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The final edit on this novel was finished on February 18, 2023, what would have been my mother’s 78th birthday. She was an incredible woman who battled COPD until the very end. This book is dedicated to her memory.
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Chapter One
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Light filtered into the Community Room through the slats of venetian blinds, leaving bars of sunlight on the scarred table of faux wood. There were bars of light across the face of the man sitting in a gray metal folding chair at the table, but Daniel Fisher didn’t care. He had spent too much time in places where he did not see any sunlight, so his small movements back and forth, letting the light and shadow slide over his eyes like the flickering of an old film strip, was pleasant. He wished for a cigarette, felt the irritable, weak substitute of a nicotine patch on his shoulder, and inhaled deeply of the oxygen coming from the tubes that ran from the little green tank at his side to his nostrils.

He waited.

He picked at a scratched heart on the table with his uneven fingernails. The initials in the heart were KH and AA and he wondered if they were carved by his fellow residents. Why would retirees in an assisted living center still be carving love notes into the fake wood of a cheap table? He turned his attention to his picking finger and its mates and the hand that connected them. His flesh was still browned from years of outdoor work. There were hard yellowish circles of calluses on the palms beneath the fingers and half-moons in the webbing of his thumbs. His fingertips were forever stained yellow from nicotine. And then there were the signs of age—the dryness and wrinkles, scars from old cuts and scrapes and burns. So much of his story was there in his hands, Daniel mused.

He heard her before he saw her. Her heels clopped on the tiles of the floor with all the staccato rhythm of a two-legged horse. So unlike the sneakers or soft-soled white shoes the nurses and attendants wore. The shoes paused at the wide doorway of the Community Room and Daniel heard Nurse Medina giving her spiel about how the residents enjoyed gathering here for games, television, and socialization. Then the heels resumed their steady beat through the room, around patients in wheelchairs or wandering aimlessly, skirting other tables, until finally two bodies came between Daniel and the afternoon sunlight.

“Daniel, your guest is here,” Nurse Medina said in her oily, overly-pleasant voice. The nurse was a woman of average height and build, wavy black hair, a quick, fake smile, and blue eyes that belied her Hispanic heritage. In her world, all was right and happy and she dared anyone to challenge that.

Daniel raised his eyes from his hieroglyphed hand and faced the outsider. She was tall, even without the heels, dressed in what he’d heard called a pencil skirt, pink, with a loose white blouse and dark blue blazer. She held a stack of folders and a binder clutched over her chest. Her hair was brown, falling in a long, gentle wave over her shoulders. Green eyes. Unusual, Daniel knew. Pretty eyes. Light lipstick of a soft pink that looked almost natural. Her face was evenly tanned and angular, with high cheekbones. She was pretty enough, and Daniel wondered again what she wanted. When she’d called the center, she’d claimed she had been doing some research and had information about some family that he might not know about. He’d told her then it was useless, that she was mistaken, but she had begged permission to come. He told her he couldn’t stop her.

“My family’s all dead,” he told her again, his voice low and raspy. He told himself he sounded like Clint Eastwood in his western movies. In reality, he supposed, he just sounded like the weak, beaten down, sick old man he really was.

The woman smiled. Her teeth were straight and white. The smile crept into her green eyes, but couldn’t completely chase away the nervousness. “I think you’re wrong,” she said, then held out a slender, manicured hand toward him. “I’m Alicia. Alicia Hamilton. Thank you for meeting with me.”

Daniel clasped the hand in his own. It was soft and warm, slightly damp. It felt dainty, like fine china, and he was very cognizant of how his own hard, rough hand must feel to her. He let her go and pulled his hand away.

“May I sit down?” Alicia asked. She indicated the chair in front of her, another hard metal folding chair. Daniel nodded and Alicia pulled out the chair, its legs scraping over the tile. She put her stack of folders and binder on the table in front of her. Daniel could see uneven stacks of paper in the folders.

“Can I get you a bottle of water?” Nurse Medina asked, putting a hand on the visitor’s shoulder.

“That would be wonderful. Thank you,” Alicia answered.

“Daniel, would you like one?” the nurse asked.

“Will it be cold?” he asked.

“Yes,” the nurse answered stiffly. Usually, the water was given at room temperature. Daniel said he’d have one and the nurse glided away.

“Excuse me. Are you my daughter?”

