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To those seeking love...
There is ONE who never stopped loving you.

God.
He giveth power to the faint; and to them that have no might he 

increaseth strength. 
Isaiah 40:29 (KJV)
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Chapter   

M other woke me with a gentle shake of my arm while shush-
ing me. The room was dark. Not even pngers of moonlight 

“eeked through the tiny window of my room.
S,hanna” hurry”A she whis“ered. Sbnd qe Guiet. ’et dressed” and 

donIt ask Guestions.A
bt thirteen” ? wanted to know the reasons for anything that was 

demanded of me. ? wanted to know why ? had to get u“ in the middle 
of the night” why must ? get dressed in the darkW chy BouldnIt we use 
a BandleW Hut mother asked me to qe Guiet” and for onBe ? listened. 

,he must have known ? was Bonfused. 
Sce are going away tonight. ? donIt know where we will go” or what 

we will do” qut ? BanIt stay here. ? BanIt let him do this to you again.A 
ce were leaving qeBause of me. chat aqout herW Fe hurt her all 

the time” qut tonight was the prst time he had knoBked me against 
the wall. ? went to qed Brying qeBause she wasnIt allowed to Bomfort 
me. Mother tossed things into a valise. ? wanted to ask if ? Bould take 
my qooks along. Dear ke“t my li“s Blam“ed to kee“ from qreaking the 
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silenBe. could she even know what was inside when she was doneW ? 
started to slide oC my nightdress.

,he graqqed me qy the arm. SLonIt. zust “ut on your dress on over 
it. ?t will pt. xarry your shoes. 2ou Ban “ut them on when we get 
farther from the house.A

,he o“ened the door for me” and the Bold wind hit my nose. No” ? 
left something in my room that ? had to take with me. My father had 
given it to me. ? turned to go qaBk.

SNo” we have to go now. Furry ,hanna” we have to get to the train 
qefore he wakes and pnds out weIve left.

The ground was hard” not soft the way it is in the summer” and 
it stung my feet. ? whim“ered. Mother urged me on. SDaster. calk 
faster.A ?t was so Guiet outside. ?n the winter” there are no BriBkets or 
qu!!ing zune qugs. zust the sound of qreath going in and out. xould 
Mother hear my heart as it qeat hard in my BhestW 

Then hoofqeats qroke the silenBe. Fe had disBovered our aqsenBe. 
Fe “ulled the horse u“ ne6t to Mother and reaBhed down and 

graqqed her qy the hair.
Mother Bried” SYun ,hanna7A
? BouldnIt. ? BouldnIt. chere would ? goW bnd if ? ran” what would 

he do to herW 
ce BouldnIt esBa“e evil. ?t Bame qehind us in the form of a man.



Chapter   

 
The scent of clean laundry freshened the kitchen as Shanna Becket 

folded the last one of her stepfather’s shirts and placed it on top of 
the others on the kitchen table. The shirts, stim frog the dagp fall 
day, took lonwer than usual to dry, Which geant wettinw the ironinw 
Hnished did too. “inter Was Weeks aWay, but today brouwht a taste 
of What Was soon to coge. The door creaked open behind her. Ie 
Was hoge early. Too early. She backed farther into the shadoWs of the 
kitchen. 

vz don’t sgell anythinw cookin’. “hat ha?e you been doinw, la”y 
WoganjD Iis Words slurred. 

Ier heart thugped awainst her chest as he stugbled toWard her. 
Iis foot cauwht the corner of the kitchen chair. zt Wobbled, then 
settled. 

Ie banwed his Hst on the tabletop.
She Augped and hustled to the sto?e. 
vz told you z Want food Waitinw on the table When z Walk throuwh 

that door. There’s not e?en a pot on the sto?e. Startinw it noW Won’t 
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wet it done before z wet here. Pou’re nothinw like your gother. Non’t 
ha?e her bonnie looks and you don’t listen to gy orders.D

v4aybe she shouldn’t ha?e. Then she’d still be ali?e.D Ier breath 
cauwht in her throat. “hy had she spokenj She wrabbed the handle 
of the cast iron skillet. Gotatoes. She’d fry those xuick. Cet soge food 
into hig before he becage igpossible. 

vzt’s tige for you to pay ge for lettinw you stay here. L gan needs a 
Wogan in his bed on cold niwhts, and you’d do Hne. Lfter all, z’?e seen 
to it no one else Wants ya.D Ie snickered, and then yanked her braid.

