubborn as a fencepost, the whole family of them, and not a one of them ever sorry for it.” She stepped back and looked Eleanor over frankly, head to foot, the city shoes, the good suit gone gray with three days of travel, the careful gloves. “She’d be tickled you came. She always said her brother’s girl had backbone. Said it the way she said most things, like she dared you to argue.”

“I only met her twice,” Eleanor said. “Once when I was a girl, and once at my mother’s funeral. I’m not sure she knew me at all.”

“She knew you enough to leave you everything she had,” Hazel said. “Vera Hale never did one thing in her life she hadn’t thought clear through. If she left you the house, she had her reasons, and they’ll be good ones, even if it takes you a spell to find them out.” She bent and took up the larger of the two suitcases before Eleanor could move to stop her, and hefted it as though it were a sack of feed. “You came a long way. Three days?”

“Three days.”

“And you’ll be tired clear to the bone, and here’s me jawing on the platform.” Hazel was already heading for the depot steps, the suitcase swinging easy in her big hand. “Truck’s out front. It’s a half mile to the house but you don’t want to walk it in those shoes, and besides, there’s two boarders waiting on their supper and they’ll have eaten the cupboard doors if we don’t hurry. Come on. We’ll get you fed and put to bed, and the rest of it can wait for daylight. Everything looks more sensible by daylight. That was one of Vera’s, too. She had a saying for every hour of the day, your aunt, and most of them turned out to be true, which was the aggravating thing about her.”

Eleanor took up her own remaining case and her pocketbook—the letter and the marigold seed safe inside—and followed Hazel Tibbets down the platform steps and around the little clapboard depot, painted the deep oxblood red the railroad painted everything from Chicago to the coast, and out onto the wide dirt street that was, she understood with a small lurch, the main street of the town that now, somehow, by the will of a dead woman she had barely known, belonged in part to her.

It was a small street and a quiet one. There was a mercantile with a false front and a deep shaded porch, LINDAHL’S painted across it in letters that had been gold once and were now the brown of old honey. There was a café with ELKHORN lettered on the window. There was a bank, square and brick and serious, the only brick building she could see; a church with a white steeple and a square belfry; a garage with a single gasoline pump out front and a man asleep in a tipped-back chair beside it, his hat over his face. There was a feed store, and a barber’s pole, and a row of houses trailing off north and south, and beyond the last of the buildings in every direction the land simply opened up and ran out gold to meet the sky. A dog crossed the street without hurrying and lay down in a patch of shade. Somewhere a screen door slapped, and slapped again.

It was the quietest place Eleanor had ever stood in. After St. Paul—after the streetcars and the iceman’s bell and the radio coming through the wall from the Kowalskis’ next door, after thirty-nine years of living packed close among other people and their noise—the quiet was a physical thing. It pressed against her ears. She had the sudden disorienting sense that if she stood still enough and listened hard enough she might hear things no one was meant to hear: her own heartbeat, or the wheat growing, or the great slow turning of the world on its pin.

“It takes some getting used to,” Hazel said, watching her, swinging the suitcase up into the bed of a dusty green pickup truck. “The hush. Folks come out from back East and the quiet about drives them off their heads the first week—they say they can’t sleep for the want of noise, can you feature it. And then one day they wake up and they can’t recollect how they ever stood all that racket, and they couldn’t go back to it if you paid them.” She held the passenger door, which shrieked on its hinge like a thing in pain. “Vera came out in nineteen and ten, you know. A young woman, younger than you. She meant to stay one season—she’d come out to keep house for a cousin who was proving up a homestead, just till he got on his feet, and then go home to St. Paul and marry a fellow she had waiting there.” Hazel snorted. “She never went home and she never married the fellow. The cousin’s homestead failed, the way most of them did out here, dry as it was, and Vera could’ve gone back with no shame in it. Instead she took the money she’d saved and she bought that big house at the end of Main from a banker that’d gone bust, and she opened it up to boarders, and she ran it thirty-six years. Buried that fellow’s letters in a drawer and never answered the last one. I asked her about it once, why she stayed, and you know what she told me?”

“What did she tell you?”

“She said, ‘Hazel, the first morning I woke up out here and looked at that sky, I understood I’d been living my whole life in a closet and calling it a house. I wasn’t going back in the closet.’” Hazel shut Eleanor’s door, came around, and climbed in behind the wheel, the truck rocking under her. “Thirty-six years. Brought a custard pie to every Harvest Social and every funeral. Grew the only larkspur in the county on purpose, just to look at, though it’s pure poison and a fool thing to keep where there’s stock. We buried her in May, when it was coming up. She’d have liked that. She always said the larkspur was the only thing in this country prettier than it was sensible.” Hazel ground the truck into gear. “She’d have liked you coming, too. Now hold on, this road’ll rattle your teeth.”