Mrs. Murphy stood at the end of the table. She was wearing her faded light blue nightgown. Her arms and legs were like winter-bare sapling branches, her hair light and wispy and white as it drifted around her sallow, thin face with its sunken, watery brown eyes.

“She’s not your daughter,” Daniel croaked at the older woman.

Mrs. Murphy reacted as if he’d slapped her. Her already-watery eyes began to leak as she stepped back, startled. “I’m looking for my daughter,” she said in a quavering voice.

Alicia reached out with both hands and took one of Mrs. Murphy’s shriveled, claw-like hands between her young, smooth ones. “I’m not your daughter, ma’am,” Alicia said. “I wish that I was. I would be very lucky to have you for a mother.”

“Not my daughter?” Mrs. Murphy asked.

“No. I’m sorry,” Alicia said.

“She’s going to come visit me,” the abandoned grandmother said.

“I’m sure she is,” Alicia said.

Nurse Medina returned. She put two store-brand water bottles on the table, then moved around Alicia and took Mrs. Murphy by the shoulders. “The judges are on, Mrs. Murphy,” she purred. “Let’s go watch them.”

“My daughter is coming,” Mrs. Murphy insisted.

“Yes, but not today,” Nurse Medina said as she turned the old woman and guided her shuffling steps toward the corner with the television.

“That poor lady,” Alicia said, turning her attention back to Daniel.

“We’re all alone here,” he responded. “Some of us just haven’t accepted it yet. I’ve never seen her daughter and doubt I ever will. She’ll die before her daughter shows up here. That’s the only thing that’ll bring her daughter to this place.”

“That’s so sad,” Alicia said. A vertical line formed in her forehead, just above the bridge of her nose. “At least she has hope that her daughter will come someday.”

Daniel snorted. “Hope is the worst thing anyone can have,” he growled. “I hope I die in my sleep every night, but every fucking morning I wake up and I’m still in this place, still sucking air from these tubes up my nose.”

He watched his visitor. She hadn’t flinched at his cursing, but her eyes had narrowed just a tiny bit before relaxing again. She waited a moment before responding, as if thinking what to say.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” she said at last.

“I sit here every day, knowing my life is over, but it just won’t end,” Daniel said.

She sat still for a moment, facing him down. “I’m sorry.”

“What do you want from me?” Daniel asked.

“They told me you were gruff and could be rude,” Alicia answered, holding his gaze, not allowing him to look away. There was a steel in her demeanor he hadn’t expected to find. “I’ve learned that hard shells usually are built around something very ... fragile,” she said, and Daniel knew she had almost said “soft” instead.

“Your experience?” Daniel inquired.

“I’m a social worker,” she said. “I mostly work with teenagers. They’ve been neglected, abused, abandoned, and they turn tough, but underneath, they are hungry for the love they’ve never felt.”

Daniel couldn’t contain his laughter. He put both his hands palm down on the table and threw his head back as he roared with it. The room around them became silent and all eyes turned toward them. Daniel didn’t know how long he would have laughed if Alicia hadn’t reached over and put one of her hands over his. His laughter choked off and died in his throat. He lowered his head and looked at her.

“Neglected, abused, and abandoned?” he asked. “Hungry for love? Is that me? Am I hungry for love? Are you a whore? Are we going back to my room for a fuck? I’ll need one of those little blue pills.”

She never released his eyes as he spoke. Her face gave away nothing of what was going on inside her head. Her hand rested on top of his, without pressure, without condemnation. It angered Daniel, but he wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of shaking it off. He could not, however, hold her gaze and he looked away to see that the residents were returning to their boring activities.

“Are you done?” Alicia asked.

He didn’t answer.

Her hand lifted off his, the warmth taken away suddenly. She shuffled her stack of material, moved the blue binder, opened a manila file folder and held it up, studying the top page in a way that prevented Daniel from seeing it. She looked over the folder at him, then slid a single piece of paper out, placed it face down on the table, and slid it across to him, her hand still on it.

“Look at this, please,” she said, and withdrew her hand.

Daniel flipped the page over, not knowing what to expect other than some bullshit. What he saw, though, made his eyes widen and his mouth go dry. It was a portrait of a young woman, a girl, really, a high school senior picture from the 1980s. The girl was thin, with dark eyes and teased-out blonde hair. He knew it was blonde despite the photocopy being in black and white. He knew that hair. That smile. She’d had her top braces taken off the day before that picture was made so she wouldn’t feel self-conscious smiling for her senior portrait.