Myes stinwinw frog the pain, she Whipped around, skillet in hand, 
and sgacked hig awainst the side of his head. Iis eyes Widened, and 
then he stugbled backWard, fell, and hit his head on the edwe of the 
table. Ie lay there, not go?inw. 

Shanna dropped the skillet. zt crashed to the Foor and landed neOt 
to her stepfather’s ungo?inw feet. She backed aWay, claspinw her hands 
towether, Wrinwinw theg the Way she’d earlier Wrunw the Water frog 
his shirts. “as he deadj She touched hig With the toe of her boot. 
Eothinw. She’d killed hig, for sure tradinw this Aail for another. Nid 
they hanw gurderers or shoot thegj She didn’t Want to knoW the 
ansWer. 

She studied hig. Iis eyes regained closed. 5ould she risk wettinw 
close enouwh to see if he still breathedj She had to if she didn’t Want to 
be like hig. Ioldinw her breath, she stuck her Hnwer under his nose. 
Iis Wiry gustache Aabbed into her skin. 

Ie sucked in air, algost inhalinw her Hnwer. Ier heart pounded. 
She fell back, claspinw her gouth to keep a screag frog escapinw. Ie 
Would Wake soon, and When he did, she’d pay for knockinw hig out. 
She had to lea?e and escape this niwhtgare she’d been trapped in since 
her gother died. Standinw, she spun and looked at the clock. 5ould 
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she gake it to the neOt toWn in tige to catch a trainj Lny train Would 
do, as lonw as it took her far frog hig. She’d ha?e to go?e With haste. 

zn her roog, she dropped to her knees neOt to the bed. She wrabbed 
the broken handle of the ?alise and pulled it out. zt Was biw enouwh to 
hold tWo outHts and her gother’s Bible. L house full of thinws that 
belonwed to her parents, and she couldn’t take any of it With her. Ls 
she wathered her thinws, she tried to gegori”e the sgall stitches of her 
wrandgother’s xuilt and the sgooth Wood of the bedstead her father 
had gade for her. 

“hat else did she needj 4oney. “ithout it, she Wouldn’t wet far. 
She took care of the chickens, and he’d taken all the eww goney. Ie 
called it his pay for lettinw her stay in her fagily hoge. Ls if she’d had 
a choice. That he couldn’t count goney gade it possible for her to 
sneak se?eral coins out e?ery Week in hopes of usinw it to wet aWay. zf he 
had e?er noticed the loss, she Would ha?e sumered another beatinw. She 
slid out the bottog draWer of the bureau and settled it xuietly on the 
Foor. Slidinw her hand into the yaWninw ca?ity, her Hnwers searched for 
the cloth baw and drawwed it out. “ould there be enouwh for a ticket 
out of toWnj 

-utside, Scout, their only horse, stood tied to the fence, still saddled 
as the scalaWaw hadn’t unburdened the beast. She gounted the horse 
and hunw the unbroken handle of the ?alise on the poggel. 

She rode hard until she arri?ed at the crossroads. zf she disgounted 
here, her stepfather Wouldn’t be sure Which Way she Would wo. She’d 
Walk the rest of the Way. She wrabbed the ?alise and slid om the saddle. 

vScout, you run far frog here. Non’t wo back there, Hnd another 
hoge Where they’ll lo?e you and treat your riwht. Pou’?e been a wood 
friend.D She stroked his nose. vz Wish z could take you With ge.D She 
sgacked the horse on the rugp, sendinw hig in the opposite direction 
she’d wo. 
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Lidan Sollar folded his neWspaper and prepared to stretch his and 
5rispin’s lews. The sgall terrier belonwed to his brother, but like gost 
thinws Noyle Wanted that rexuired care, it had soon becoge Lidan’s 
responsibility. The dow snuwwled closer to Lidan, stickinw his nose 
under Lidan’s arg as if to hide his eyes frog the briwht sun. 

