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“What happens if lightning hits the plane?” The little girl turned from the window to look at her brother, who sat between us. I recognized the expression in her worried brown eyes. She thought her big brother, who was at most nine or ten, had all the answers. The two of them reminded me of Danny and myself when we were kids, although they looked nothing at all like we did. They were both redheads, while Danny had been—and still was—blue-eyed and flaxen-haired, and I was a brown-eyed brunette. Still, the way the girl turned to her brother, the way she looked up at him as though he was the smartest boy in the world … that had been me and Danny.

The truth was, right now nearly everything I saw or heard or felt reminded me of my brother.

“It’s not going to hit the plane,” the boy said. “At least it better not.” He turned to look at me as though I might know the answer, but I’d been wondering the same thing. Here we were, suspended thirty-five thousand feet above the Atlantic on a pitch-black night, while lightning pierced the sky like knife blades outside our small window.

“I’m not sure what happens,” I said. I was only seventeen. This was my first flight ever and I’d had no time to prepare myself for the experience, nor did I really care. The flight wasn’t important. It was getting to the hospital in Germany that mattered. “But the one thing I do know,” I said to the children, “is that the pilot’s had lots of training and has probably flown through hundreds of storms. He’ll know what he’s doing.”

“Right.” The boy looked at his sister with a grown-up sort of confidence that touched me, because surely he was afraid, too. Their mother was in front of us with two younger children, one of whom had not stopped crying since we took off a little more than an hour ago. “The pilot’s had tons of training for storms and stuff,” the boy said to the wide-eyed little girl. “He’s probably been through lots worse than this.”

The plane suddenly dipped like a roller coaster and the little girl let out a cry. Her brother took her hand. I wished I had someone to hold mine. While I considered myself an adult in all other matters, tonight I felt like a child.

I shut my eyes and rested my head against the back of the seat. It was going to be a very long night.

***

“Excuse me, miss?”

I opened my eyes to see one of the flight attendants standing next to my seat. The pin on her collar said JULIANNE, but she looked too old for the name. Her chin-length brown hair was dusted with wisps of white. “Yes?” I said.

The plane gave a toss to the left and Julianne held onto the back of the seat in front of me to stay upright. “Is your name Riley MacPherson?” she asked.

Oh, God. I wanted to tell her “no” to stop whatever words she was about to say next. Her smile was warm, though. She wouldn’t be smiling if she had terrible news. Besides, how could she possibly know anything?

“Yes.” I spoke so quietly I was sure she couldn’t hear me over the sound of the engine and the wailing toddler in the seat in front of me.

“Please get your carry-on and come with me,” she said. “We’re moving you.” Her smile was wide now, but my heart nearly stopped beating. Why would they move me? Could they have gotten word in the cockpit that Danny had died and they wanted to tell me in private?

The plane took a nauseating tumble as I got to my feet, and Julianne had to help me pull my small, hastily packed suitcase out of the overhead bin. I waved good-bye to the little girl and her brother. I tried to smile at them, but I knew by the flat expressions they gave me in return that I had failed. I followed Julianne up the long aisle of the plane, my eyes already filling with tears.

We reached the curtain that separated the economy cabin from first class, and she pulled it aside. I followed her into the dim and far quieter atmosphere of first class.

Julianne suddenly stopped walking. “This is your new seat,” she said, pointing to two roomy, leather, first-class seats, both of them empty. She took my suitcase from my hand and lifted it easily into the overhead bin. “Go ahead,” she said. “Sit down and buckle up.”

“I don’t understand,” I said, lowering myself into the aisle seat. “I didn’t pay for—”

“Move over and I’ll explain.” She motioned toward the window seat and I slid into it. As she sat down next to me, the light above our seats illuminated her gray eyes and the freckles on the bridge of her nose. “Buckle your seat belt,” she reminded me.

I did as she asked, my gaze never leaving her face as I tried to read her expression.

“So, you spoke with one of the other flight attendants when you boarded,” she said, once I was safely buckled in. “Robert?”

“I don’t know his name,” I said.

“Well, he told me where you’re going and why.” She smoothed a strand of her hair behind her ear. “I have a nephew in Afghanistan,” she said. “I’m really close to him—it’s like he’s my own son—and I can picture myself in your place all too easily.”

“Oh,” I said, relieved. She didn’t know anything about Danny’s condition. I would be able to live in welcome ignorance for another six hours or so.

“I’m so glad we had empty seats up here in first class,” Julianne said. “That doesn’t happen very often, and we want you to be comfortable on this flight.”

“That’s so nice of you,” I said.

She started to stand up, then stopped herself. “Why are you alone, though?” she asked, her forehead lined with worry. “You’re only … how old are you?”

“Seventeen.”

“And you look even younger than that. Are your parents … is your family already over there?”

I shook my head. “They couldn’t come,” I said, “so I told them I would go, but I’m afraid by the time I get there …”

“Shh.” She squeezed my hand where it rested on my thigh. “Only positive thoughts, okay?” she said. “Can I announce it? We can get this whole plane full of people praying for your brother. What’s his name? Or is that too private?”

“Danny,” I said, overwhelmed by the thought of a planeful of prayers. They couldn’t hurt. “Daniel MacPherson.”

“Were you close?”

I winced at her use of the past tense. Once again, I wondered if she knew something I didn’t.

“Yes, we’re close,” I said, although it wasn’t the truth. Somehow my brother and I had lost our closeness. I felt as though I didn’t know him any longer.

“I hope he’ll come through this okay.” Julianne got to her feet. “What can I get you to drink?” she asked. “And here.” She took a pillow from another empty seat and dropped it next to me. “Here’s an extra pillow for you.”

I tucked the pillow between my shoulder and the window. “Nothing to drink right now, thank you,” I said.

“You need anything at all, you just call for me, all right?” Another spear of lightning cut across the sky outside the window, illuminating her face.

“I do have a question maybe you could answer,” I said.

She raised her eyebrows, waiting.

“Can lightning strike the plane?” I asked.

She laughed as she sat down again. “Lightning hits planes all the time,” she said. “It just bounces off, so nothing to worry about. And anyway, most of that lightning is far, far away from us. The pilot’s doing all she can to avoid the storms.”

“She?” I asked, surprised.

“Captain Hobert. She’s been flying forever.” She smiled as she got to her feet. “She’s even older than me, so you know she’s seen her share of storms.”

Once Julianne left, I got up and walked back to the economy section of the plane. The aisle seemed even longer to me now as I made my way to my old seat. I sat down next to the boy.

“Where did you go?” the little girl asked. Either she or her brother had pulled the shade on the window, and I guessed they didn’t want to watch the light show any longer.

“I’m sitting up there now.” I pointed toward the front of the plane. “But I wanted to let you know that I found out that lightning strikes planes all the time and nothing bad ever happens. It just bounces right off.”

The boy smiled. “Cool.” He turned to his sister. “I told you it was nothing to worry about.”

“And our pilot is a woman,” I added.

“No way!” He looked a little worried about that revelation, but I felt comforted. I thought a woman would be less likely to take risks in a storm. She would get us safely where we needed to go.

By the time I returned to my new seat, the plane was rocking and rolling worse than ever and I buckled my seat belt tightly across my hips. I wrapped up in the thin blue blanket Julianne had given me, pulled the shade against the storm outside, and shut my eyes. Just as I was beginning to drift off to sleep, the loudspeaker coughed to life.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” a female voice said. I thought it was Julianne, but the sound was scratchy and it was hard to tell. “We have a traveler with us today who could use your best wishes. She’s only seventeen and she’s flying on her own to her brother’s bedside in Germany. He was gravely injured in Iraq. I hope you’ll hold him in your thoughts.”

Gravely injured. I heard almost nothing after she said those words.

A few people came to talk to me. Each of them sat in the seat next to me, and although I’d thought I only wanted to sleep my way through this flight, I was glad for their company. A man who had flown helicopters in Vietnam told me he was praying for Danny. “He’ll make it,” he said, as if he knew this for a fact, “but he’ll be changed. He’ll need your love and acceptance.”

Changed how? I wanted to ask. I could see darkness in the man’s eyes, and I thought he knew what he was talking about. I was afraid of his answer, though, so I only thanked him for his prayers.

One woman gave me her rosary. Another, a little Jehovah’s Witness pamphlet. A very old man gave me a small pastry his wife had made. I accepted anything I was given, tucking them all into my purse like good luck charms.

Then the little boy came to see me. “Are you the lady they talked about?” he asked. “The one with the brother?”

“Yes.” I motioned toward the empty seat next to me, inviting him to sit down.

“What does ‘gravely’ mean?” he asked.

“It means he could die,” I said.

“I was afraid that’s what it meant.” He looked worried. “I hope he doesn’t,” he added. “You’re really nice. I wish only good things happened to nice people.”

“I like how you take care of your sister,” I said.

“She’s really afraid of thunderstorms.”

“I was, too, when I was her age,” I said. “You should probably go back to her. Thank you for coming up here to see me.”

I was tired and pretended to sleep to put an end to the visitors, but I knew I would never be able to sleep on this flight now. After a while, I lifted my window shade and saw a flash of lightning that seemed to fill the whole sky with its ragged silver fingers. It was enough to make me gasp out loud. With a shudder, I lowered the shade again, hoping the little girl still had hers closed. With any luck, by now she was sleeping soundly.

