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		Author’s Note


While this story, its characters, and the town of Hilden are all works of fiction, many true events inspired those experienced by Livy and Friedrick. The governor of Iowa did, in fact, proclaim the use of foreign languages in public to be against the law in 1918. This law was unique in that it forbade the use of any foreign language, not just German. The proclamation was issued in May, but for the sake of the story, I had the language law come into effect at the beginning of February.
         

There were four liberty loan drives during the course of America’s involvement in the Great War, in which all citizens were encouraged to buy bonds in order to help pay for the cost of the war. A fifth “victory” drive occurred after the war ended. The third drive, which figures into this story, actually began in April. Again, for the time frame of the story, I moved the drive to March.

The Spanish influenza epidemic of 1918–1919 is well known for its deadly sweep across the globe. Of lesser note is how the epidemic hit in three waves. The first and second waves occurred in the spring and late summer/early fall of 1918, and the third during the beginning months of 1919. Because the influenza epidemic played a pivotal role in the Great War and the year 1918 in particular, I wanted to capture the essence of this experience. While I have Friedrick contracting the illness during the first wave, when the number of deaths was comparatively small, his symptoms and the high potential for death in young adults his age are both true to life.

Although the Eighteenth Amendment to the Constitution, which prohibited the making, selling, and transporting of alcohol, didn’t come into effect until 1920, Iowa had its own statewide prohibition law by 1916.

Before researching for this book, I knew very little of what so many German-Americans faced during World War I. The few incidents of persecution I’ve shared in this story—coercion to buy liberty bonds, arrest, prison sentencing, homes and buildings painted yellow, and tar and feathering—actually did occur. The widespread use of propaganda during the war was likely one of the biggest contributors to inspiring fear and mistrust of German-Americans, who were often viewed as potential enemies to the United States. This suspicion typically resulted in ordinary citizens meting out justice against other citizens, in sometimes violent ways, as shown here in Livy and Friedrick’s story.

Having now studied much about World War I, I have a great respect for not only those men and women who served in the Great War, but those who, like Friedrick and Livy, fought prejudice and injustice on the American home front. Most German-Americans chose not to resist, for the sake of their lives and their families. But whether they stood in silence or stood vocally, most remained ever loyal to the country they had come to call home.


	

    
	
		Chapter One


Iowa, March 1918
            

Of all the birthdays Livy could recall, this one would certainly go down as the most memorable—but for all the wrong reasons. Ironic, she thought, smoothing the skirt of her blue silk taffeta dress for surely the hundredth time. I always thought turning twenty would be special.
         

She fanned herself with her hat, wishing she’d selected a chair near the back of the dance hall, where the door had been thrown open to let in the cool night air. The catchy strains of a one-step filled the crowded room as couples danced in front of her.

Livy glanced at the hall’s entrance, then to the clock on the wall. Where could Robert be? He’d told her he needed some work done on his automobile, so he would meet her at the dance hall at seven o’clock. But with Robert’s army training, Livy knew he meant six fifty-nine. That had been an hour ago.

The song ended and the couples stopped moving to applaud the band. Livy let her gaze wander over the unfamiliar faces. A tall young man with blond hair and broad shoulders caught and held her attention. Not only because of his handsome face and blue eyes, but also because of his lack of a uniform. Most of the men here tonight were older and married or baby-faced youngsters almost out of high school. The few who looked to be in their mid-twenties like the blond young man were dressed as soldiers, likely having returned home wounded, like Robert.

With his cane, Robert didn’t enjoy dancing as he once had, but he’d promised to take Livy for her birthday. The few times they’d come to the dance hall, mostly just swaying to the music, Livy couldn’t help seeing the adoring looks the other girls gave Robert—or the jealousy-tinged ones they threw at her when Robert refused to dance with anyone else. The appreciative glances and wistful sighs were the same wherever they went together.