Ie’d left 5hicawo early in the gorninw, and the rhythg of the 
tracks had algost lured hig to sleep. Lnd Would ha?e if the toddler in 
the car hadn’t kept cryinw. The Wogan With the child sent an apolowy 
up the aisle With the neWs that this orphan child had been reAected and 
Was headed back to the orphanawe. Lfter that, he and gost likely all 
the passenwers didn’t ha?e the heart to be anwry or degand the Wogan 
take the child to another car. Ie Was headed back to EeW Pork, and 
so Was the child. Eeither had reason for gerrigent. 

The train sloWed, and the car shi?ered to a stop at a sgall8toWn 
station. Lidan stood, left his paper on the seat, and wathered the dow 
into his args. vTige for a Walk, buddy.D Ie Would set 5rispin doWn 
When they Were aWay frog the tracks. Ret hig Walk about to stretch 
his lews.

vLnother short stop for Water, folks. “e’ll be pullinw out in Hfteen 
ginutes. Non’t wet left behind.D The conductor hollered.

Lidan noted the tige on his pocket Watch. Ie Would wi?e higself 
ten ginutes to loosen his tiwht lew guscles, too. Steppinw om the train 
into a brisk Wind, he reconsidered the ten ginutes. zt had wroWn 
colder, and the sky had lost the sun and noW looked as if it held snoW 
in its clouds. Ie stepped om the platforg and set doWn the dow. They 
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strode aWay frog the station. 4indful of the tige and unsure Which 
Way to wo, he stopped a gan coginw out of the post o=ce. vSir, could 
you tell ge if there is a garket or a diner close by, z’d like to pick up a 
sandWich to take on the train.D 

vTWo streets o?er. 4aisie’s Niner. Tell Genny z sent you. She’s xuick 
about wettinw food towether and Wrapped if she knoWs you’re With the 
train.D

vThank you, sir. 5oge alonw, 5rispin.D Ls he stepped in that 
direction, a younw Wogan ran toWard the station, clutchinw a ?alise to 
her chest. -ne handle danwled, slappinw awainst her side. >ust then she 
wlanced back, algost lost her footinw, rewained it, and then ran faster. 
She should ha?e left sooner, but she’d gake it in tige. Eot e?eryone 
had access to a tigepiece. EoW he sounded like his father.

“as he yellinw her nagej She looked backWard and didn’t see hig. 
But the thouwht that he giwht be close spurred her to go?e faster. She 
stugbled, rewained her footinw, and sprinted. Shanna’s lunws burned 
frog runninw in the cold air the last half8gile to the station. She 
ganawed to wet her ticket and board the train With tige to spare. 
She scooted into the Hrst egpty seat. She should stay aWay frog the 
WindoW, but she had to knoW if her stepfather had folloWed her, that 
she hadn’t igawined hig callinw her nage. 

Soge kind soul had left a neWspaper behind. She scooped it up, 
hunwry for neWs. She hadn’t been alloWed to read about the World 
since her gother died. Stepfather didn’t think guch of educated 
Wogen, and it bothered hig that Shanna could read and he couldn’t. 
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The last tige he’d cauwht her With a book, he’d tied her to the 
kitchen table for days so she Would regegber that her place Was to 
take care of hig and not to Hll her head With nonsense. She’d been 
readinw the Bible. She peeked out the WindoW. Eo siwn of hig. Ier 
shoulders sawwed, and the breath she’d been holdinw eased frog her.  

vMOcuse ge, 4iss. z Was sittinw here, and there isn’t another egpty 
seat. “ould you gind if z sit neOt to youj -r gust z Hnd another carjD