***

I was six years old, the age of that little girl, when my parents decided I should no longer fear thunderstorms. Storms were frequent in New Bern, North Carolina, where we lived, and when they came at night, I would leave my bedroom, race down the hall to their room, and crawl into their bed with them. It had become something of a ritual, one that turned a scary night into a rare night of closeness with my parents. The night I turned six, however, that changed. We’d gone out to dinner to celebrate my birthday, and I’d fallen asleep feeling happy, excited by my gifts and an overdose of sugary birthday cake. I woke up with lightning blazing through my room and the thunder so close that I felt it booming in my chest. Grabbing my teddy bear, I ran from my room. I screamed the entire way down the hall and burst into my parents’ room, breathless with relief.

“No.” Daddy was quiet but firm as I started to climb into their bed. “You have to stay in your own bed tonight.” Next to him, my mother was asleep, or perhaps only pretending to be. I could see her closed eyes as the lightning swept across the bed. I knew she’d been down after we came home from my birthday dinner. That was the word Daddy used to describe her when she was sad. Your mom is down today, he’d say, and Danny and I knew that meant we should be good, entertain ourselves, and stay out of her way.

“But Daddy, I’m scared!” I couldn’t believe he was changing the rules so abruptly.

“Shh.” Daddy got out of bed and put on his slippers. He took my hand and led me back into the hall, shutting their bedroom door behind him. I thought he might walk me back to my room and stay with me there, but no. He let go of my hand and looked down at me, his face hard to see in the dark hallway. “You’re six years old now, Riley,” he said. “A big girl. In a couple of months you’ll graduate from kindergarten. It’s time you got over being afraid of storms. We’re not doing you any favors, letting you stay with us. Now go back to your room.”

I didn’t budge. I held Teddy tightly against my chest as I looked up at my father, trying to make out his features in the darkness. He seemed so much bigger than me at that moment, and I needed that protective bigness. He reached down and took me by the shoulder, turning me in the direction of my room.

“Go on, Riley,” he said, as I took one baby step into the dark hallway. “That’s a good brave girl,” he added, and when I turned to look at him, he’d stepped back into the bedroom and shut the door behind him.

I had taken one more small step when a clap of thunder suddenly shook the house. I froze, paralyzed, in the hallway, Teddy clutched in my arms.

“Riley?”

I jumped at the sound of my name and turned to see Danny standing in the doorway to his room. He looked ghostly, his white-blond hair and fair skin standing out in the darkness of the hall, but I was thrilled to see him.

“I’m scared,” I said.

“You can stay with me.” He held his hand out to me and I grabbed it as if he were saving me from drowning. We walked together into his dark room and my bare feet seemed to find every Lego and Matchbox car scattered on his floor, but I didn’t care. I climbed onto his bed as a bolt of lightning lit up the sky outside his window, and I buried my head in his pillow.

“Pull the shade!” I shouted.

“Shh!” he said. “They’ll hear you.”

“Pull it,” I whispered, and he got into bed beside me and pulled the shade closed.

“I like to watch the storms,” he said.

He was so brave! I couldn’t imagine watching those streaks of lightning on purpose. I wondered if I’d miraculously become brave when I was ten, too.

“It’s too dark in here,” I said, my voice muffled by his pillow.

He reached behind the bed and turned on his reading lamp. I saw his Game Boy on his night table. His prize possession.

“Check this out,” he said. He lay down next to me, holding his hands in the air above us.

I rolled onto my back. “What are you doing?” I asked.

He nodded toward the animal-shaped shadow he’d formed on the wall. “What is it?” he asked.

“A dog?” I guessed.

“No, stupid. Look how long its head is.”

“A horse!”

“Right! Want me to show you how to make one?”

For the next half hour, we made shadow puppets on the wall. Horses, ducks, dogs. We made them talk to each other. Danny’s horse told a lot of stupid ten-year-old-boy fart jokes, and mine told insipid knock-knock jokes, which were the only jokes I knew. Before long, the storm was over, and I was asleep with a smile on my face, breathing in my big brother’s scent from his pillow.

I yawned my way through kindergarten the next day after talking and laughing with Danny for so much of the night. When I got home that afternoon, I found my mother sitting on the sofa in front of the TV, a cup of coffee in her hand and her brown hair sticking up every which way all around her head. I smelled dinner cooking in the Crock-Pot. Our house always smelled like a Crock-Pot meal. Every morning, Mom would toss a chicken or a hunk of meat into the pot, along with vegetables and a can of cream of mushroom soup. She loved the easiness of it. She had no energy for cooking.

One of her soap operas was on the TV, and I knew she was still down, but she smiled at me.

“Hi, baby,” she said. “Did you have good day?”

“Yes.” I climbed onto the couch to sit next to her and rested my head on her arm.

“Be careful,” she said. “You’ll make me spill.”

I backed away a little. Then I touched her thumbnail. “Your nail polish is coming off,” I said.

She examined her nails. “So it is,” she said with a shrug. “I don’t really care.”

“Can we paint my nails today?” I asked. It had been a long time since she painted my nails.

“How about when summer comes?” she suggested. “We could paint your toenails then, too, since you’ll be wearing sandals.”

“That’s so far away.”

“It’s right around the corner.” She sounded sad when she said that, and she let out a long sigh. “Could you do me a big favor, honey?” she asked.

“What?”

“You know where I keep my pills? That drawer by Daddy’s and my bed?”

“Uh huh.” She had two bottles of pills in that drawer and a few more on the windowsill in the kitchen.

“Could you run upstairs and get them for me?” She brushed my hair off my forehead. “Would you do that for me, please?”

I couldn’t believe she was asking me to get her medicine! Sometimes she asked Danny, but this was a first for me and it made me feel very grown up. It probably had to do with turning six, I thought. “The tall bottle or the short bottle?” I asked as I got down from the couch.

“The tall one,” she said. “Thank you, honey. I’m too tired to move today.”

When I got to the top of the stairs, Daddy walked out of his office. “Hey, Sunshine!” he said. “Come see the new lighter I got today.”

I followed him into his office, which was easily the most interesting room in our house. I wasn’t allowed to be in that room by myself, although I never understood why not. Daddy was a collector, but his collections were locked behind glass doors, so I didn’t see how I could hurt them. On one side of the room he had his cigarette lighter collection, and on the other side, his compasses, which weren’t nearly as interesting. Against the wall he had his violin collection—five violins in cases. They were the least interesting to me because I couldn’t see them. He never took them out of the cases. “They’re too valuable,” he said. I didn’t understand the point of collecting something you couldn’t even look at.

Daddy had taught me to be a collector as well. I’d found a stray dog in the woods behind our house, but my mother was allergic to dogs, so we couldn’t keep it. I was inconsolably upset, so my father bought me a tiny statue of a dog and that was the start of my collection. I kept my little ceramic dogs in a case he built for me. It was much smaller than his cases and lacked a lock, but I loved it anyway.

“Come see,” he said now, as he took his seat behind his desk. I stood at the side of his desk, my hands hooked together behind my back, while he opened a small cardboard box. Boxes arrived for him nearly every day. He pulled out some Bubble Wrap and I leaned forward to see what was beneath it. He lifted a little silver teapot from the box, and I smiled. The teapot was the perfect size for my dolls to use when we played “kitchen,” but I wasn’t allowed to play with any of the things my father collected, especially not the lighters.

“It’s so cute!” I smiled as I touched the teapot’s black handle. “How does it work?”

He pressed the small knob on the lid of the teapot and flame shot from the spout. 	I laughed. “It’s my favorite one!” I said.

“I thought the fish lighter was your favorite? Or the dragon?”

I looked toward the glass case that nearly covered one whole wall in the room. I did love that dragon lighter. “All three are my favorites,” I said.

“Fair enough.” He smiled as he lowered the teapot back in the box.

“Oh!” I’d almost forgotten why I’d come upstairs. “I have to get Mommy’s pills.”

He lost his smile. “She asked you to do that?”

“Uh huh.”

He moved the box with the teapot in it to the other side of his desk. His lips were pressed together hard and I could tell he didn’t think I was old enough to get my mother’s pills. I thought that’s what he was going to say when he finally opened his mouth, but instead he said, “You know which ones she wants?”

“The tall bottle.”

“Okay,” he said, but I knew he still thought I was too young to be trusted with a task so big.

***

My parents’ room always smelled of my father’s aftershave. It was a woodsy scent that I loved, and I breathed it in as I sat down on my mother’s side of the bed and opened her night table drawer. When I lifted the tall bottle of pills, I saw a photograph beneath it. I rested the bottle in my lap and pulled out the picture. It was small, no bigger than the palm of my hand. In it, my mother stood behind a little girl about my age. The girl held a violin at her side. Her hair was pale blond, like Danny’s, and she looked happy, although her smile wasn’t nearly as big as my mother’s. My mother seemed almost like a stranger in the picture, her smile was so wide. I didn’t think I’d ever seen her look that happy. She was bending over, her arm across the little girl’s chest, and they both looked into the camera. A million questions raced through my mind. Did Daddy take this picture? Who was this girl who could put such a smile on my mother’s face? My mother loved her, I was sure of it. Why didn’t Mom ever hold me that way? Why couldn’t I make her smile like that? Was it the violin? Did Mom love the girl because she could play it? I wondered if I could ask my mother who the girl was, but I looked at the pill bottle in my lap and thought I’d better not. There was something unsafe about asking my mother hard questions.