“Do you know her?” Alicia asked.

“Penny,” Daniel said. He tried to say it, but there was no sound in his voice. His breath hitched. Oxygen flowed into him from the tubes. He told himself there was no fragility at his core. He was not soft. The sun ... the sun was in his eyes again and that’s why they were watering. “Penny Armstrong,” he said in a raspy whisper very unlike any of Clint Eastwood’s dialogue.

“I’m her daughter,” Alicia said. “I’m your daughter, Daniel.”
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Chapter Two
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Daniel released the sheet of paper and it slid from his hands to lay flat on the table in front of him. With effort, he pulled his eyes away from the young, smiling face, and looked into the earnest blue eyes of the woman across from him. Something whispered to him to study the face harder, look for clues to the truth, but he ignored it.

“Penny had an abortion,” he said flatly. “Her parents took her away and they made her get an abortion.”

“No,” Alicia said. “They took her away and made her carry the baby – me – to term, then put her up for adoption. They were very pro-life. They were ashamed and angry, but they wouldn’t allow an abortion.” She paused, and that line appeared in her brow again. “Penny, my mom, wanted an abortion. That's what her friends have told me.”

“Why should I believe any of this?” Daniel asked. “And even if it was true, what do you want from me? Look at me. I ain’t got nothing.”

“I don’t want anything, Daniel,” she said. “Not anything physical. I just want – ”

“Me to love you? To call you my little girl?” He snorted and looked away. “You’re a grown woman, and it looks like you’ve done okay.”

“I am, and I have,” she answered. “The couple who adopted me were financially secure. They gave me a good life. Put me through college. I never wanted for anything that money could buy. But, like most adopted kids, I wanted to know why. My parents discouraged that. The ones who raised me. It was only recently they gave me their blessing to do this search.”

“You wouldn’t do it before?”

“No. I respected them and their reasons.”

“What were their reasons?” Daniel asked.

Now it was Alicia’s turn to look away. She took a deep breath and held it, like Daniel used to do with that first puff of a fresh cigarette. She let that breath out slowly, and Daniel could almost feel the smoke leaving his own lungs as she did it.

“They told me my birth mother didn’t want anything to do with me and that my biological father was in and out of jail and seldom had an address or job,” she said. She faced him again as if she was going to gauge his reaction to her confession.

Daniel thought about what she’d said. The part about him was true enough. But Penny? Could Penny really have become like that?

“Tell me about Penny,” Daniel said.

Alicia pulled more papers from her files, all with black-and-white images printed on them. She splayed them out over the original senior portrait. “She’s a pharmacist at a hospital in Oklahoma City,” Alicia said. She pointed to another posed portrait of a middle-aged woman with short dark hair, rectangular glasses, and a face that had rounded out. “This is her portrait from work. I’m not sure how recent it is, but that’s how she looks now.”

“You’ve seen her?” Daniel leaned forward involuntarily. “You’ve seen Penny? Recently?”

“It’s been almost a year now,” Alicia answered, not moving away as he leaned in.

Daniel lifted the recent portrait and studied it. He could see the younger woman there, despite the changes. What had happened in her life between the high school senior picture and this professional portrait? What had she done without him? What had he missed?

“What are these others?” he asked, indicating the other printouts.

“Those are from her Facebook and  Instagram accounts,” Alicia said. “Family pictures.”

“Family?”

Alicia nodded. “She has three children, two boys and a girl, and five grandchildren now.”

“And a husband?”

The woman nodded again. “Jeff Alwert. She met him in college. He’s a software engineer for an energy company.”

“A pharmacist and a software engineer,” Daniel said as he looked at the pictures of a younger woman and a man with fashionably coiffed hair playing with small kids, and more of the same couple, older, at weddings, then holding grandbabies. Always smiling. Always well dressed. Happy. Probably not a callus on anybody in any of the photos. There sure as hell wasn’t an oxygen tank in sight.

“They’re very well off,” Alicia confirmed. “They live in a very large house in Edmond. It’s a gated community.”

“You’re some kind of stalker?” Daniel asked. It wasn’t an accusation.

“To some degree,” Alicia admitted. “I’m not proud of everything I’ve done to get the information I have. I’ve used contacts and friends of friends and sometimes have hired people to collect data.”