But tonight she sat alone, with her polished dance shoes and her carefully curled hair. Without Robert. Livy simmered with frustration. She’d looked forward to a lovely evening all week. What would make him so late? A sudden thought turned her insides to ice and she dropped her hat into her lap. The inside of her cheek found its way between her teeth.

“Please let him be sober, God, please,” she whispered, the next song drowning out her quiet pleas. “I’ll forgive him any other excuse, if he’s sober.”

Robert had vowed, just three weeks before, that he was done imbibing—much to Livy’s relief. She couldn’t entirely blame him for turning to the bottle. There was so much he wanted to forget about his time overseas. Things he’d whispered to her, during moments of insobriety, which made her cringe in horror.

Robert’s stories had only increased her anxiety for her two older brothers, fighting in France. What were they experiencing there? Would they be driven to drink because of it?

Livy mentally shook her head at the thought. She couldn’t imagine Joel or Tom ever becoming drunk. They wouldn’t be alone in that resolve either. There were other men in their hometown who hadn’t succumbed to drinking—some had even lost arms or legs or their eyesight. So why were they able to stay away from alcohol and Robert couldn’t? Not even Iowa’s statewide prohibition or Livy’s increased compassion toward him had stopped Robert from finding the bootleggers when he wanted.

For a moment, Livy imagined she could smell the fermented scent of Robert’s raw alcohol. She hated that smell and the way it clung to his breath and clothes. She gagged at the memory and sucked in a breath of the stale, warm air inside the dance hall to clear her nose.

She’d learned to read his drunken mood, too. If he was lumbering around the barn, muttering things to himself, he was angry. Angry at the Germans, at God, at her sometimes. She didn’t like the barbed comments he tossed her way, but those were preferable to the intense sadness he experienced more often.

If he was lying back in the hay, bottle in hand, he was consumed with sorrow. No matter what she said or how long she sat holding his hand, she couldn’t talk him through the guilt and regret of his memories. And that cut worse than the smell. Still, she’d always try to coax him into a better mood, then return home exhausted, doing her best to dodge her parents’ questions about her evening.

Robert had promised to give it up, though, and Livy clung to that promise. Especially as her birthday approached. The past three weeks he’d been solicitous and sober, as he had when he’d first come home. At least until tonight.

When another fifteen minutes had crawled by, Livy forced herself to accept the likelihood that Robert—for whatever painful reason—had chosen to spend her birthday with a bottle cradled in his arms instead of her. Hot tears of anger sprang up behind her eyes, and no amount of blinking could keep several of them from leaking onto her face.

“Are you all right?”

Livy whipped her chin up and found herself peering into eyes more brilliantly blue than she’d suspected from her seat across the room. Their clear depths exuded friendly concern in a way that made her feel immediately safe, though she didn’t know this young man. Up close, his Sunday shirt and pressed trousers, though worn, accentuated his strong-looking physique.

She blinked, trying to remember what he’d asked her. Something about her being all right? “Yes. Thank you. I’m fine.”

She swept away the salty drops from her cheeks. Of course her first real cry in ten years would be witnessed by a stranger, and yet his self-assured, compassionate manner made her suspect he didn’t find her silly.

“You look like you could use a dance.” He crouched down in front of her and held out his hand. “How about it?”

Livy darted a quick look at the entrance again. “I’m…um…waiting for my boyfriend.”

“Ah.” He let his hand drop to his side. “Seems to be a bit late.”

She blushed. Who else had noticed her sitting here for over an hour? “I’m sorry,” she offered lamely.

“No, it’s all right.” He stood and started to walk away.

Who was she kidding? Robert wasn’t coming. If he happened to, he’d likely be drunk and unable to dance anyway.

“Wait.” Livy shot to her feet. She could have at least one dance on her birthday. Why should she spend the whole evening hurt and angry over Robert’s absence?

The young man slowly turned back around.

She attempted a genuine smile. “I’d love a dance.”