I set the tall bottle of pills on the night table and then I turned the picture upside down on the very bottom of the drawer. I covered it over with everything else I could find in the drawer—the other pill bottle, a scarf, some handkerchiefs, some pens. I hoped Mom would forget the picture was there. Whoever that girl was, I didn’t like her. I felt as though she’d stolen my mother.

A couple of hours later, we sat in the dining room eating the chicken and potatoes that had been cooking in the Crock-Pot all day. Daddy cut the skin off my chicken and moved the revolting chunks of mushroom to the side of my plate as he asked Danny and me about our day at school. My mother seemed a thousand miles away from our conversation. Suddenly, though, she came to life.

“Oh, my!” She pointed toward the china cabinet on the other side of the room from where she sat. “Look how the sunlight is filling the china cabinet, showing all the dust on the glass shelves!” she said. “Now how does dust get into a closed china cabinet?”

“Dust gets everywhere,” Daddy said. “It even gets in my locked cabinets upstairs.”

“I’m going to have to take everything out of there and clean those shelves,” Mom said. “And I’m sure the dust is all over the Franciscan Ware, too.” She’d stopped eating, setting down her fork, mesmerized by the cabinet.

Daddy followed her gaze. “I don’t understand why we don’t use those plates for everyday if you love them so much,” he said.

My mother smiled. “This from the man who has three enormous padlocked cabinets full of collectibles,” she said, and Daddy laughed.

“Touché,” he said.

“What does that mean?” Danny asked.

“It means she’s right.” My father looked happy, and I thought it had something to do with my mother’s all-too-rare smile.

“I don’t know what’s so special about them plates,” Danny said.

“ ‘Those plates,’ ” Daddy corrected him.

Mom stood up from the table and walked to the china cabinet. The door creaked as she pulled it open, and she reached inside toward the Franciscan Ware. I hoped she would pick up one of my favorites, and sure enough, she pulled out a crescent-shaped salad bowl and brought it back to the table. The plate was a creamy white color with bold red apples, green leaves, and brown stems painted around the rim. I loved those plates. Even at six years old, I felt something like nostalgia for them. They were as familiar to me as my parents and brother, something that had always been in our house, in that creaky old china cabinet, and I knew they were special.

My mother held the crescent-shaped dish cupped in her hands above the table. “They were a wedding gift for my parents,” she said. “A hundred pieces. Can you imagine that? My mother never broke one in all her years of marriage, and I’ve never broken one either.”

“That’s because they’re always locked up in the cabinet,” Daddy teased.

“Every one of them is hand painted,” my mother said to Danny and me as though she hadn’t heard my father’s comment. “Can you imagine the work that went into them? No one has the patience for that sort of work these days.” She ran her fingers over the rim of the dish. “I have a lot of lovely memories attached to them from when I was a child.” She set the dish down carefully next to her water glass and looked across the table at my father. “But Daddy’s right,” she said. “We should use them every day and enjoy them. We just need to be very careful with them. After dinner, I’ll take them into the kitchen and wash off the dust and they’ll become our everyday dishes, like they were when I was a little girl.” She looked dreamy.

“I’ll help you!” I said. “I can dry!” I liked drying dishes because it usually meant we were together in the kitchen, just the two of us, and sometimes a whole different side of my mother emerged. She’d bend over to kiss my forehead or we’d sing a song together. I didn’t see it often, that happy, peaceful, loving side of her, but even at six, I tried to set the stage for it as often as I could. I craved her smile and her voice lifted in song. I craved that kiss on my forehead.

“Okay,” she said, “you can dry, but you have to do it sitting at the table so you don’t drop any of the plates.”

“Okay,” I agreed, excited. One hundred pieces. I would have her all to myself for a very long time.

Daddy helped carry all the dishes into the kitchen, where he and Mom stacked them on the counter. He got a box and put our everyday dishes into it to make room for the Franciscan Ware. “We’ll still keep the serving dishes in the china cabinet,” Mom said as she filled the sink with hot soapy water. “We don’t have enough room for all of them in here.” She spread dish towels on the kitchen table. “When you finish drying each piece, you stack it carefully on the dish towels, all right?” she said to me.

I sat down at the table and she handed me a dish towel to dry with. Then she began washing the dishes, one by one. She’d rinse each piece in hot water, then hand it to me, making sure it was securely in my hands before she let go. I tenderly dried each plate or dish or cup and stacked them so carefully on the table that I couldn’t hear one piece touch another. She smiled at me as though she knew I understood how important the plates were. I would carry the memory of her smile around with me for days. It wasn’t the same as that joyful expression she wore in the picture of the little violin girl, but it said “I love you” just the same. At least I told myself it did.

She told me stories about the plates, how she remembered family dinners with a cousin who could read the tea leaves in the bottom of one of the cups, or an uncle whose toupee fell into the gravy boat. She was in her own world, a place where the memories were happy and pure. I tried hard to get in there with her, but although I came close that evening, I lacked the key to the final door. I didn’t even know where to begin looking for it.

***

When I got home from school the following day, I ran upstairs to change into my play clothes. Daddy was working on his computer in his office and Mom’s car was gone. I planned to ride my bike, but when I ran into the backyard in my shorts and t-shirt, I heard Danny call my name from the magnolia tree by the fence. The tree was so full of big leathery green leaves that I couldn’t see him. I walked across the yard until I was beneath the branches and I looked up to see him high above me.

“Can I come up?” I asked, then reminded him, “I’m six now.” The last time I’d asked if I could climb the tree, he’d said five was too young. The truth was, neither one of us was supposed to be up there.

“Okay,” he said. Excited, I reached for one of the low branches. “Not that one,” he said. “Before you grab a branch, you have to figure out where you’ll go from there. You have to think ahead.” He tapped his temple, then pointed to a different branch, one that was level with my waist. “Start with that one,” he said.

It took me a few tries to climb onto the branch, and Danny’s laughter didn’t make it any easier. I was out of breath by the time I had a foothold. Holding onto the trunk of the tree, I stood up straight, my head knocking into the big leaves surrounding me on all sides. I looked down to see how far I’d come. The soles of my sneakers were slippery against the bark.

“Okay, now see that branch there?” Danny pointed to my left. A half-eaten strawberry Twizzler dangled from his hand. “Get to that one next.”

I grabbed the branch, ignoring the rough feel of the bark against my hands. I wasn’t going to fail at this. I was determined to reach the branch he was sitting on to show him I could do it.

I kept climbing. I was nearly to his branch when I thought I might have to give up, but he pulled me up by my arm, which felt like it was going to pop right out of my shoulder. Finally, I made it. I sat next to him on a fat branch a mile above the ground, grinning and breathing hard. Looking down was scary—how would I ever get back to the ground?—so I looked around me instead. We were in a beautiful leafy room all our own.

Danny wasn’t admiring the scenery, though. He held his Game Boy on his thigh, madly pushing the buttons as he chewed the rest of his Twizzler. He had the Game Boy’s sound turned off, and I knew that was so our parents wouldn’t realize he was up here, but he was playing with his usual zeal, and I folded my hands in my lap, growing a little bored. “What are you playing?” I asked.

“Donkey Kong.” He pushed a few buttons and shook the Game Boy, as though that might somehow help him win.

“Can I play?” He never let me play with his Game Boy, but since he was being nice to me today, I thought it was worth asking.

“You don’t know how,” he said.

“You could teach me.”

He glanced over at me, and then he stared at my mouth. “That tooth is going to fall out any minute,” he said, poking at my front tooth.

“Don’t!” I covered my mouth with my hand. I’d already lost one front tooth, and it had been traumatic. Daddy’d tied one end of a long piece of thread around it and the other end to the knob on my bedroom door, and then he slammed the door shut and my tooth went flying through the air. He said it wouldn’t hurt because the tooth was ready to come out, but it did hurt. I still remembered the metallic taste of blood in my mouth. 	

“I could knock it out with one little poke of my finger,” Danny said.

I tightened my lips over my teeth, opening them only enough to say, “No.”

He laughed. “All right. Don’t freak out.” He started in on his Game Boy again and I leaned back to look above us. There were more branches, easily within reach.

“Do you ever climb higher in this tree?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said, without looking up. I looked at his Game Boy to see what was so interesting. There was a monkey on the screen, running and jumping around so fast he made me dizzy.

“I’m going to climb higher,” I said.

“Whatever,” he said, pushing the buttons on the Game Boy. “Don’t go too high.”

Without him to tell me which branch to step on, I felt nervous as I carefully stood up. There were a few branches in front of me, laid out almost like a set of stairs. I climbed up one and then another, and when I looked down I was staring right at the top of Danny’s white-blond head. “Look where I am!” I said.

He leaned back to look up at me. I let go of the branch I’d been clutching to hold my arms out at my sides, like a circus performer, a proud grin on my face.

“You’re too high,” he said. “You better come—”

The sole of my sneaker suddenly slipped from the branch. It happened so quickly, I had no time to grab onto anything to stop my fall. Bark scraped my forearms as I fell, and my mouth bashed into a branch. I screamed. I knew how high I was. I knew I was going to land in a crumpled heap on the ground. I could already picture it.