And she let out the clutch, and the green truck lurched off up the wide dirt street, slow as a thing in a dream, and Eleanor sat with her pocketbook in her lap and her hands folded on top of it and watched the little town slide by, and thought, with the strange flat clarity that comes at the end of a long journey: I have come two thousand miles to a place I have never seen, to a house I have never entered, that was left to me by a woman I met exactly twice in my life and who, it appears, was braver and stranger and more sensible than anyone ever told me.

She did not say it aloud. There was no one to say it to who would understand that it was not, in any way, a complaint.

* * *
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The house sat at the very north end of Main Street, where the street gave up being a street and became the county road, so that it was the last house in town, the one the prairie washed up against like a tide against the last rock. It was a tall white frame house, two full stories and an attic under a steep roof, with a deep porch running the width of the front and a turret-shaped corner room that gave the whole structure a faint air of putting on airs it could not quite afford. The white paint was tired and gone chalky, peeling in places along the south side where the weather hit it hardest. But it was a fine house, a substantial house, far finer than anything Eleanor had ever lived in, and the sight of it—hers, or half hers, or hers to decide about—did something complicated to her chest that she could not have named.

The yard was a riot. Vera Hale had been, Eleanor would come to understand, a woman who imposed iron order on the inside of her life and let the outside run wild, and the garden was the proof of it: hollyhocks taller than a man crowded along the porch, gone leggy and bolting in the late heat; sweet peas drowning the porch rail in pink and white and lavender; a tangle of cosmos; a bank of orange nasturtiums spilling over a low rock wall; and along the south fence, the dry brown spires of the larkspur, long since finished blooming, their seedpods rattling faintly as the truck pulled in at the gate, scattering their seed where they stood, the way Hazel said they always did, coming up wherever they pleased and refusing to be told.

“She let it go a little, the last year,” Hazel said, setting the brake. “She wasn’t well. Her heart. But it comes back every spring whether anybody helps it or not. That’s the thing about what Vera planted—it outlasts the planter.” She seemed to hear herself, and made a small dismissive sound in her throat, as though she’d caught herself being sentimental and disapproved. “Listen to me, talking like a graveside. Come on. There’s two hungry boarders in there and the supper to see to. You can stand here mooning over the flowers tomorrow.”

She came up the porch steps ahead of Eleanor and then stopped, on the second step, and looked down at it. “Watch that one,” she said. “The second step. It’s gone loose—working free of the stringer, I’d say. Vera meant to get it fixed and never did, and now you’ll have to. Mind it, especially come the ice. A body could catch a heel and break a hip.” She stepped over it, deliberate, and went up. “I keep telling folks. Nobody listens to me. Now.” She pushed open the front door—it was not locked; Eleanor would learn that nothing in Larkin was ever locked, that the very idea of locking a door struck the town as either an insult or a kind of mental illness—and stood aside, and her broad shrewd face went, for a moment, unexpectedly gentle.

“Go on,” she said. “It’s yours now, near enough. You ought to be the first one through your own door.”

And Eleanor Brennan, two thousand miles and a whole life from where she had begun the week, stepped over the loose second step and across the threshold into her dead aunt’s house.

The front hall was dim and cool after the bright hot afternoon, and it smelled of beeswax and old wood and, underneath, very faintly, of lavender. There was a hat rack, and a hall tree with an oval mirror gone silver-spotted at the edges, and an umbrella stand holding two umbrellas and a cane. A staircase rose up into the shadows of the second floor. To the right, through a wide arched doorway, lay the parlor: a horsehair sofa, two good chairs, a small pump organ against the far wall, and above the organ, covering nearly the whole of the wall from the wainscot to the picture rail, a vast crowded gallery of framed photographs—dozens of them, scores, a whole lifetime of faces, the boarders and the friends and the family of thirty-six years, strangers every one to Eleanor, looking out at her from under glass with the grave fixed expressions of the long-dead and the merely old. To the left, through another doorway, was the dining room, with a long table already laid for supper, five places set on a white cloth.

And from somewhere toward the back of the house came the smell of something cooking, and the clatter of a stove lid, and a young woman’s voice calling out, bright and anxious: “Hazel? Is that her? Is she come?”

