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WALKING DOWN A DARK, wet, gritty highway - barefoot, feverish, and in only a nightgown.

At least the storm had quit.

Now if I could get my chattering teeth to stop, it would help – maybe.

A string of cars on the side of the road gave only a promise of help. Some of their lights on. No one inside. I noticed a broken window and an empty baby basket. 

Draped over it was a knit shawl. Around my shoulders helped warm me, a bit. Not that it made me think clearer. Socks and shoes might have helped. Not the extra diapers or home-study course lessons left in that baby crib.

By those car lights I saw a city limit sign. Trudging that direction on pain-numbed feet, I soon saw lights ahead.

While my eyesight was blurry, my ears still picked out the wail of a crying babe.

So I hurried, despite my torn feet and shivering.

In that building's front yard, tripping over toys - that didn't help. 

Once inside, I reached the source of the wailing and found why it was so loud.

Two babies.

I then realized we three souls had one thing in common. 

None of us knew why we were there. 
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I WOKE UP NOT REMEMBERING much of how I got here, where I was, or who I used to be.

There were two babies, one on each side of me, who were sleeping soundly. All of us in a big bed that was soft and warm. 

My hair and white muslin nightgown were drenched. Like I'd been out in the rain with them. Even soaked the sheets a bit. 

But the babies were both dry. 

I could hardly move from where I was, since the top sheet and quilted patchwork comforter had been tucked in around all of us so tight. 

A little work at loosening these from under the babies allowed me to carefully scoot up a bit to more of a lounging position. The extra pillows helped me not have to go all the way to vertical and wake up those cherub-faced infants on each side of me. 

At least I could take in the room.

It was simple, bare of any decorations. Wallpaper ran from ceiling to floor, in a faded floral pattern. One double-hung window let in filtered light through thin white curtains. Other than the bed, the biggest thing in it was a double-wide crib. And a wide rocking chair sat on the floor between that and the bed I was in. Other than a couple of side-tables, the only other furniture in here was a matching dresser. It and its mirror stood opposite the foot of my bed. Two doors stood in the wall as bookends to that dresser. One had to be the entrance to this room. What lay behind either of them I'd only know when I got up. 

But simply trying to sit up showed how weak I was. And how sore I seemed to be everywhere. Especially my legs and feet. Rubbing one sole on my shin quickly told me that I shouldn't do that again. It felt like the bottom skin had been sandpapered off and was barely healed. I could feel the rough scabs and also the pain of those ragged cuts. 

This new position did put my face visible in that mirror, a tiny image at its bottom above the frame.

That image had long and wavy black hair, in need of brushing and combing, as well as a good wash. The dark rings under my eyes told me I probably went through hell in the last few days. 

Being alive, at least, was a plus.

A stirring next to me brought me back to these two tykes on either side. They were both going to be red-heads. And you can't tell me any baby isn't the cutest darling in the world at that time of their life. I couldn't tell you how I knew about raising babies, but “cute” is too obvious.

Habit or not, I tucked the blanket in again on each side of me to make sure they were comfy and secure. 

If I woke up without any memories, I at least was in good company. These two had none or few yet themselves. 

Then I heard steps come up the hallway. I'd soon find which door led out. But the question of who was coming in made my heart race a bit.
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“HEY, THERE, SLEEPY-head. How are you feeling this morning? Brought you something.”

The voice behind that fast patter was a sandy-headed hunk. Tall, wide-shouldered, and a freckled-nose smile that calmed my heart. 

He held a tray on one hip with his right hand, since his left opened the door. That door to the right of the dresser.

On the tray was a bowl, its spoon and napkin, plus a short cup. This became obvious as he swung that tray back around to hold it in both hands again. After he got the door shut once more.

“Thought you might be hungry.” That heart-melting smile again.

“A bit.” I nodded.

“I'm Arthur, by the way.” He set the tray down on my lap carefully, even though the cup and bowl were only a little over half-full each, to keep whatever was in there just where it was supposed to stay. 

Arthur sat on the front edge of the rocker seat and looked the babies over closely. “They seem to be doing nicely now. Last night it was a trial getting them quiet. Food, change, some walking and cuddling finally did the trick.”

I was just watching how his eyes twinkled when he talked about caring for them.

He looked at me and I could see his interest glow in those hazel eyes. A gal could get lost in those. “Of course, you were the biggest help, and I wanted to thank you for coming in when you did. I thought I'd be back before they woke up, but rounding up some formula took longer than I thought.”

I didn't know what to say, so I just started spooning the soup into my mouth. And found out how hungry I was. Delicious. Split-pea. Warmed just enough. And some orange-spice tea that kept the warmth coming. 

“This is good, Arthur. Thanks.”

He just smiled again, took the tray while I held the cup, and relaxed back into my pillows.

Walking that tray over to the dresser, he turned and leaned against it. “I don't think I let you answer when I came in – how are you feeling this morning?”

'Better, I guess.” I touched my hair on my right side and tried to get my fingers through a snarl there. “Guess I look a mess.”

Arthur smiled. “Darling, you look just fine. Especially what you've been through.” 

A frown crossed his face, and he stood to turn toward the dresser. Pulling the top drawer out a bit, he found a brush and comb inside. By the rattling, it sounded like nothing else was in there.

A few steps and he came forward to place them on the bed by my leg, below the babe on that side. “Whenever you feel like it. I'll see if I can't find you a hand mirror. You probably don't want to get up very soon.” The rocker seat edge took his weight again.

I nodded. “Can you tell me how I got here or where I came from?”

Arthur looked down, and just shook his head before returning his eyes to mine. “Not much. I found you in that rocker, soaked to the skin with only a knitted shawl around you and the two babies. You were singing them to sleep and they had just closed their eyes over their too-cute smiles. I just waited inside the doorway.”

He reached over and tucked in the nearest baby from his side. “You fell asleep yourself right after that. Somehow, I figured out how to  get both of them and you moved into that bed so you could warm up yourself. Sometime in the night, your fever broke, by the looks of it. When you came in you were burning up and shivering.”

That made sense of waking up soaked. “The babies didn't wake?”

Arthur shrugged. “Yeah, they did. But when you're holding them, or I am, they don't get bothered. But I think they like you best.”

“Are they mine, yours, or ours?”

His face went a bit pink. “That's a bit complicated. I found them, and then you showed up with them here. So they aren't either of ours, but they are both of ours the way they act.”

“So we aren't...?”

“No.”

I crossed my
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