But Danny caught me. His arms clasped me so tightly that the breath blew out of me. I was sobbing, more from fright than from the pain of my scraped arms and the tooth that, while wobbling around in my mouth, was still somehow attached to my gums. My feet hung freely in the air as they scrabbled to find a branch, but at least I was no longer falling.

“Don’t cry,” Danny said into my ear. “You’re safe now.” He was behind me, holding me suspended in the air. I smelled the Twizzler on his breath and felt the pressure of his arms wrapped around my rib cage like a vise. “You’re safe,” he said again. “Look at that branch. It’s right behind you. Just step back a little. That’s it.” My feet found the branch. I held onto him tightly while I tried to get my footing, only then aware that it was not only my body that was shaking. I felt the tremor running through him and knew I’d scared him as much as I’d scared myself.

He moved my hands to the trunk of the tree. 	“Hold on here,” he said, letting go of me only when he knew my shivering hands were wrapped around the trunk. On the ground far below us, I saw his Game Boy and I wondered how many branches it had crashed into as it fell.

“You’re bleeding,” he said, looking at my arms. “We need to go down.”

Now that the worst of the fear had subsided, I felt the pain in my arms and my lips as we made our careful way out of the tree. I was crying again by the time we reached the ground. Danny picked up his Game Boy and tried to turn it on, but the screen stayed dark.

“It’s hosed,” he said, tossing it back on the ground like he didn’t care all that much, and he took my hand and walked with me into the house. “We have to sneak upstairs to the bathroom where that spray stuff is for your arms.” I tiptoed up the stairs behind him. We could hear my father tapping on his keyboard in his office, but we ducked into the bathroom without him saying a word to us. “He probably has his earphones on,” Danny said. Daddy liked to listen to music while he worked on the computer.

In the bathroom, Danny told me to sit on the edge of the tub. I’d finally stopped crying and now I was in awe of my ten-year-old brother, who suddenly seemed very grown up. He told me to hold my arms out in front of me, and I did. They looked skinny and pale and the skin was puckered up over the scrapes.

“We need to rinse your arms off, but I think this is the only bad cut.” He pointed to my right arm, where two little lines of blood had cropped up. He had me hold my arms under the faucet while he ran cool water over them. He dried my hands, then suddenly said, “Look at me.” He dabbed my sore lip with a washcloth. “Open your mouth,” he said, and when I did, he pulled my tooth out so fast I didn’t even realize what he was doing. I yelped, then giggled at how sneaky he’d been. He smiled and set the tooth on the back of the sink. “They’re going to see this,” he said, pointing to my arm. “It’s too hot for you to wear long sleeves every day. Plus your mouth is all … dinged up. We have to think of a way you might have done this to yourself,” he said. “We can’t say you were in the tree.”

“On my bike?” I suggested.

“You’d have to be pretty stupid to fall off a bike with training wheels,” he said. “How about the steps that go up to the porch? You caught your toe on one of them and fell. Scraped yourself all up.”

“Okay,” I said. I thought of his Game Boy, lying dead in the dusty earth beneath the tree. “I’m sorry about your Game Boy,” I said.

He shrugged. “It’s just a thing,” he said.

He sprayed the antiseptic on my cut arm, then looked in the direction of Daddy’s office like he could see through all the walls that separated us from him. I pictured our father surrounded by his lighters and compasses and violins.

“They care more about things than people,” Danny said as he set the spray bottle on the sink and reached for a bandage. “I’m never going to be like that.”

It says something about my parents that they never noticed the scrapes or bandage on my arm. They only noticed my swollen lip because I had to tell them about my tooth so I could put it in the special “Tooth Fairy Pocket” when I placed it under my pillow. The tooth fairy must have been very busy, though. It took her three nights to show up with my dollar.

***

A week later, our school held its spring concert. The gymnasium was transformed into an auditorium filled with gray metal chairs that clanked against each other every time we fidgeted in our seats, and there was plenty of fidgeting going on, given the age of the children in the audience. A platform was set up at one end of the gym for the chorus to stand on so we would be able to see the singers better. The kindergarteners had the seats closest to the “stage,” so I could see my brother clearly when he sang with the fourth- and fifth-grade chorus. He looked serious, dressed in his white shirt and black pants, and he was very sincere about his singing. I could hear his voice rising above all the others as they sang “Wind Beneath My Wings,” and I sat quietly, my hands folded in my lap. I loved listening to the music and watching my brother sing louder than anyone else. I thought that his strength and confidence was a good thing. I had no idea it was the beginning of a defiance that would later rule him.

After the chorus finished their four songs, our school’s small orchestra took the stage. Like the singers, they all wore white shirts and black pants. They stood in a row at the front of the stage and bowed to us before noisily taking their seats. I was instantly mesmerized by the three girls carrying violins. One of them had blondish hair, but she was not the girl in my mother’s photograph. Still, I stared at her and the other two violinists as they sat down. Once they started performing, those three girls were all I could see. It wasn’t the music that interested me. To be honest, it sounded screechy and hurt my ears. But I was fascinated by the way the girls held their instruments tucked beneath their chins. I loved the delicate way they held their bows and the way the bows stuck up in the air when the girls turned the pages of their music. But as I watched them, the photograph of my mother and the little girl clouded my vision. That big smile on my mother’s face. The way she hugged the girl, with her cheek pressed against the girl’s blond hair. Would my mother love me more if I played a violin? She and Daddy made me take a couple of piano lessons, but I’d hated it and they let me stop. I wondered if they’d let me try the violin instead? Maybe I could put a smile on my mother’s face and make her want to cuddle me the way she cuddled that little girl in the picture.

When the first piece ended, the girl closest to me rested her violin on her knee and turned a peg at the end of the violin’s neck. I was fascinated. Why did she do that? Was it an on-off switch? Or maybe it controlled the violin’s volume? The girl had long glossy black hair, and she looked so self-confident as she turned the little peg and plucked one of the strings, her head close to the violin. She turned it again and I could almost feel that small black peg beneath my own fingertips.

That afternoon, Danny and I walked home from school together, as we usually did. He hated walking with me because older kids made fun of him for hanging out with a kindergartener, and especially for holding my hand. So when we saw those kids, he’d let go of my hand and act like he hardly knew me, but as soon as they were gone, he’d take my hand again, especially when we had to cross the street.

“How old do I have to be before I can play music at school?” I asked when we were about halfway home.

“You have to be in the fourth grade to be in the chorus.”

The fourth grade was so far in the future, I couldn’t even imagine it.

“What about the other thing?” I asked. “The band thing?”

“Orchestra,” he corrected me. “Band is different. You have to be in the fourth grade for the orchestra, too, but in the third grade you’ll learn how to play the recorder, which is the world’s most totally lame instrument.”

I remembered how much he hated his recorder. Our mother was always after him to practice.

“When I get to be in the band,” I said, “I mean, in the orchestra, I’m going to play the violin.”

He let go of my hand and stopped walking altogether, looking at me like he had no idea who I was. “The violin is the lamest instrument of all.” He sounded angry and I felt embarrassed that I’d even mentioned it. He started walking faster than we had been. “Play the flute or something,” he said, ignoring my hand when I reached for his. “Anything but the stupid violin!”

“Okay,” I promised, but I couldn’t keep up with his quick, angry strides and I wasn’t sure he heard me. Anyway, I knew as soon as the word left my mouth that this was one promise I was going to break.

I had never paid much attention to the violins in my father’s office, always being lured by the cute lighters and the slightly less interesting compasses, but now they were all I could think about. When we got home from school that day, Danny went to his room to build something with his Legos and Mom was parked in front of her soap opera.

“Where’s Daddy?” I asked my mother. I planned to ask him if I could see the violins.

“At the RV park,” my mother said, her gaze never leaving the television. Daddy worked at a motor-home park sometimes.

I walked quietly up the stairs, knowing I was about to break one of the most sacred rules in our house: I was going into our father’s office alone.

I tiptoed into the office, shutting the door behind me. Then I sat down cross-legged in front of the five violins where they leaned against the wall, trying to decide which of them I should look at first. Only one case had a tag on it. The white tag was covered in clear plastic, and I leaned forward for a better look. On one side of the tag, someone had drawn a purple flower. A name and address was on the other side. I recognized my last name: MacPherson. The first name was L-I-S-A. Who was that? The address was too hard for me to read, but I knew it wasn’t my address. It wasn’t even a North Carolina address. North Carolina was NC. This address was VA. Maybe L-I-S-A was my mother’s sister or cousin or someone? Could she be the little blond girl in the picture?

I took the case from where it rested against the wall and set it on the floor in front of me. I felt a thrill as I opened the latches and lifted the top of the case. The violin was so beautiful, with its pretty shape and warm reddish-brown wood, but it was much too big to have belonged to the little girl in the picture, and it was certainly too big for me. I’d never be able to hold it under my chin the way the girls in the orchestra had held theirs. Still, I wanted to try. I lifted the violin from the case, surprised by how awkward it was to hold. It took both my hands to try to fit it beneath my chin and it kept slipping down my chest. I stared at it in frustration. There were those pegs the girl in the school orchestra had turned. They’d made no noise, I remembered. It would be safe to play with them.