L sgall dow Augped frog his args onto the seat and stared at her. 
She shri?eled awainst the seat. “ould he bitej

v5rispin, the lady hasn’t wranted pergission. Ie’s a friendly one.D
The sgall dow licked her hand. She shi?ered. Ie had such Warg, 

soulful eyes, like Scout. She stroked his soft ear. She sWalloWed. “as 
this properj The dow Was sWeet, but she didn’t knoW What Was the 
correct thinw to do in this situation. But if she took the gan’s seat... 
She wlanced out the WindoW and wasped. Ier stepfather walloped 
doWn the hill on the horse toWard the train. IoW had he Hwured out 
Where she Wentj IoW did he Hnd the horsej zt gust ha?e returned 
hoge. She sgacked the paper awainst the WindoW. vz suppose so.D

vThank you. Lnd, ug, that’s gy neWspaper you ha?e plastered 
awainst the WindoW.D

She couldn’t let hig ha?e it, not until the train pulled aWay frog 
the station. But hoW could she keep itj 

vLre you lookinw for the secret gessawej L lot of people are, but z 
think that’s Aust a rugor.D

She had no idea What he Was talkinw about, but she wrasped at a 
chance to hanw onto the paper that hid her. vIoW do you knoWjD She 
pressed the paper tiwhter awainst the WindoW and pretended to search 
the teOt as if she kneW What she Was lookinw for.

v4y father knoWs the publisher. There’s a rugor spreadinw that 
Whoe?er Hnds the gessawe Will Win a thousand dollars. The thinw is, 
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no one knoWs What the gessawe is supposed to be or hoW it e?en Will 
appear in the paper. zt’s all a bit cra”y.D

The train Whistle bleW awain, and the car lurched forWard. vz see. So 
there’s no hope of Hndinw goney in the pawes.D But Was he lyinw so he 
could Hnd it for higselfj That goney Would help her start her neW 
life. 

vz’g afraid not. zf you don’t gind, could z ha?e it backjD
vRet ge check one gore tige.D Ier Hnwers xui?ered. zf she pulled 

doWn the neWspaper, Would she be starinw into her stepfather’s eyesj  
vzt Won’t be there.D 
The train picked up speed. She’d done it. Mscaped. The neWspaper 

Futtered to her lap. She craned her neck, starinw back at the station. 
The hairs on the back of her neck tinwled. Ier stepfather stood on the 
platforg With his Hst raised. Iad she wotten free of hig at lastj -r 
Would he track her doWnj



Chapter   

S hanna couldn’t stop shaking. Not only was she cold, but now 
that she had escaped, she had no destination to go other than 

where this train was headed. New York. What would she do when she 
arrived?

“I picked this up in town at Maisie’s.” The man unwrapped a 
sandwich. The sweetness of roast beef and onions wafted toward her. 
Her mouth watered. 

She’d eaten there before her father died. He, too, had a roast beef 
and onion sandwich. It had been a delightful day for her. The family 
had taken grain to be sold, and it had been a good harvest. So good that 
her father decided they should dine in town, as it was likely never to 
happen again. Her mother had laughed and patted her father’s cheek. 

“I was told they were fast and good. Would you like to share it with 
me?”

Should she take food from this stranger? Would he jerk it away from 
her the minute her hand touched it? Would he want something in 
return? “I’m—”

“Please say yes. It’s too much food for one person.”



FROM A DISTANCE PREVIEW 11

Surely he wouldn’t be mean in the presence of others. His smile 
appeared genuine, not like Stepfather’s with his lips stretched so hard 
they had to hurt. She considered the small amount of change left after 
purchasing her ticket. She’d be foolish to turn down food. What if she 
didn’t xnd employment right away? “Thank you, sir.”

 The train wheels under her clacked against the steel. What would 
she do when she got oL the train? What skills did she have to oLer? 
She could read, sew, and bake. She took the last bite of the sandwich 
and watched the changing scenery through the window. Could she 
xnd a position as a seamstress or maybe governess without references? 
A child’s sob broke through her thoughts. Alarmed, she whipped 
around. Was he being hurt?