“It’s her,” Hazel called back. “It’s Vera’s niece, come all the way from Minnesota, and she’s wore out and wants her supper, so quit hollering and dish it up.”

A second voice, an old man’s, dry as a cornhusk, came from the parlor, where Eleanor now saw a figure she had not noticed in a wing chair turned toward the window: “Tell her not to expect much. The girl can’t cook for sour apples. Nobody could ever cook in this house but Vera, and now Vera’s gone, and we’ll all of us starve before Christmas.” A pause. “Welcome, all the same. You’ll be a Hale. You’ve got the chin.”

“Everybody keeps saying that,” Eleanor said, to the room at large, and the old man in the wing chair barked a short surprised laugh, and the young woman came out of the kitchen wiping her hands on her apron—pretty, perhaps twenty-four, with a tired sweet face and dark hair coming loose from its pins and a black ribbon tied at her throat that Eleanor understood, without being told, before she understood anything else about her—and stopped, and looked at Eleanor with sudden naked hope, and Eleanor felt, standing in the dim lavender-smelling hall of her dead aunt’s house with her two suitcases at her feet and her daughter’s marigold seed in her pocketbook, the strangest thing rise in her throat.

It was not grief, though grief was always there, a low familiar tide that never fully went out. It was closer to the feeling of coming up out of cold deep water into the sun—that first hard gasp of air, half drowning and half saved.

She did not trust it. She had learned, at a cost she did not care to count, not to trust feelings that arrived without warning, because the ones that arrived without warning were generally the ones that left the same way and took a piece of you with them when they went. But she stood a moment in the cool dim hall, under all that sky she could no longer see but could somehow still feel pressing down on the roof, and she let herself, just for the length of one slow breath, hope.

Then she set her pocketbook on the hall tree, and took off her hat and her gloves and laid them beside it, and said, “I’m Eleanor Brennan. Nell. And I can cook, as it happens, so nobody’s going to starve. Now somebody show me where the kitchen is, and then you can both tell me everything I’m supposed to know about this house, because I haven’t the first idea, and I’d as soon learn it from people who loved her than guess at it alone.”

The old man in the wing chair turned around to look at her properly. The young woman’s anxious face broke open into a smile. And Hazel Tibbets, behind her, said with deep satisfaction, “There. What did I tell you. The chin.”

* * *
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​Chapter Two

The old man was Frank Pelletier, and the young woman was Lottie Reaves, and they had come with the house, as Hazel put it, the way the furniture had.

Frank was past seventy and had spent forty years as a telegraph operator for the Great Northern, sending and taking the dots and dashes that ran the railroad and, through it, half the news of the world, up and down the Hi-Line through every weather God made, until his hand had gone too shaky and his ears too poor and they had pensioned him off. He was deaf as a fencepost in his left ear and pretended to be deafer than he was when it suited him, and he had lived at Vera’s for eleven years, and he wore a collarless shirt and suspenders and tucked his napkin into his collar at table and informed everyone, at every meal, of exactly how Vera used to do whatever was being done, and whether the present effort measured up. He was, Eleanor would come to understand, a desperately proud old man with no family left in the world and nowhere on earth to go, and his complaints were the only way he had left of holding on to his dignity, of insisting that he was a man who had standards and a past and opinions that mattered, and not merely a charity case waiting out his days in a boardinghouse at the end of the line. She learned to honor the complaints accordingly, and never, ever, to offer him help he had not asked for, because that wounded him worse than anything.

Lottie was twenty-four and a war widow. Her husband, Bobby Reaves, had been a Marine, and he was dead on a Pacific island called Tarawa that Eleanor had read about in the papers in 1943—a name that meant, to most of the country, three days of newsreel and a few thousand telegrams, and that meant, to Lottie Reaves, the whole of the rest of her life. They had been married eleven months. She worked the telephone exchange in town, the switchboard, plugging and unplugging the calls of the whole county, the only girl on days, and she talked the way lonely young people talk, in a rush, glad of any audience, full of the small news of the town—who was carrying on with whom, who had a baby coming, who was behind at the bank, what picture was showing Saturday in the back room of the Elkhorn—and underneath the chatter there ran always a thin cold thread of grief that she carried lightly because she had no choice, because she was too young to be a widow and too poor to stop working and too proud to let anyone see how much eleven months could weigh.