Daniel grinned despite himself. He admired that grit. “Does it piss you off she has kids that she kept?”

He watched Alicia suck in the center of her bottom lip as if she didn’t want to answer the question, but was determined to be honest with him. “Yes,” she confessed. “It does. Like I said, I had a good life, but knowing your mother gave you away isn’t easy to deal with.”

Daniel pointed to her stack of files. “You’re sure she’s your mom?”

Alicia sighed. “I’m like ninety-nine percent sure, but there’s a chance I’m all wrong.”

“You asked her?”

“Of course,” Alicia said. “I called her home and tried to schedule a meeting, but she refused to talk to me. I finally surprised her in the cafeteria of the hospital where she works.” She stopped as if that was the end of the story.

“And?” Daniel prompted.

Alicia pursed her lips again. “I greeted her as Penny Armstrong and she acknowledged that was her maiden name, told me she was married and her name is Alwert now. She asked who I was and I told her. She tried to get up from the table, but I grabbed her arm and begged her to stay. She ... she called for security. I asked her if she was my mother. If she’d given me up for adoption. She told the security guard I was a crazy woman who thought she was her mother. They were pulling me away from her. I asked her who my father was, but she was almost running away by that time.”

The silence hung between them. Daniel knew the story wasn’t over. He sipped from the water the nurse had left. Alicia took his cue and did the same. She didn’t continue the story, so he prompted her. “Did they arrest you?”

“No. They escorted me out of the hospital and warned me against coming back,” Alicia said.

“Did you go back?”

“No. She would recognize me and stay away. Or actually have me arrested,” Alicia said.

“Where do you live?” Daniel asked.

“Fayetteville.”

“Arkansas? And you came all the way to a shit-hole nursing home in Newcastle, Oklahoma, to talk to me?”

“It isn’t so far,” she argued.

“How did you find me?” he asked. “I know Penny didn’t tell you, and I know for damned sure her parents didn’t tell you.”

“I talked to her parents once,” Alicia said. “They threatened to sue me if I ever contacted them again.”

Daniel nodded and drank more water. “How’d you find me?”

Alicia shuffled more papers and offered him two more photos. One was his own senior portrait. He recognized it immediately and felt a pang at the youthful innocence and the stupid hope in the future the kid wore on his acne-scarred face. He pushed it aside and looked at the other picture.

“Oh my God,” he whispered.

He held the picture and was unaware his hands began trembling. He no longer saw the grainy, photocopied black-and-white image. He was transported back to an art classroom in his senior year of high school, everything in vivid color, as he held his left arm loosely around Penny’s waist and showed her with his empty right hand how to make the most of every stroke of deep red paint on the picture she was painting while a yearbook photographer snapped candid photos of students working around the room.

“Oh my God,” he repeated. “I have never seen this picture.”

“You dropped out of school before the yearbook was published,” Alicia said.

Daniel nodded, and didn’t care that tears leaked from his eyes. “I did,” he said. “She was gone. Everyone blamed me.” His eyes stayed on the picture, exploring every fuzzy detail, remembering how it had really been that day.

“Daniel, will you let me do a DNA test?” Alicia asked.

The spell was broken. Daniel realized his hands were trembling. He put the picture down, but pressed his hands protectively over it. He faced his visitor again. “To see if I’m your dad?”

She nodded.

“What if I am?”

Her voice was a desperate whisper. “I just want to know,” she said. “That’s all.”

Daniel studied her hard, then glanced again at all the pictures on the table between them. “I don’t know,” he said quietly.

“Please, Daniel. I just want to know.”

He looked up at her again. “I don’t know if I want to know,” he said.
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Chapter Three
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He saw sadness pass over her face like a cloud over a summer field. She dropped her eyes to the stack of folders. Her hands moved to them and caressed the top manila folder, closed over its contents. Her fingers shook a little.

“May I ask why?” she asked after a while and without looking up again.

Daniel clenched his teeth on the harsh reply. He wanted to tell her it was none of her fucking business, but the sadness in her eyes prevented him from it. She had done a lot of work and had found him despite everyone’s efforts to hide everything about her birth. If she truly was who she said she was.

“A lesson I learned from my father,” Daniel said slowly. “The first lesson I can remember learning from him. He ... he wasn’t a kind man. He told me, ‘Life never gives you shit without taking something in payment.’ That’s the only true thing he ever said to me.”