His face lit up as he smiled in return and held out his hand a second time. Setting her hat on her chair, Livy placed her hand inside his larger one and allowed him to escort her onto the dance floor. The band began to play a fox-trot—one of Livy’s favorite dances. She and Joel had become fairly adept at the steps before he’d left for the war.

It felt strange, at first, to be in another man’s arms, but the feeling soon left her. The way he held her hand in a confident but gentle grip, his hand warm on her back, helped Livy relax. He led her around the floor, their feet walking or spinning in time with the music. He was as skillful at the fox-trot as her brother, and Livy relished the chance to do more than just sway to the music.

“Are you from around here?” he asked her after a minute or two of dancing.

“About an hour away. And you?”

He shook his head. “I live outside of Hilden. In the county north of here.”

Livy vaguely recalled hearing the town name. “You drove all the way down here, just to go dancing?”

“We don’t have a public dance hall in Hilden. So we have to come here, or head farther north, or drive all the way to Sioux City. Do you come to this one often?”

“I used to, before I went to college in Cedar Falls.”

With slight pressure to her back, he expertly led her through a spin before he picked up their conversation again. “What did you study in college?”

“Teaching.”

“Are you a teacher now?”

Livy frowned, doing her best to tamp down the seeds of resentment the question unearthed. She loved her family and wanted to lift the burden her brothers’ absence had created, but she missed college and the chance to pursue her own dreams.

“I was only able to attend for a year before I was needed here.” Her words drew a look of sympathy from him.

“I know what that’s like,” he murmured. Before she could ask what he meant, he poised another question. “Do you still want to be a teacher?”

“Very much. I’m hoping someday I’ll have the chance.”

The understanding in his blue eyes changed to enthusiasm. “That might be sooner than you think. The teacher at one of the township schools outside of Hilden was recently…” He shot a glance at the floor, his jaw tightening. Livy wondered at the change in his mood. Then he guided her through another spin and his expression relaxed. “Suffice it to say, she’s gone now and I don’t think they’ve found a replacement. It’s a little far away, but you might want to inquire about it.”

A possible teaching job? A flurry of anticipation set Livy’s pulse moving faster at the prospect. She tried to squelch it with the reminder she wasn’t likely to be hired with only one year of college completed and no teaching certificate, but she couldn’t destroy the hope completely. How wonderful to be on her own again, and not learning how to teach this time, but actually being the teacher.

Livy met his open gaze and found her thoughts moving from his idea to the man himself. She didn’t even know his name, and yet she felt comfortable enough in his presence to share some of her regret at having her dream of teaching cut short. She hadn’t even voiced those feelings to Robert yet.

“Thank you,” she said, hoping he sensed how much she meant it. “I may look into it.”

“I hope you will.” He smiled in a way that made her stomach twist with unexpected pleasure.

She searched her mind for a more neutral topic, one that wouldn’t mean spilling more of her secrets to this stranger. “Do you live with family, up there in Hilden?”

He nodded. “I’ve got my father, stepmother, and two half siblings. What about you?”

“I’ve got more than two siblings.” Livy laughed. “I’m the third of seven. Five boys and two girls.”

She studied the firm shoulder beneath her hand. He appeared quite fit and healthy, so why wasn’t he a soldier? “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“How come you’re not fighting overseas?”

Livy wished the question back at once when a shadow passed over his face, erasing the easy camaraderie between them. Before he could answer, the song ended. He released her hand at once, though he didn’t join her or the other couples in clapping.

She gnawed at her cheek, embarrassed at her apparent mistake. He’d been so kind to notice her distress earlier and suggest the teacher position in his town, and she’d repaid him by bringing up something he clearly did not wish to discuss.

“I’m sorry. It’s none of my business,” she said, rushing her words in an effort to keep him from disappearing into the crowd before she could finish. “I didn’t mean to pry.”

He watched her, his expression guarded. What could she say to erase the awkwardness her inquiry had caused? They’d been having such a lovely time talking and dancing.