I turned one of the pegs just a tiny bit and one of the strings popped off with such force that it slapped me in the face. It didn’t hurt, not really, but it surprised me to the point that I yelped and scrambled to my feet, dropping the violin to the floor.

“What was that?” my mother called up the stairs.

“I don’t know,” I shouted back, hoping she thought my voice was coming from my room rather than Daddy’s office. I stared at the violin on the floor. I didn’t think it was broken except for the string, but when I picked it up I saw a little ding on the side of the wood. I heard my mother’s footsteps on the stairs. Quickly, I put the violin back in its case, my hands shaking. My mother’s footsteps reached the hallway. I almost had the violin fully in the case now, but when I closed the lid, that broken string stuck out, and when I hurriedly rested the case against the wall, it fell over.

My mother opened the door. “What are you doing in this room?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I said.

“You know you’re not supposed to be in here without Daddy.”

“He always lets me look at the compasses and lighters,” I said.

Mom’s eyes were on the violin with the tag and I knew the moment she spotted the loose string.

“What did you do?” she screamed.

I backed away until I butted up against my father’s desk and could move no farther. My parents never spanked us, but I had the feeling today was the day that would change. I saw Danny in the doorway, his pale blue eyes as big as I’d ever seen them.

“I didn’t do anything,” I said in a small voice.

My mother was down on the floor next to the violin case. I watched helplessly as she opened it, and there was my handiwork. She lifted the wounded instrument into the air and gasped when she saw the little ding on the bottom. My whole body went stiff because I was sure she was going to hit me. Instead, she started sobbing. She held the violin in her arms like it was a baby. Danny and I looked at each other, both of us frozen with fear, unsure what would happen next. We watched as our mother finally seemed to pull herself together, her steady tears turning to an occasional gulping sob. She placed the violin tenderly back in the case. She seemed completely lost in her own world and oblivious to me, and I wondered if I could somehow escape.

Danny motioned to me with a small wave, and I had taken one step toward him, when she roared up like an angry bear, towering above me. “Don’t you dare leave!” she shouted. “Don’t you dare even think of leaving this room. How many times have you been told never to touch anything in this office? Now you’ve ruined it. You’ve …”

“It can be fixed,” Danny said from the doorway.

“What do you know?” she snapped at him, then turned to me again. “This is the most terrible thing you could do to me,” she said. “To your father and me.”

“Are you going to hit me?” I almost wanted her to. I wanted to feel the sting of a slap instead of the sting of her words.

She grabbed my shoulders and shook me hard. “I can’t even think of a way to punish you that matches this crime!” she shouted.

Danny turned and I heard him running down the stairs. I didn’t blame him for trying to get away from her, but I felt deserted. Then suddenly from downstairs came the loudest crash. It seemed to echo up the stairs, and a second crash followed. My mother let go of me, turning her head in the direction of the sound. She ran out the door and down the stairs and I stood where I was, terrified, gripping the edge of my father’s desk behind me. I heard her screaming and shouting, while beneath her fury, Danny yelled words I couldn’t understand. I left the office and walked quietly down the stairs. From the bottom step I could see through the living room and into the kitchen, where two of the Franciscan Ware plates lay in pieces on the tiled kitchen floor. I couldn’t see my mother, but Danny stood in the center of the room, holding a third plate in his hands above his head. He was ready to smash it as well, and I knew he had saved me from my fate upstairs. Or at least he had tried.

Now he’d be facing a fate of his own.

***

The lights in the hospital corridor emitted a weird yellow glow that reflected off the nurse’s glasses as she described Danny’s condition to me. It seemed like only minutes since a car had met me at the airport and whisked me to the hospital in Landstuhl after my mostly sleepless flights. I felt grimy and weary and spacey as I stood in the hallway with the nurse, a psychologist, and a chaplain. I’m too young for this, I thought, trying to absorb what they were telling me. My knees were wobbly and my head was light. I wished we could sit down to have this conversation, but there wasn’t a chair in sight in that long hallway.

But Danny was alive. That was the one piece of information that had made its way into my exhausted brain. Part of me ached to see him, but another part was afraid, and with every word from the nurse, my fear intensified. I knew I was catching only bits and pieces of all she was telling me, but that was enough to terrify me.

“Projectiles shoot out in all directions … designed to destroy bones … rip muscles … some internal damage to his GI system … rebuild his leg once he gets to Walter Reed in the States.”

I wanted to ask her to slow down—I couldn’t take it all in—but I didn’t seem to have enough air in my lungs to speak.

“He’s had two surgeries to remove shrapnel,” she continued, “but there’s a long way to go. The doctors aren’t sure they’ll be able to save it, but that’s the goal.”

“Save … what?” I asked. My brain was stuffed with cotton.

“His leg,” she said, and she went on to describe the injuries to his leg, but once again I could take in only every third or fourth word.

“He’s in and out of consciousness,” the psychologist added.

“He’s going to live, though, right?” I finally managed to ask.

The nurse hesitated. “None of his injuries is life threatening in and of itself,” she said, “but taken together, he’s had a terrible blow to his body.”

“Not to mention his emotional state,” the psychologist said. “He’s going to be in the hospital for a very long time and he’ll need all the support you can give him.”

I looked around desperately for someplace to sit down in this barren, yellow-lit hallway. My legs were giving out, and I thought I would have to simply sink onto the floor. The chaplain sensed my distress and clutched my elbow.

“She needs to sit,” he said.

“Let’s move in here.” The psychologist pointed to the left … or maybe it was to the right? I couldn’t have said. I let myself be led along by the chaplain’s hand on my elbow, and soon we were in an airless room no bigger than a closet, but there was a chair behind a small desk. I sank into it and looked up at the three of them.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m so tired.”

The nurse pulled a pager from the waistband of her scrubs. She looked at it, then at the men. “Sorry,” she said. “I’ll try to get back.” She nodded in my direction, then quickly rushed from the room.

The chaplain smiled at me. “Extraordinarily busy place,” he said, then added, “unfortunately.” He was far younger than I’d thought him to be when we were out in the hallway. Not much older than me. He had ancient gray eyes, though. I thought his eyes had seen more hardship than I could imagine.

“It’s good you’re here,” the psychologist said. He was decades older than the chaplain and his face was riddled with deep lines. “It will be good for him to see family.”

“I hope so,” I said. I wasn’t sure about that.

“Although,” the psychologist continued, “he’s so drugged up that I’m not sure how lucid you’ll find him.”

“His parents couldn’t come?” the chaplain asked.

My neck was beginning to stiffen from looking up at them. “My mother is sick and can’t travel,” I said, “and my father’s taking care of her.”

“That’s rough,” the psychologist said. “A lot going on in your family. So”—he shifted from one foot to the other—“are you close to Daniel?”

There was that question again. “I used to be.” I pushed the chair back a few inches so I didn’t have to crane my neck to see them. “We were really close when we were kids.” So many examples of that closeness flashed through my mind. Telling silly jokes in his bed during a thunderstorm. The day he broke the plates to save me. The myriad ways he protected me. The memories were like a long string of events that bound me to him. Somehow, though, that string had broken. The anger that had always been a part of him took over, finally pushing me away as well as our parents. “Not so much anymore,” I said.

“The few times he’s been alert enough to know what’s happening,” the psychologist said, “he’s talked about guilt. You know, that he’s in here while his buddies are still out there in harm’s way. He talks about wanting to die, so be sure to let him know you love him and that other people love him. Give him a reason to want to live.”

Oh no. I swallowed hard. “Our sister killed herself,” I said.

“Oh,” the chaplain said, and both men took a step back from me. They understood the significance of what I’d just said: Suicide ran in families.

The psychologist frowned. “Was he very close to her?” he asked.

I shook my head. “She was much older. She was my age now when she died. Seventeen. Danny would only have been about six. I don’t remember her at all and I don’t know how well he does. She drowned herself in a river near our house.” I had nightmares about Lisa, the little violinist with the white-blond hair. The one child who could make our mother smile. In my nightmares, I saw her at the river’s edge, waiting to take that first step into the cold water that would end her life. “We never really talk about her,” I added.

“Do you know her psychiatric diagnosis?” The psychologist hadn’t lost his frown.

“Just … I don’t know, really, but she was a child prodigy on the violin. She was under too much pressure to perform.”

“Well, with that family history, we—and you—will have to keep a very close eye on Daniel,” the psychologist said.

“I’m afraid to see him.” I blurted it out. Here I’d traveled all this way, and now I didn’t know if I could do what I’d come here to do.

“What are you afraid of?” The chaplain’s voice was gentle.

I looked at the top of the small bare desk in front of me. What was I afraid of? I didn’t know Danny anymore. He’d felt like a stranger for years. I feared saying the wrong thing. He could always be set off so easily.

“I don’t know what to say to him,” I admitted.

The chaplain leaned toward me, his hands on the desk. “Every time he wakes up, he thinks he’s back there,” he said. “Back in the war, under attack. So when he wakes up, tell him right away that he’s safe. That’s what he needs to know. That’s the most important message for him to hear from you: He’s safe.”

His hospital room seemed too cold to me. I’d been sitting next to Danny’s bed for more than an hour watching him sleep. Part of me hoped he would wake up and talk to me, but another part feared his reaction to finding me there.