Eleanor learned all of this slowly, over weeks; but she learned the shape of it that first night, over the supper she finished cooking herself when she found that Lottie had indeed scorched the gravy and undercooked the potatoes, and that the girl was near tears about it, having tried so hard to have it ready for the new mistress of the house. Eleanor rescued the supper without a word of reproach, and they ate it together at the long table under the lit lamp—Hazel staying to eat too, and to keep up a running commentary on the town—and afterward Hazel went home through the late blue dusk, and Frank went up to bed, climbing the stairs slow and careful, one hand hard on the rail, the way the very old climb, as though the steps were not quite to be trusted; and Eleanor and Lottie did the dishes together in the lamplit kitchen, the girl washing and Eleanor drying and trying to learn where everything went in a kitchen that had been another woman’s for thirty-six years.

“You’ll keep it on, won’t you?” Lottie said, at the sink, not looking up, scrubbing hard at the gravy pan. “The house. You won’t sell it out from under us?” Her voice was very careful, the way you make your voice careful around a thing you cannot afford to want too openly. “Vera let me cry in this kitchen the week the telegram came. The whole week. Never once told me to buck up or that it was God’s plan or any of the things folks say. Just let me sit right there in that chair and cry, and put the kettle on, and didn’t say anything at all, which was the only thing in the world that helped. I haven’t got anywhere else. The exchange doesn’t pay enough for a room of my own, and there’s no family—Bobby was my family—and if you sell—” She stopped, and pressed her lips together, and scrubbed harder.

And Eleanor, who had come two thousand miles for the express purpose of deciding whether to sell this very house, opened her mouth to say I don’t know yet, which was the honest answer, the only honest answer she had.

What came out instead was: “I haven’t decided.” Which was the same answer, the very same words, and yet, in the saying of it to a frightened girl across a dishpan on her first night under the roof, became something different. Became a door left standing open instead of a door already half closed.

Lottie looked up. “But you might keep it,” she said. “You might.”

“I might,” Eleanor said, and was surprised, hearing herself, to find that she meant it. “I came to see. That’s all I’ve decided for certain. I came to see what it is, and what I’d do with it, and—” she hesitated, and gave the girl a small honest truth, because the girl had given her one “—and who I’d be, with it. I’ve been a long time being what other people needed. I came out here partly to find out if there was anything left of me that was just mine, when there was nobody to need it. I don’t suppose that makes much sense.”

“It makes all the sense there is,” Lottie said quietly, and they finished the dishes without talking, which was its own kind of talking, and Eleanor understood that she had, somehow, on her very first night, made a friend, the first new friend she had made in more years than she cared to count.

* * *
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She slept that first night in the small back bedroom, not the big front room that had been Vera’s. She could not have lain down in a dead woman’s bed her first night under the dead woman’s roof, even a dead woman she had come to mourn in the strange retroactive way you mourn someone you find out too late you would have loved. The small back room had a narrow iron bedstead and a washstand and a window that looked north over the dark prairie, and it had clearly been a boarder’s room, plain and clean and impersonal, and that suited her. She unpacked very little—she would do the rest tomorrow, by daylight, when everything looked more sensible—but she took the twist of waxed paper out of her pocketbook and set it on the washstand, the marigold seed, Annie’s seed, and looked at it a moment in the light of the lamp before she turned the lamp down.

Then she lay in the strange bed in the strange dark and could not sleep, though she was tired to the marrow, because her body did not yet know that it was allowed to.

For eleven years she had woken before dawn to see to Daniel. The body remembers what the mind would rather forget; she lay in the dark and felt the old reflex run through her like a current, the reflex to listen for the cough, to be ready, and felt it find nothing, and ebb away, and rise again, and find nothing again. There was no cough to listen for. There had been no cough to listen for in three years. Daniel had been three years dead.

She let herself think about him in the dark, since she could not sleep. She made herself be fair to him, the way she always tried to be fair to him, because being unfair to the dead was a coward’s freedom and she would not take it. She had married Daniel Brennan in 1926, when she was twenty and he was the handsomest man at the parish dance and the war was eight years behind him and seemed, on a good night, with the music playing and his hand at her waist, almost gone. She had not known, at twenty, that a war could live inside a man for the








[image: ]


​Chapter Three














[image: ]


​Chapter Four




























[image: ]


​Chapter Five















[image: ]















[image: ]


​Chapter Six














[image: ]


​Chapter Seven










[image: ]











[image: ]


​Chapter Eight


















[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A CLEAN & WHOLESOME HISTO
OF HOPE, HEALING & TIMEL

‘C;/a'(\

JACEE JAX






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