“I appreciate the dance. You see it’s my birthday and I adore the fox-trot. So you’ve saved my evening, Mr.…” She waited for him to fill the pause with his name.

The corners of his mouth worked up into a smile. “How about you call me ‘the birthday rescuer’?”

Livy chuckled. She wasn’t sure why he refused to give his name, but she wouldn’t press it—not after her blunder moments ago. His kindness had completely changed her botched evening. “Thank you for the dance, birthday rescuer. And for telling me about the teacher position.”

“You’re welcome. Do I get to know the name of the birthday girl?”

Two can play this game, Livy thought with a smirk. “How about ‘the girl I danced with once’?”
         

His deep laughter pleased her. “How about we dance again?” He gestured to the floor, where the couples were pairing off for the next song. “Then you could be ‘the girl I danced with twice.’”

“No. I’d better go.”

“Without your beau?” He raised an eyebrow.

“I did get my birthday dance.”

A dark-haired girl approached them. She threw a haughty look at Livy and possessively pulled the young man toward the dance floor. Did the two of them know each other?

“Good night. Happy Birthday,” he called over his shoulder.

Livy waved good-bye. The frustration she’d felt earlier threatened to overwhelm her now that their pleasant encounter had ended, but she refused to shed any more tears tonight. With head held high, she wove her way back to her chair to collect her hat and coat. If the drugstore hadn’t closed up shop yet, she could telephone a neighbor to run over and ask her father or her younger brother Allen to come collect her.

Outside the dance hall, she inhaled the crisp air to clear away any lingering moisture from her eyes. She descended the steps and started past the wagons and automobiles parked in front of the building.

“Livy!”

She spun around and saw her father standing beside the family wagon.

“I was just about to come inside and look for you.” Josiah Campbell placed his worn hat on top of his brown hair. A few gray strands had sprouted near his temples since Livy’s brothers had left to fight, but he still didn’t look his true age of fifty-one.

“How’d you know I needed a ride?” Livy asked as she walked toward him. Had something happened to one of the family? Or perhaps Robert was hurt or ill—and not drunk after all. “Is everything all right?”

“Everything’s fine.” Josiah gave her shoulder a reassuring squeeze that soothed her concern. “Mrs. Drake came over an hour ago to say Robert wasn’t feeling well. She was sorry to hear Allen had already driven you here. I came to drive the birthday girl home.” He smiled, but Livy struggled to return the gesture.

Her suspicions tonight about Robert had been correct, after all. Mrs. Drake always used the excuse “he isn’t feeling well” when she and Livy both knew the truth—he was passed out from drinking.

“Up you go, sugar,” Josiah said as he helped her onto the wagon seat. Livy sat numbly as he unhitched the horses and climbed up next to her. He guided the horses away from the dance hall and onto the street. “Pretty night, huh?”

Livy glanced up at the stars scattered across the black sky. “I suppose.” She began gnawing at her cheek again, wishing she had the courage to tell her parents about Robert, but she kept her lips clamped together. Robert’s continued trouble with alcohol embarrassed her. Why couldn’t he lean on her instead?

“Something on your mind?”

“Just thinking I feel old.” And tired. She linked her arm through his as he laughed softly. “Thanks for coming to get me.”
         

“Sure thing, sugar. I’m sorry Robert wasn’t able to make it. Did you have a nice time anyway?”

“Yes,” Livy answered and she meant it. She thought of her “birthday rescuer” and a real smile lifted her lips. Once she’d stopped waiting around for Robert and actually danced, she’d felt much better.

Maybe that’s what I need to do from now on. She was tired of waiting—waiting for her life to start again now that she’d left college, waiting for her brothers’ safe return, waiting for Robert to give up alcohol, waiting for a proposal.
         

Robert had mentioned marriage for the first time about a month ago—the same day he’d received word a buddy from his squad had been killed. Livy doubted he could remember much of their conversation, even when his hangover had ended. If she did marry him, how many more nights would she find him that way? How many times would she have to drag his unconscious body into the house and nurse him back to awareness?