“He’s an orphan on his way back to the orphan’s home. It seems no 
one wanted him.” The man neBt to her 2ipped a page of his paper. 

The constant crying touched her in a place she’d vaulted deep in her 
heart. Her baby sister, Coleen, had cried until her stepfather silenced 
her forever. If only she could curl up on the seat and cover her ears. 
The painful memories tugged and tore at her heart. Please stop. God, 
make the child be still. Her silent begging went unanswered. Shanna 
couldn’t listen any longer. 

“EBcuse me, sir.” She stood and made her way back to the child and 
the older woman who held him. She looked plumb worn out. “Can I 
help? I could hold him for you.”

The woman studied her for a moment. “You can’t take him back to 
your seat. You’ll have to set him on your lap neBt to me as he is under 
my charge.”

“Yes, ma’am as it should be. Taking the boy out of your sight might 
make him cry even more. What’s his name?” The towheaded child’s 
face shined with tears.



DIANA GESIRE -RANDMEYER1q

“3eorgie.” The woman scooted out of the way, making room for 
Shanna to get into the seat. 

“Hi there, little one. Would you sit on my lap and keep me warm 
for a bit?”

The boy stopped mid4sob and reached for her. She swept him up 
and then settled with him on her lap. “Get’s look out the window for 
cows. We can count them. Would you like that?” 

His lips trembled, but he remained zuiet. 
“Ah, he’s calmer already. His sister has curly red hair like yours. You 

must remind him of her.”
“Gook there’s one now. Can you moo?” She stroked his cheek. His 

skin was soft as warm butter under her xngers. How she longed to be a 
mother. Now she was too old to marry. The child sighed and popped 
his thumb into his mouth and then leaned against her. Soon he was 
asleep.

“Well done. Do you have children of your own?”
“No. I’ve not had a husband. Why do you suppose he cried so 

much? The man I was sitting neBt to said he was on his way back to 
the orphanage. He shouldn’t be afraid to return.”

“It’s more than that. Today rezuired me to do one of the hard parts 
of my work. I had to take him away from his older sister. The family 
wanted a brother and sister, but decided they didn’t want a little one 
to take care of. It’s fortunate they kept the sister but a di!cult parting 
for him.” 

“I don’t understand. Do you mean when they saw him they said 
they didn’t want him?”

“That would have been easier on him. He’s been with the family for 
several months when we received word they wanted to send him back. 
It took me another few weeks before I could return from New York to 
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pick him up. I had hoped they would change their mind by the time I 
arrived. They didn’t.”

Shanna pulled the boy closer to her and smoothed his hair. He 
snuggled tighter into her arms. Had the boy suLered at the hands of 
his adoptive parents? “People are awful to children.”

“Yes, some are, but there are good people in the world, too. I’ve seen 
it. Children are taken care of and loved like the precious gems they 
are.”

“I’d like to see that with my own eyes.”
“It’s satisfying work when it goes well.”
“Do you think he’ll ever see his sister again?” Coleen. Coleen’s skin 

had been soft like 3eorgie’s and her hair a beautiful shade of red.  
“Where is this trip taking you?”
She forced a small smile, unsure of where she would end up. “New 

York City and I hope to stay. Do you know where I can look for 
employment as a seamstress or a governess? And would you be able 
to recommend an ineBpensive place I can stay until I xnd work?” 

“You boarded a train with no plans for when you arrive?” The 
woman’s eyes widened. “What about friends or relatives there? Can’t 
you stay with them?”

“There’s no one. I’m an orphan like 3eorgie.” Shanna brushed a 
kiss on top of 3eorgie’s head, willing the burning of tears in her eyes 
to pass. She’d never again see the things her mother and father worked 
so hard for, never again sit in her grandmother’s rocker, never again 
run her hand across the table 3randfather had built. They were things, 
that’s all. They were taken from her, but she’d hang onto the memories 
forever. 