Tubes were everywhere. One came from his neck, another from his nose. One extended from beneath his blanket to a bag of blood-tinged urine at the side of the bed. An IV tube delivered a clear substance into his arm. A big arc-shaped tent had been erected above his legs. I was afraid to see what was beneath that tent. Seeing Danny in such a helpless position made my heart ache.

I was so tired. A nurse had left a brown blanket on the arm of the chair for me, and now I wrapped it around my shoulders. I kicked off my shoes and lifted my legs onto the chair, trying to get more comfortable, but the scent of disinfectant was so strong it burned my nostrils and I was sure the buzzing and beeping of machines would never let me sleep. As I tried to decide whether to close my eyes or not, Danny’s arm jerked. It was a tiny movement, but it was the first I’d seen from him. I leaned forward and covered his hand with mine, letting the blanket fall from my shoulders.

“Danny?” I said quietly.

His familiar blue eyes sprang open and I felt the tension in his hand, in his whole body. “It’s a trap!” he said. It might have been a shout, but his voice was so weak that it came out as more of a whisper. “We’re walking right into it!”

I remembered the chaplain’s advice. “You’re not there,” I said. “You’re in the hospital. You’re safe now.”	

I heard the words inside my own head. They played back to me in his voice from so long ago. I remembered him holding me on the branch of our magnolia tree after I slipped and nearly fell to the ground. How his hands felt like a vice around my rib cage, holding me in a way that told me I was completely safe. His Game Boy lay far below us on the ground, not nearly as important to him as his little sister. He would never let me fall. I wanted to be that net of safety for him now. For always.

He looked at me with his pale blue eyes. Perfect eyes. I was grateful those eyes had been spared. I smiled at him. I would be for him what he’d been for me when we were children. His protector. His comforter. His best friend.

“You’re safe now,” I whispered again, and I wrapped my hands tightly around his arm.
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Edenton, North Carolina

March 23, 1940

The children knew it was finally spring, so although the air still held the nip of winter and the grass and weeds crunched beneath their feet, they ran through the field and woods, yipping with the anticipation of warmer weather. The two boys and their little sister headed for the creek, drawn to water, as they always were. The girl, only three and not as sure-footed as her brothers, tripped over something and landed face-first in the cold water of the creek. Her big brother picked her up before she could start howling, cuddling her close against his thin jacket, a hand-me-down from one cousin or another. He looked down to see what she’d stumbled over and leaped back, dropping his sister to the earth. Grabbing his younger brother’s arm, he pointed. It was a man, lying there, his rumpled clothes sopping wet and his face as white and waxy as the candles their mama kept around the house for when the electric went out, which was every other day, it seemed.

The younger boy backed away. “He alive?” he whispered.

The little girl got to her feet and started moving toward the man, but her older brother grabbed her arm and held her back.

“Uh-uh,” he said. “He dead as a doornail. And look”—he pointed—“his head all caved in.”

“Let’s git outta here!” the younger boy said, turning to run back the way they’d come, and his brother was quick to follow, holding their sister beneath his arm like a football. He knew they wouldn’t tell. Wouldn’t say nothing to their mama or no one. Because though they were young, one thing they’d already learned. Colored boy found with a dead white body? That didn’t look good to nobody.


Chapter 1
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MORGAN

North Carolina Correctional Facility for Women Raleigh, North Carolina

June 8, 2018

This hallway always felt cold to me, no matter the time of year. Cinder-block walls, a linoleum floor that squeaked beneath my prison-issue shoes. You wouldn’t know what season it was from this hallway. Wouldn’t know it was June outside, that things were blooming and summer was on its way. It was on its way for those outside, anyway. I was facing my second summer inside these cinder-block walls and tried not to think about it.

“Who’s here?” I asked the guard walking by my side. I never had visitors. I’d given up expecting one of my parents to show up, and that was fine with me. My father came once after I’d been here a couple of weeks, but he was already wasted, although it wasn’t yet noon, and all he did was yell. Then he cried those sloppy drunk tears that always embarrassed me. My mother hadn’t come at all. My arrest held a mirror up to their flaws and now they were as finished with me as I was with them.

“Dunno who it is, Blondie,” the guard said. She was new and I didn’t know her name and couldn’t read the name tag hanging around her neck, but she’d obviously already learned my prison nickname. And while she might have been new to the NCCFW, I could tell she wasn’t new to prison work. She moved too easily down this hallway, and the burned-out, bored, bitter look in her dark eyes gave her away.

I headed for the door to the visiting room, but the guard grabbed my arm.

“Uh-uh,” she said. “Not that way. S’posed to take you in here today.” She turned me in the direction of the private visiting room, and I was instantly on guard. Why the private room? Couldn’t be good news.

I walked into the small room to find two women sitting at one side of a table. Both of them were somewhere between forty and fifty. No prison uniforms. They were dressed for business in suits, one navy, the other tan. They looked up at me, unsmiling, their dark-skinned faces unreadable. I kept my gaze on them as I sat down at the other side of the table. Did they see the anxiety in my eyes? I’d learned to trust no one in this place.

“What’s this about?” I asked.

The woman in the tan suit sat forward, manicured hands folded neatly on the table. “My name is Lisa Williams,” she said. She had a pin on her lapel in the shape of a house, and she reminded me a little of Michelle Obama. Shoulder-length hair. Perfectly shaped eyebrows. But she didn’t have Michelle Obama’s ready smile. This woman’s expression was somewhere between boredom and apprehension. “And this is Andrea Fuller. She’s an attorney.”

Andrea Fuller nodded at me. She was older than I’d thought. Fifty-something. Maybe even sixty. She wore her hair in a short, no-nonsense Afro sprinkled with gray. Her lipstick was a deep red.

I shook my head. “I don’t understand,” I said, looking from one woman to the other. “Why did you want to see me?”

“Andrea and I are here to offer you a way out of this place,” the woman named Lisa said. Her gaze darted to my lacy tattoo where it peeked out from beneath the short sleeve of my pale blue prison shirt. I’d designed the intricate tattoo myself—black lace crisscrossed with strings of tiny pearls and chandelier jewelry. Lisa lifted her gaze to mine again. “As of next week, you’ve served your minimum sentence. One year, right?” she asked.

I half nodded, waiting. Yes, I’d served my one-year minimum, but the maximum was three years, and from every thing I’d been told, I wasn’t going anywhere for a long time.

“We … Andrea and I … have been working on getting you released,” Lisa said.

I stared at her blankly. “Why?” I asked. “You don’t even know me.” I knew there was some sort of program where law students tried to free prisoners who had been wrongly imprisoned, but I was the only person who seemed to think my imprisonment had been a mistake.

Andrea Fuller cleared her throat and spoke for the first time. “We’ve made the case that you’re uniquely qualified for some work Lisa would like you to do. Your release depends on your willingness to do that work and—”

“In a timely fashion,” Lisa interrupted.

“Yes, there’s a deadline for the completion of the work,” Andrea said. “And of course you’ll be under the supervision of a parole officer during that time, and you’ll also be paying restitution to the family of the girl you injured—the Maxwell family, and—”

“Wait.” I held up my hand. I was surprised to see that my fingers trembled and I dropped my hand to my lap. “Please slow down,” I said. “I’m not following you at all.” I was overwhelmed by the way the two women hopped around in their conversation. What work was I uniquely qualified to do? I’d worked in the laundry here at the prison, learning to fold sheets into perfect squares, and I’d washed dishes in hot chlorine-scented water until my eyes stung. They were the only unique qualifications I could think of.

Lisa lifted her own hands, palms forward, to stop the conversation. “It’s like this,” she said, her gaze steady on me. “Do you know who Jesse Jameson Williams was?”

Everyone knew who Jesse Jameson Williams was. The name instantly transported me to one of the rooms in the National Gallery in Washington, D.C. Four years ago now. No, five. I’d been seventeen on a high school trip. My classmates had been ready to leave the museum, but I’d wanted to stay, smitten by the contemporary art, so I hid in the restroom while my class headed out of the building. I didn’t know or care where they were going. I knew I’d get in trouble, but I would deal with that later. So I was alone when I saw my first Jesse Jameson Williams. The painting quite literally stole my breath, and I lowered myself to the sole bench in the gallery to study it. The Look, it was called. It was a tall painting, six feet at least, and quite narrow. A man and woman dressed in black evening clothes stood back-to-back against a glittery silver background, their bodies so close it was impossible to separate his black jacket from her black dress. They were both brown skinned, though the woman was several shades darker than the man. His eyes were downcast, as if the man were trying to look behind himself at the woman, but her eyes were wide open, looking out at the viewer—at me—as though she wasn’t quite sure she wanted to be in the painting at all. As though she might be saying, Help me. When I could breathe again, I searched the walls for more of Jesse Jameson Williams’s work and found several pieces. Then, in the museum shop, I paged through a coffee table book of his paintings, wishing I could afford its seventy-five-dollar price tag.

“He’s one of my favorite artists,” I answered Lisa.

“Ah.” For the first time, Lisa smiled, or nearly so, anyway. “That’s very good to hear, because he has a lot to do with my proposal.”

“I don’t understand,” I said again. “He’s dead, isn’t he?” I’d read about his death in the paper in the prison library. He’d been ninety-five and had certainly led a productive life, yet I’d still felt a wave of loss wash over me when I read the news.