The possibility brought a prickle of cold fear creeping over her. She didn’t think she could live that way. She wanted a marriage like her parents had—one full of love and warmth.

A feeling of being trapped grabbed hold of her, squeezing at her throat and lungs. Was there nothing she could do to change her life, her circumstances? The conversation she’d had with the kind young man about the teacher position repeated itself through her mind. This could be her chance to pursue her dream and give her and Robert some needed space, too. It might be a long shot, but surely one worth taking. Even considering the idea resurrected Livy’s earlier hope and excitement. The sensation of claustrophobia faded in the wake of her enthusiasm.

“Daddy, what would you say if I were to get a job?” No matter how badly she wanted this, she wouldn’t do it without his and her mother’s blessing.

“What sort of job?”

“A teaching one. I heard about an opening at one of the township schools, north of here, near Hilden. I’m hoping they’ll take a teacher with only one year of college behind her.”

“Is that so?” He glanced at her, and though she couldn’t see his expression from the shadow of his hat, she sensed he was studying her face. “Would that make you happy, sugar? I know leaving school wasn’t what you planned to do.”

“It’s more than that.” She fiddled with one of the buttons on her coat, anxious to have him understand but not sure how much to share. “Things have been a little strained with Robert, and I think some distance would be good, for both of us.”

“So there’s more to it than him missing out on your birthday tonight?”

“Yes.” Livy feared he’d ask more questions, ones she didn’t want to answer. Tonight needed to be about hope and the possibility of new beginnings, not uncertainty and past frustrations.

His answer nearly made her fall off the wagon seat. “Then I think you ought to give the teaching job a try.”

“Really?” she squealed. She twisted on the seat to face him straight on. “Are you sure? What about needing me here, to help around the farm?”

“You’ve done a great job of that already, Livy.” Josiah pushed up the brim of his hat and smiled at her. “We would’ve been hard-pressed to run the farm this last year, without Joel and Tom around, if you hadn’t come home. But your younger brothers are growing and learning more responsibility now. I think we’ll be just fine.”

“You could use some of the money I earn to hire one of Allen’s friends to help out, if I do get the job.”

His head dipped in a thoughtful nod. “That’s an idea.”

“I can apply then?” She already knew the answer, but she couldn’t quite believe the gift he’d just presented her. Not something material, like the new mirror and powder compact he and her mother had given her earlier that day, but something infinitely more important—a promise of better days ahead.

Josiah shifted the reins to his left hand and put his arm around her shoulders. “If that’s what you want to do—need to do—sugar, then you do it. The kids up there would be lucky to have you as a teacher. We’ll be all right here. Don’t you worry.”

“Thank you, Daddy!” Livy kissed his cheek. His confidence and approval were worth more to her than a night full of fox-trots. “Could you drive a little faster?”

He chuckled at her impatience. “Anxious to get a slice of your birthday cake?”

“Nope.” Though the thought of her mother’s chocolate cake did make her mouth water. “I’ve got to write a letter to the school superintendent in Hilden.”

“Well, in that case, I suppose we’d better hurry.”

Livy laughed and gripped the wagon seat as he urged the horses to pick up their pace. With any luck, this birthday would mark the beginning of a new chapter in her life.

*  *  *


Friedrick stepped silently through the front door and eased it shut. The smell of the family’s bread, sausage, and cheese supper still hung in the air. Murmurs of conversation and the clatter of dishes came from the kitchen, where his stepmother and half siblings were cleaning up. He quietly removed his dirty boots, a grin on his face. He was going to win their little game tonight.

He crept down the hall toward the parlor. A glance over his shoulder assured him he was near victory, until he brought his weight down on the squeaky floorboard. The loud creak that erupted brought squeals of protest from the next room.
         

“It’s Friedrick,” Harlan shouted. “Hurry!”

In his stocking feet, Friedrick skidded into the parlor, the sound of footfalls close behind him. He dove for the sofa, but not before Harlan’s small frame slid past him. The two ended up in a laughing heap among the cushions.