“I don’t understand,” Alicia said.

“Dammit,” Daniel cursed and chewed at his lower lip. “I came here to die. I’ll never get out of this shit-hole nursing home. This is all the state will pay for. I’m ready for that. Ready to just lay down and fuckin’ die. I don’t need anything or want anything. There’s nobody in my life. Then you show up.”

“I don’t want anything from you, Daniel,” Alicia said quietly.

“You’re not the only one here, woman. Don’t you see that? You’ll just take your answer and go away and live your happy fucking live in Fayetteville, Arkansas, either knowing you found your real daddy and he’s a piece of shit dying in a third-rate nursing home, or you’ll have to go on looking. But I’ll be here, and if you’re right and you are who you say you are, it changes me.” He stopped, struggling for breath against his passion.

Alicia looked at him in alarm as his panting increased. He knew his eyes were wide and his chest was heaving. There was a tightness in his chest as he strained to get enough air into his lungs. It wasn’t going to work. The tickle of panic set in and he looked for a nurse, his hands pressed flat against the top of the table, his whole body rocking as he fought to breathe.

“Nurse!” Alicia called in a clear, high voice with only a small tinge of panic. “Nurse Medina!”

From somewhere behind him, Daniel heard the whispery slap of the nurse’s shoes on the tile floor. They stopped several feet away and the woman spoke. “I’ll get the nebulizer,” she said, and the footsteps hurried away.

Alicia came around the table and put one hand on Daniel’s shoulder and the other on his back. “Fight the panic,” she said softly, calmly. “Deep breaths through your nose. Exhale out your mouth. Do it with me, Daniel.” She pulled air into her nose, letting her chest expand, holding it for a heartbeat, then exhaling it.

Daniel gaped at her as he struggled. Part of him wanted to scream at her that she was a stupid whore for thinking he didn’t know what to do, for coming here, for causing this, for fucking existing in the first place. But ... but ... her hands were calming. Her voice was steady and reassuring between her examples of how to breathe. He found himself imitating her and ... it did help. The panic ebbed a little. He still rocked and couldn’t pull in as much air as he needed, but it was better. Her touch and voice were comforting.

Then Nurse Medina was there with another attendant, the young blonde girl named Heather. The high school girl in blue scrubs handed the pale white plastic tube with its medicinal reservoir to the nurse and the nurse put the mouthpiece between Daniel’s lips.

“Close your mouth and breathe deep, Daniel,” the nurse instructed.

Daniel did as he was told. The medicine came into his body in the form of a mist. It tasted like medicine, coated his tongue, but was vacuumed down his throat and into his lungs, first in small, short bursts, then in deeper, fuller pulls as his airways opened and allowed him to breathe more easily. Finally, he could breathe on his own again. Nurse Medina patted his back and the attendant took the nebulizer to sterilize it for the next use.

“Is he okay?” Alicia asked. She had backed away while the other women worked. Daniel could see real concern in her face.

“He’s okay, but these attacks leave him tired,” the nurse said. “How is your visit going? Are you about finished?”

“Well, I ... I’m not sure,” Alicia said. “May I stay longer?”

Nurse Medina looked at Daniel. “Are you up to it?” she asked.

“I’m fine,” he answered, his voice raspier than usual. “A little longer.”

The nurse nodded and Alicia resumed her seat across from him. “I’m sorry,” she said.

Daniel tried to wave away her apology, but the best he could manage was a flick of his fingers. “Do you smoke?” he asked.

“No.”

“Good. Don’t work around asbestos, either,” he said, only a slight wheeze to his gravelly voice. His muscles ached from the tension of fighting to breathe. He wanted to go to sleep.

“Daniel, how will it change you if I’m your daughter?” Alicia asked. “Will you tell me that?”

“I wanted you,” Daniel said weakly. “I wanted the baby. I was ready to give up everything and be a father. I didn’t get the chance.” He paused and focused on his breathing for a moment. “Now ... to find out now that you are here, alive, and I’m stuck in this place, dying ...” He trailed off, shaking his head.

Alicia didn’t say anything at first. Daniel raised his eyes from the pictures on the table in time to catch her wiping a tear from her right eye. She smiled at him. “It sounds like you’d kind of want to be my dad,” she said.

“And then Life would kick me in the balls,” he said.