“He died in January,” Lisa said, then added, “Jesse Williams was my father.”

“Really!” I sat up straighter.

“For the last twenty-five years of his life, he dedicated himself to helping young artists,” Lisa said.

I nodded. I’d read about his charitable work.

“Artists he thought had promise but were having a hard time with school or family or maybe just heading down the wrong path.”

Was she talking about me? Could Jesse Williams have seen my work someplace and thought there was something promising in it, something that my professors had missed? “I remember reading about some teenaged boy he helped a few years ago,” I said. “I don’t know where I—”

“It could have been any number of boys.” Lisa waved an impatient hand through the air. “He’d focus on one young man—or young woman—at a time. Make sure they had the money and support necessary to get the education they needed. He’d show their work or do whatever he saw fit to give them a boost.” She cocked her head. “He was a very generous man, but also a manipulative one,” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Shortly before he died, he became interested in you,” Lisa said. “You were going to be his next project.”

“Me?” I frowned. “I never even met him. And I’m white.” I lifted a strand of my straight, pale blond hair as if to prove my point. “Aren’t all the people he helped African American?”

Lisa shook her head. “Most, but definitely not all,” she said with a shrug. “And to be frank, I have no idea why he zeroed in on you. He often helped North Carolina artists, so that’s one reason—you’re from Cary, right?—but there are plenty of others he could have chosen. Why you were on his Good Samaritan radar is anyone’s guess.”

This made no sense. “Isn’t anything he had planned for me … or for anyone … didn’t his plans die with him?”

“I wish,” Lisa said. She smoothed a strand of her Michelle Obama hair behind her ear with a tired gesture. “My father’s still controlling things from the grave.” She glanced at Andrea with a shake of her head, while I waited, hands clutched together in my lap, not sure I liked this woman. “I lived with him,” Lisa continued. “I was his main caretaker and he was getting very feeble. He knew he was nearing the end and he met with his lawyer”—she nodded toward Andrea—“and updated his will. He was in the process of building a gallery in Edenton. An art gallery to feature his paintings and those of some other artists as well as some student work.”

“Oh,” I said, still puzzled. “Did he want to put one of my pieces in it?” Maybe that was it. Had he somehow heard about me and wanted to give my career—such as it was—a boost through exposure in his gallery? Ridiculous. How would he have heard about me? I couldn’t picture any of my professors at UNC singing my praises. And what on earth would I put in his gallery? My mind zigzagged through my paintings, all of them at my parents’ house … unless my parents had gotten rid of them, which wouldn’t have surprised me.

“Nothing that simple,” Lisa said. “He wanted you to restore an old 1940s mural, and he stipulated that the gallery can’t be opened until the restored mural is in place in the foyer. And the date of the gallery opening is August fifth.”

This had to be a mistake. They had to be looking for someone else, and I felt my chance at freedom slipping away. Restore a mural? In two months? First, I had no experience in art conservation, and second, I’d worked on exactly one mural in my nearly three years in college and that had been a simple four-by-eight-foot abstract I’d painted with another student my freshman year. “Are you sure he meant me?” I asked.

“Definitely.”

“Why does he … why would he think I’m ‘uniquely qualified’ to do this?” I asked, remembering the phrase. “How did he even know I exist?”

“Who knows?” Lisa said, obviously annoyed by her father’s eccentricities. “All I know is you’re now my problem.”

I bristled at her attitude, but kept my mouth shut. If the two of them could actually help me get out of here, I couldn’t afford to alienate them.

“I suppose he thought you were qualified by virtue of your art education,” Andrea said. “You were an art major, correct?”

I nodded. I’d been an art major, yes, but that had nothing to do with restoration. Restoration required an entirely different set of skills from the creation of art. Plus, I hadn’t been the most dedicated student that last year. I’d let myself get sucked in by Trey instead of my studies. He’d absorbed my time and energy. I’d been nauseatingly smitten, drawn in by his attention and the future we were planning together. He’d told me about his late grandmother’s engagement ring, hinting that it would soon be mine. I’d thought he was so wonderful. Pre-law. Sweet. Amazing to look at. I’d been a fool. But I knew better than to say anything about lack of qualifications to these two women when they were talking about getting me out of here.

“So … where’s this mural?” I asked.

“In Edenton. You’d have to live in Edenton,” Lisa said. “With me. My house—my father’s house, actually—is big. We won’t be tripping over each other.”

I could barely believe my ears. I’d not only get out of prison but I’d live in Jesse Jameson Williams’s house? I felt the unexpected threat of tears. Oh God, how I needed to get out of here! In the last miserable year, I’d been bruised, cut, and battered. I’d learned to fight back, yes, but that was not who I was. I was no brawler. My fellow inmates mocked me for my youth, my slender build, my platinum hair. I lived in a state of perpetual fear. Even in my cell, I felt unsafe. My cellmate was a woman who didn’t talk. Literally. I’d never heard a word from her mouth, but her expression carried disdain. I barely slept, one eye open, expecting to have my throat slit with a stolen knife sometime during the night.

And then there were the nightmares about Emily Maxwell, but I supposed I would bring them with me no matter where I went.

“You’ll work on the mural in the gallery, which is only partially built at this point,” Lisa interrupted my thoughts. “There’s plenty of room in the foyer. That’s where my father wanted it displayed.”

“It’s not painted on a wall?”

“No, it’s on canvas and it was never … hung, or whatever you call it.”

“Installed,” Andrea said.

“Right,” Lisa said. “It was never installed.”

“Who painted it?”

“A woman named Anna Dale,” Lisa said. “It’s one of those Depression-era murals. You know how, during the Depression, the government hired artists to paint murals for public buildings?”

I nodded, though my knowledge of those WPA-type programs was sketchy at best.

“This mural was supposed to be for the Edenton Post Office. But Anna Dale went crazy or something—I can’t remember exactly what my father told me. She lost her mind while she was working on it, thus the finished product was never installed. My father’s owned it for decades and he wants—wanted—to hang it in the foyer of the gallery. And he said it has to be in place by the date the gallery opens.”

“August fifth,” Andrea said in case I hadn’t heard the date the first time. I most definitely had.

“That’s not even two months from now,” I said.

Lisa let out a long, anxious-sounding breath. “Exactly,” she said. “Which is why you need to start on it immediately.”

“What kind of shape is it in?” I asked.

Lisa shrugged. “I haven’t actually seen it. It’s been rolled up in a corner of my father’s studio closet all these years—it’s a massive thing—and I don’t know what condition it’s in. It must be salvageable, though, if he expected you to fix it.”

I tried to imagine what nearly seventy years would do to a huge canvas stuffed in a closet. What Lisa needed was a professional restoration company, not a novice artist. But what I needed was my freedom.

“Would I be paid?” I looked at Andrea. “If I have to pay restitution to—”

“My father left fifty thousand for the project,” Lisa interrupted.

“For the whole gallery?”

“No,” Lisa said. “For you. For you to restore the mural. Fifty K, plus another several thousand for any supplies you need.”

Fifty thousand dollars? Incredible. Even if I’d gotten my degree, I doubted I could have found a job that would pay me that much in a year’s time, much less for two months’ work. Two months’ work I had no idea how to do. I tried to keep my self-doubt from showing on my face. Uniquely qualified? Not hardly.

“This is your ‘get out of jail free’ card, Morgan.” Andrea leaned forward, her red lips forming the words slowly and clearly. “If you hold up your end of the bargain—finishing your work—quality work—on the mural by the fifth of August—you’ll be out on parole and will never have to set foot in this place again. If I were you, I’d start reading up on restoration.”

I looked toward the doorway of the small room. I imagined walking through it and down the hallway to the front entrance and freedom. I imagined twirling in circles outside, my arms stretched wide to take in the fresh air. I didn’t think I’d ever be completely free of this place, though. I’d always carry my prison with me. I felt that imaginary prison closing around me even as I sat there, even as I imagined walking out the front door.

Still, I would rather an imaginary prison than this hideous real one.

“I’ll do it,” I said finally, sitting back.

How I would do it, I had no idea.


Chapter 2
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ANNA

December 4, 1939

Edenton, North Carolina


From the United States Treasury Department, Section of Fine Arts

Special 48-States Mural Competition

November 27, 1939

Dear Miss Anna Dale,

The Section of Fine Arts is pleased to inform you that you are one of the winning artists in the 48-States Mural Competition. Your sketch for the proposed mural to adorn the Bordentown, New Jersey, Post Office received many positive comments from the judges. Unfortunately, a different artist has been awarded the Bordentown Post Office, but the judges were sufficiently impressed with your work that they would like you to undertake the creation of the mural for the post office in Edenton, North Carolina. This will require that you send us a sketch for the Edenton assignment as soon as possible. Once you receive the Section’s approval on the sketch, you can begin the actual work on the (full size) cartoon and, finally, the mural itself. The size of the Edenton mural will be 12’ by 6’. The project is to be completed by June 3, 1940.

It is suggested that artists become familiar with the geographic area surrounding their assigned post office and make a special effort to select appropriate subject matter. The following subjects are suggested: Local History, Local Industries, Local Flora and Fauna, and Local Pursuits. Since the location of Edenton, North Carolina, was not your first choice and you are therefore most likely not familiar with the town, it is strongly suggested you make a visit there as soon as possible.