“Boys, boys,” Elsa Wagner scolded in German from the doorway, her hands on her hips.

Friedrick had been nine when his father had remarried, but in no time at all, Elsa had quietly and easily filled the absence his own mother’s death had left in his life. She and Friedrick’s father spoke little English, and never in their own home, though they’d made certain their American-born children had learned the language.

“The sofa is for sitting, not wrestling.” She shook her finger at them.

“I won, I won,” Harlan said, ignoring his mother and bouncing up and down on the sofa.

“Not so fast.” Friedrick sat up and pulled the boy into a sitting position beside him. “Greta isn’t here yet.”

Harlan’s brows scrunched in irritation at his little sister. “Aw, Greta,” he hollered. “You made us lose.”

Greta came into the room, a miniature version of blond, blue-eyed Elsa, down to the hands resting on her waist. “I had to finish drying the plates, Harlan.” She sauntered to the sofa and snuggled in beside Friedrick.

“In that case,” Friedrick said, playfully tugging one of Greta’s long braids, “we should give one point for thoroughness to Greta and one point to me for being done with evening chores first.”

“What about me?” Harlan protested.

Friedrick tousled his hair. “You get a point for speed.”

“Then we all won tonight,” Greta said, beaming.

“Good, good.” Elsa picked up her sewing basket and went to sit in her rocker by the fire. “Now get the Bible, Harlan. The English one.”

“I’ll go get Papa.” Friedrick stood as Harlan hopped up and retrieved the Bible from a corner table.

Elsa shook her head, the lines around her eyes appearing deeper in the light from the fire. “He said he is too tired this evening.”

Friedrick frowned as he accepted the Bible his brother handed him and sat down again. He missed having their father join them in their nightly ritual of reading. Perhaps once the warmer weather arrived, Heinrich Wagner’s health would improve some.

Opening the book, Friedrick removed the frayed piece of silk from the third chapter of Proverbs and began reading out loud.


Trust in the Lord with all thine heart; and lean not onto thine own understanding.
            

In all thy ways acknowledge him, and he shall direct thy paths.
            



Harlan shifted restlessly next to him. “What does that mean?”

“Well.” Friedrick searched for the right words to help his nine-year-old brother understand. “It means doing what God wants us to do, even though it might not make sense to us at the time. God’s saying if we trust Him enough to guide us, things will work out much better in the end.”

“Like you not having to fight in the war, Friedrick.” Greta smiled up at him. “We prayed you wouldn’t have to and then you got that de…de-fer…”

“Deferment,” he finished.

“That’s it.”

His sister’s grateful tone did nothing to ease the regret and unanswered questions any reference to the war dredged up inside him. If it was God’s will Friedrick stay home and run the farm, then why did he still feel so guilt-ridden every time he saw a war poster or passed a wounded soldier in town? Did God really have a purpose for keeping him here, or did He simply have little use for a twenty-six-year-old farmer in rural Iowa?

His own doubts didn’t make answering others’ questions about why he wasn’t fighting in the war any easier either. He typically didn’t evade the question, though, at least not until last night.

When the pretty girl with the large green eyes had asked him at the dance hall why he wasn’t fighting overseas, he’d decided not to answer. She struck him as sweet but spirited, too, and he hadn’t wanted to ruin their short time together by revealing he had a farm deferment because his German father was dying.

Thankfully she dropped the subject and hadn’t pressed him for his name either. Inwardly he smiled at the memory of how she’d beaten him at his own game by not revealing her name either.

“Children,” Elsa said, glancing up from her mending. “Let Friedrick read, please.” The creak of the rocker punctuated her words.

Friedrick settled back against the sofa and continued reading to the family. They’d nearly reached the end of the chapter when a loud knock at the front door interrupted him.

“Who’s that?” Harlan scrambled to a standing position on the sofa and peered out the curtains.