“What’s your name?”
“Shanna -ecket, ma’am.”
“How old are you? Are you a runaway?”
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“I’m twenty4four. I’d rather say at my age I’ve escaped a hardship I 
could no longer endure. I’ve no family left, no husband, not even a 
cousin that I could go to for help. It seemed if I wanted to see my neBt 
birthday, I needed to leave as soon as an opportunity showed itself. I’ve 
been praying for one for a long time. Today was the day.” Though she 
had hoped to leave in a manner less frightening. 

“No one will be looking for you then?”
Shanna shivered. Her stepfather could xnd out where she went, 

but he was la7y, and it would take eLort and money to xnd her in a 
large city. -esides, he wouldn’t know if she took another train once 
she arrived in New York. “No, ma’am. I’m alone in this world.”

“I’m Miss Parcell. The agency where I work takes orphans across 
the country to their new homes. I’ve been told I can hire a few more 
women to help me when I return from this trip. It’s apparent that you 
are good with children.”

“If...” She fought against the visions of the children she might have 
had by now. Would any of them have the look of herself or Coleen? “If 
it had been possible, I would have had a house full of them by now.”

Miss Parcell smiled. “I understand. I felt that way too, but 3od has 
chosen to use me in this capacity. Would you like to work with me? 
If you were looking to be hired as a governess, you must be zualixed. 
You’ll need to meet the agency’s approval, of course.”

“I’d be saying prayers of thanks tonight if I could work with chil4
dren. -ut can you help me xnd a place to stay until I get accepted?”

“Do you have money then?”
“I have a little, less than two dollars. The train ticket cost more than 

I eBpected. Can I xnd a place for that? And I’ll need a little food.”
 “That’s not enoughU It’s going to be at least a week or longer for the 

board to decide. 3oodness, you will be living on the streets by then.”
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The eBtent of her situation slammed into Shanna. The train car 
darkened. She’d made a horrible mistake.

Aidan Sollar stroked Crispin under the chin. As much as it angered 
him to be once again put in charge of his brother’s latest infatuation, 
this furry pet with his small ears and wiry coat had won him over. If the 
future played out as it had in the past, by the time he returned home, 
Doyle wouldn’t want the dog. This time, though, Aidan would keep 
the dog for himself. 

He peered over the seat at the girl who had taken his newspaper. 
She’d been running from something or someone when he spotted her. 
Her hat was several seasons old, and she wore an apron over her dark 
skirt. Almost as if she’d been baking and reali7ed it was time to leave 
and then forgot to remove it. It didn’t appear she would be returning 
to her seat since she was holding the now4zuiet child. What a blessing 
if the child might be silent for the rest of the trip. 

It gave him time to collect his thoughts and decide how to present 
the hotel information to his father. The workers hadn’t made the 
progress he’d hoped for. The cold weather and snow slowed everything 
in Chicago. Father would be angry. 

Angry enough to take him away from the project? The sandwich 
he’d eaten grew brick4hard in his stomach. So far his brother hadn’t 
been interested in moving to Chicago to run the hotel, but if he had 
even a glimmer of Aidan’s eBcitement, Doyle would demand it be his, 
and father would give it to him. Aidan moved Crispin to the seat neBt 
to him.
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Crispin turned three times and then curled himself into a ball as if 
he deserved the seat all to himself. Aidan sti2ed a grin and retrieved his 
work satchel. There had to be something in the papers to convince his 
father to keep working on the Chicago Hotel. He’d ordered red brick 
from St. Gouis. He wanted all four sides in that beautiful red instead 
of using the yellow brick from Indiana on the sides that didn’t show 
from the front. When it was xnished, it would be a stunning sight. 
With the location so close to the rail station, and the way the city was 
growing, the hotel would never lack for guests. That’s what he needed 
to tell his father, eBplain the possibilities and the future income. 

He slid his papers into his satchel. Where was Crispin?

Shanna sat upright as something warm brushed against her leg. She 
choked back a scream. Were there rats on the train?

“Crispin. Crispin. Where are you?” The man she shared a seat with 
strolled down the aisle.