The payment for the mural will be $720, one third payable on the approval of your sketch, one third payable on the approval of your cartoon, one third payable upon installation of the final mural. Out of this amount, you will pay for your supplies, models if needed, any travel, and all costs related to the installation of the mural.

Sincerely,

Edward Rowan, Art Administrator, Section of Fine Arts



Anna arrived in Edenton for her planned three-day visit late on the afternoon of December 4. She could have taken the overnight train, but at the last minute she decided to drive. The ’32 navy blue Ford V8 still held her mother’s scent—the spicy patchouli fragrance of the Tabu perfume she’d loved—and Anna needed that comfort as she set out on this new, very adult venture. Her first paying job. Her first time away from home. Her first everything, really.

The car skidded on a patch of ice as she turned onto Broad Street in the fading sunlight, and for a moment she was certain her introduction to the town would consist of slamming into a row of parked cars, but she managed to get the Ford under control. As soon as she did, she found herself behind a cart drawn by a horse, or perhaps a mule. She couldn’t get a good look at the animal and wasn’t sure she’d know one from the other anyway. She didn’t see many of either in her hometown of Plainfield, New Jersey.

She slowed down, thinking she should get a good look at the little town that would be the subject of her mural. When she’d viewed Edenton in the atlas, it had been a watery-looking place, nothing more than a speck surrounded by a bay and a river. Even on the map, it had looked strangely foreign to her, and she’d closed the atlas with a worried sigh.

She hadn’t expected to win the competition, and the timing could not have been worse. She’d just buried her mother. Her best friend. The one person in the world whose love and nurturing Anna could always count on. But she couldn’t turn down work, not with jobs so impossible to find. Not when her mother was no longer around to bring in the sewing money that had paid for their food and expenses. No, she needed to be grateful for this opportunity, even if it meant she had to travel more than four hundred miles to “become familiar with the geographic area” she was to immortalize in the mural.

She’d never had any yearning to travel south of the Mason-Dixon line, and she was glad she’d only be here for a few days. The South seemed so backward to her. Segregated schools and ridiculous laws about keeping colored and white apart on buses and at water fountains and in restrooms. She’d had a few colored classmates at Plainfield High School and she’d counted a couple of the girls as friends. They’d been on the basketball team and in glee club together.

“You’re looking at Plainfield through rose-colored glasses,” her mother would have said. Even in Plainfield, those colored girls Anna thought of as her friends couldn’t go into certain shops or restaurants with her, and one of them told her they had to sit in the balcony at the Paramount Theater. The roller rink had a “colored night” set aside for them each week and they—as well as Anna’s Jewish friends—were unwelcome at the country club. But still, everyone knew it was worse in the South. They actually lynched Negroes in the south.

She’d considered simply doing her research for the mural in the Plainfield Public Library, knowing the drive to Edenton would take her two full days, but she’d read and reread the letter from the Section of Fine Arts that advised her to visit the little town. Her mother would have told her to do the job properly. Anna imagined her saying “be grateful for the work, sweetheart, and embrace the challenge.” Her friends who had graduated with her from the Van Emburgh School of Art in Plainfield were still hunting for jobs that simply didn’t exist, with the economy the way it was. Many of them had also tried to win the Section of Fine Arts competition and Anna knew how lucky she was to have been given the honor. She would do everything she could to make the Section glad they put their trust in her.

A few days before she died, her mother had given Anna a journal. The book of blank pages was bound in velvety-soft brown leather, the cover fastened together with a simple gold lock and key. So beautiful. Her mother had known then that it would be the last gift she would ever give her daughter, but Anna hadn’t known. It angered her when she realized the truth, and she didn’t want to feel that emotion toward her mother. In a fit of rage, she’d tossed the journal in the kitchen trash can, but she dug it out again, cleaned it off, and now it was packed in her suitcase. She wouldn’t throw away anything connected to her mother again. She needed to hold on to it all.

She also had her mother’s camera with her. Anna had choked up as she sat at the kitchen table winding a new roll of film into the Kodak Retina. She pictured her mother’s hands doing the same task over the years … although when Anna thought about it, she realized many months had passed since her mother had picked up the camera. Photography had been her passion. It brought in no money, but had given her great pleasure during her “lively spells.” The doctor called them “manic episodes” but Anna preferred her own term. The lively spells were always a relief to Anna when they followed the days—sometimes the weeks—when her mother could barely get out of bed. The lively spells came without warning, often with behavior that was impossible to predict. She’d awaken Anna early to inform her she was skipping school, and they’d take the bus to New York where they’d race through museum after museum or roller-skate through Central Park. One time, when Anna was about twelve, they slipped in the rear door of Carnegie Hall, found a couple of empty box seats, and watched an orchestra perform. It wasn’t the music Anna remembered from that day. It was the sheer joy of sitting next to her mother, leaning her head against her shoulder, feeling her wired energy. Knowing that, for as long as the lively spell lasted, their days would be joy-filled.

When the good spells came during the spring, as they often did, one of her mother’s favorite activities was to walk at a brisk clip through Plainfield’s neighborhoods, carrying her camera, snapping pictures of people’s gardens. She adored flowers and she’d walk up the driveways of strangers to reach window boxes overflowing with geraniums, even ducking behind the houses to capture backyard gardens filled with roses and hydrangeas and peach-colored daylilies. As far as Anna knew, no one ever badgered her mother about the intrusions. Maybe people had thought of her as a bit of a kook. Or perhaps they’d felt sorry for her, a woman widowed young with a daughter to raise. Or maybe they knew the truth—Mrs. Dale was not a well woman—and they kindly let her be.

Anna fended for herself when her mother’s spirits were low. She’d cook for both of them, although her mother ate almost nothing during those times. She’d clean the house and do the laundry. She did it all with patience, with love, waiting out the melancholia. There was one terrible time when Aunt Alice dragged Anna’s mother to a psychiatrist who insisted she be hospitalized. For two long months, Anna, then fourteen, lived with her aunt and uncle, angry at them both for putting her mother in that terrible place. When her mother was finally released, there were gaps in her memory, precious moments the hospital seemed to have stolen from her, and Anna vowed she would never let anyone lock her away again. She tried to keep her mother’s low moods a secret from her aunt after that, making light of them, riding them out. Perhaps, though, she’d made a mistake this last time. Perhaps this last time, her mother had needed more help than Anna had been able to give her. She tried not to think about that. She’d simply been waiting for the lively spell to return. She’d lived with her mother long enough to know that, in time, the smiling, happy mother she adored would come back, full of crazy ideas that would leave both of them giggling with wonder.

“Never be afraid to try something new, Anna,” her mother would say.

That’s what Anna was doing now, wasn’t it? Driving for two whole days through unfamiliar territory, landing in a tiny town where she didn’t know a soul. From somewhere in the heavens, her mother was applauding.
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The letter from the Section of Fine Arts had arrived with a list of the winners of all forty-eight states. Anna had felt embarrassed and intimidated when she looked at that list. The contest had been anonymous, which she assumed was the only reason she’d been able to win. Still, many of the other winners were famous artists. There was So and So, from New York City, president of the League of Artists, studied in Europe, experienced muralist, had one-man exhibitions in New York and Los Angeles, and on and on. Winner after winner had accolade after accolade. And then there was Anna: Anna Dale. Plainfield, New Jersey. Born 1918. Graduate of Van Emburgh School of Art. And that was it. She thought the panel of judges must have been stunned into silence when they opened her envelope to discover the inexperienced girl they’d selected. She had to keep reminding herself that they’d legitimately picked her, fair and square, and she remembered what Mrs. Van Emburgh had whispered in her ear when she handed Anna her graduation certificate: “You are a standout, Anna,” she’d said. “You have a future in the art world.” Her words still sent a shiver up Anna’s spine. She’d told no one about them, not wanting to appear conceited, but she clung tight to the compliment now that she’d won the competition. Now that she was, so completely, on her own.

She had to come up with a whole new idea for a sketch very quickly, and the thought overwhelmed her. The concept for her Bordentown sketch had come to her easily. Clara Barton had founded the first free public school in Bordentown, so Anna had painted her ringing the school bell outside a little redbrick schoolhouse with lines of children walking and skipping to the school. She was proud of the way she captured the swish of the girls’ skirts and the energy of the boys. Too bad she wouldn’t be able to paint that mural now. The memory of her eager, happy production of that sketch, before everything changed, seemed to be from another lifetime.

She did have an idea for the Edenton mural, though. In the Plainfield library, the librarian pointed her toward the American Guide Series’ book on North Carolina. In it, she read about the “Edenton Tea Party,” an eighteenth-century women’s movement in which fifty-one women signed a petition to boycott all English products. She thought that might make an intriguing mural and wouldn’t be too challenging to paint. The idea seemed so simple to her at first that she thought she might not even have to travel to Edenton to do her research, but then she realized she actually wanted this trip. She needed to get away for a few days. She needed an escape from the sadness in the little house where she expected to see her mother every time she walked into another room.

King Street. She spotted the sign and turned left to see a big brick block of a building. The Hotel Joseph Hewes. It would be her home while she was in this town she knew as well as she knew Jupiter or Saturn. She drove into the parking lot, heart pounding, hands sticky on the steering wheel, wondering what the next few days would hold.
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