“I don’t think so.”

Daniel snorted. “It’s never failed me before.”

“No offense, but how much worse could it get?” she asked.

Daniel gave her a crooked grin and nodded a little. He sighed. “You do have a point there.” He toyed with the edge of one of the papers. “What would you have to do?”

“Swab the inside of your cheek, then send it to the lab with a swab from my own cheek,” she answered. “They’ll compare the DNA and determine if we’re related. I’ll pay for everything, of course.”

“Can I think about it? Come back tomorrow?” Daniel asked.

She only considered it for a moment before she nodded. “That’s fine,” she said. “I can do that. Same time?”

“Yeah,” Daniel agreed. “I’m tired.”

“I understand,” she said, and she made to gather the pictures. Daniel snatched the yearbook picture of the art classroom.

“Can I keep this?” he asked, and hated the pleading note he heard in his voice.

“Of course,” Alicia said. “Any of these. I have digital copies.”

Daniel took the high school senior picture and the recent photo of Penny as a pharmacist. “I want these, then.”

“You don’t want your own picture?” Alicia asked, and there was a teasing tone in her voice.

“Hell, no,” Daniel said. “That kid died a long time ago.”

Alicia’s hands paused in their task of returning papers to the folder, but then continued. “I guess we all die several little deaths before the last one,” she said.

Daniel nodded. “That’s true shit,” he said.

“Thank you for meeting with me,” Alicia said when she had everything gathered. “I hope this turns out like I believe it will.”

Daniel met her eyes and they held each other’s’ gaze for a long moment. “End of your search, huh?” he asked.

“That’s part of it, yes,” she said. “But I like you, Daniel. I feel connected to you already. Even if ... If you’re not who I think you are, I hope I can still be your friend.”

Daniel had to lower his eyes. “A friend would be nice,” he said very softly.

Alicia came around the table and bent over him, one arm around his shoulders, her head pressed against his. Daniel could smell her, warm and soft and flowery. She hugged him quickly and stood up. “I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said, then swept her stack of evidence off the table, patted his shoulder once more, and clopped away.

When the woody sounds of her shoes had faded to nothing, Daniel stood up and took the handle of the dolly that held his oxygen tank. Pushing the contraption ahead of him with one hand and holding the thin, clear excess hose and the three sheets of copy paper in the other, he made his way to his semi-private room. His roommate was off somewhere, but Daniel pulled the curtain that separated their spare living quarters, pushed off his slippers, and lay down on his bed.

He couldn’t rest. He looked at the pictures, one after another, but mostly the one in the art room. His arm was around the girl he loved. They were happy. They didn’t yet know she was pregnant. His life had changed direction and for the first time he was thinking he had a future that didn’t involve a lifetime of manual labor by day and drinking himself to oblivion every night. Everything was good.

Life never gives you shit without taking something in payment.

His family had always been poor. He had gone to five different grade schools by the time he was ready to move to the first of his three junior high schools. They were always dodging rent collectors, fleeing dingy, dangerous apartments or smelly little houses moments before sheriff deputies came to evict them, taking whatever they could fit into whichever jalopy his father was driving at the time. There often wasn’t food, but there were always bottles of hard liquor and cans of beer, packs of cigarettes, and bags of what he eventually learned was marijuana. Most all of that was his dad’s, but his mom liked her beer and smokes.

In third grade – his second third grade class, with Mrs. Newsome – the teacher had seen him drawing a picture of a cat that lived somewhere in the apartment complex his family was temporarily living in. She had praised him, then asked if he wanted to be entered in a school contest to draw something she called a “spirit poster” using the school’s mascot, a golden hawk. He’d agreed and got to work on the piece of poster board Mrs. Newsome gave him.

For a week, Daniel worked on the poster at home. His mom let him tack the poster to the living room wall because he didn’t have an easel and the dining table was always covered in other things. He drew the front of the school with the hawk standing in front of the building, his wingtips planted defiantly on his hips and an angry smirk on his face. Even his dad had been impressed with it. “That’s pretty fuckin’ good, kid,” he’d said. Daniel brought home crayons from school to color the poster.

Mrs. Newsome was impressed and praised him and showed off the poster to the class. Later, he heard her bragging about it to the teacher across the hall and next door to her own room. Daniel felt proud of what he’d done.

There was a schoolwide assembly where all the entries were put on display on the
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