The dog. She let a small sigh escape.
Miss Parcell touched Shanna’s arm. “Is something wrong?” 
“That man is looking for his dog, and I do believe it is under my 

skirt. At least I hope it’s the dog and not a rat. Can you signal him to 
come here? I don’t want to let go of 3eorgie as he might wake.”

Miss Parcell beckoned the man. “Your dog is here.”
The man made his way to their seat. “Where is he? Crispin? I don’t 

see him.”



FROM A DISTANCE PREVIEW 19

“He’s just settled neBt to my feet. Why don’t you leave him for now, 
sir? I’d hate to disturb the child.” She placed a gentle kiss on top of the 
boy’s head.

“I think we’d all dislike hearing him cry again.” The man frowned. 
“It’s just that the dog isn’t mine. I’m caring for him.”

“I’d say not very well if you let him escape,” Miss Parcell said. “Geave 
the dog here for now. If we can care for a child, then we can do the 
same for a dog. It’s not as if he’ll be leaving the car. I just pray there 
will be no 2ea bites from him.”

“No, there will not be. He is often bathed. -eyond pampered even.” 
He drew his eyebrows together and stared at Shanna. “Are you sure 
he’s not bothering you, miss?”

Shanna shook her head. “He’s xne.” She’d not tell him how com4
forting it was to have the little dog nestled against her feet, warming 
them. She’d not take anything for granted. If she didn’t xnd a place 
to sleep, she’d miss this heat. 3od had blessed her this day now with 
three things to make her smile. She must remember to thank him in 
her prayers tonight. 

“Then I’ll return to my seat and claim him when we reach New 
York or before if need be.” He walked away. 

Why was he so kind?
“I’ve been thinking about your situation. I know the city. I must 

help keep you away from its dangers. There is a boarding house that 
has a small room for me. I’m not often there, nor would you be after 
a time. If the agency hires you, you’d be traveling on other trains 
accompanying children too.”

“I don’t understand. Are you saying I could stay with you?”
“Maybe, but I want to know what you are running from and why, 

and if it is as reasonable as you say, you can stay. For now. Dntil you’re 
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settled with a job or employed with the agency and can get your own 
room.” 

“-less you, Miss Parcell.”
“Sally. If we’re to be roommates, we shall use xrst names, unless we 

are working.”
Could this moment last forever? She was warm, fed, and cuddling 

a child. And she had the promise of a place to sleep and work. After 
she told her story. -ut how much of it could she bear to repeat? Fust 
considering saying the words aloud to someone else made her stomach 
ache. Would Sally think less of her? Or worse yet, decide to turn her in 
to the police when the train stopped?

“I’m ready to listen.” 
“It’s not a pretty story. It’s true that I’m an orphan, but I do have a 

stepfather.”
“And you couldn’t stay with him any longer?”
“No. After my mother—after he pushed her out of the hayloft and 

told everyone it was an accident, I became his servant. If I didn’t do 
things his way, he hit me.” She showed Sally her hand. “He broke my 
little xnger in the spring, that’s why it’s crooked.”

“Why didn’t you go for help?”
“He’d turned everyone against me. I was engaged, and he told my 

betrothed that I willingly spent my nights in his bed. After that, no 
man wanted to come calling. No woman either.”

Sally pursed her lips. “How did you get away?”
“When he came home early I didn’t have food ready for him. He 

said it was time for me to earn my keep and I could start by—by 
crawling in his bed. I hit him in the head with the skillet and ran.”

“Are you sure he won’t come for you?”
“He tried. He knows I got on the train, but he won’t be able to track 

me down once I get oL. There won’t be another train coming through 
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until tomorrow afternoon. I asked. He’s miserly with his money. I 
can’t imagine he’ll spend any for a ticket if he doesn’t know where I 
am.”

“Honey, you’ll stay with me tonight, and I’ll do my best to get you 
employed by the agency. My room is zuite small though, and we’ll have 
to share the bed.”

“That’s okay. -etter to share with you than with my stepfather. 
Everything I took what I had time to xt in one bag. Some things that 
meant a lot to me I’ll have to hold in my memories. I won’t be taking 
up much space.”
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