Friedrick glanced at the carved cuckoo clock hanging above the mantel. Must be a neighbor with an emergency, he thought as he stood, to come over after eight o’clock.
         

“Harlan, get down.” Elsa continued to sew.

“Uh…Mama.” Harlan’s frightened voice stopped Friedrick on his way out of the parlor. He crossed to the window, and Elsa did the same.

Through the slit in the handmade curtains, Friedrick saw at least a dozen men gathered in the yard, torches in hand. The lights stood out brightly against the heavy dark clouds above them. Friedrick recognized most of them as folks he’d seen around Hilden, but several were strangers. A few of them held rifles at their sides, but it was the man with the coil of rope that made cold fear run down Friedrick’s spine.

“Stay here. Out of sight,” he said to the children. They nodded quickly, their faces pinched and pale. “You, too, Mother.”

“Merciful God.” She collapsed into her rocker. Harlan and Greta scurried to her and she put an arm around each of them. “What do you think they want?”

“I’ll find out.” Friedrick exhaled slowly, offering a silent prayer for God to be with him, and walked to the door. He slipped his boots back on and tucked in his shirt before reaching for the handle.

Another weighty knock sounded. Cold air rushed in around him as Friedrick opened the door. If this took longer than a few minutes, he was going to wish he’d grabbed his coat. He pulled the door shut behind him.

“Good evening,” he called out with forced politeness to those on the porch, grateful he didn’t have an accent. With America fighting Germany, it was better to appear as un-German as possible these days.

The harsh smell of smoke from the closest torch stung Friedrick’s nose and momentarily made his eyes water. He blinked back the moisture. “What can I do for you, gentlemen?”
         

“We need to see Heinrich Wagner,” a stranger near the door demanded. Murmurs of approval swept through the group.

“My father is ill. But you may address any questions to me. I’m in charge of this farm now.”

“Are you?” the man holding the noose said as he stepped forward. “Well, then we’ve got some business to conduct with you, son.”

“That’s right, Joe. You tell ’im,” another man hollered. Friedrick recognized him as a store owner from town.

Friedrick straightened to his full height of six feet, two inches and crossed his arms over his chest. He relished the fact that he stood at least half a foot taller than Joe. “What seems to be the trouble?”

Joe looked him up and down and smiled, but his expression looked warped in the torchlight. It reminded Friedrick of a wolf, like those in the Grimm Brothers’ fairy tale book he liked to read aloud to Harlan and Greta.

“No real trouble. Just out doing our patriotic duty as Hilden’s vigilance committee.” Joe strolled up the porch steps as though he belonged there. He twisted the rope into a tighter coil in his hands. A distant crack of thunder added emphasis to the sinister gesture. “You see, the schoolteacher, Miss Lehmann… Do you know Miss Lehmann, son?”

Friedrick sensed a trap. Miss Lehmann had been Harlan and Greta’s schoolteacher before she’d been fired. She also attended the same church as the Wagners, which meant Friedrick would have to answer with care. “I’m familiar with who Miss Lehmann is.”

“Did you hear she’s been speakin’ German in our school?” Joe added. “And that’s against the law.”

The reminder had Friedrick fisting his hands. The governor had recently issued a statewide proclamation prohibiting the use of any foreign language in public. No more speaking German in the schools or on the telephone or in public places.

“She’s also been prayin’ for the Kaiser’s safety in front of the children.” Joe sent a stream of tobacco-laced saliva toward the porch. Friedrick didn’t flinch or back away as the dark liquid sprayed his boots.

He eyed the noose again and prayed Miss Lehmann hadn’t come to any harm before she’d left Hilden. However foolish she’d been to openly oppose the proclamation, she didn’t deserve any ill treatment.

“Did you hear we fired her?” the store owner shouted. His words were accompanied by cheers.

“We were aware the school was closed,” Friedrick said with dismissal, “but thank you, gentlemen, for the reminder.” He remained where he stood, though, certain their reason for being there wasn’t to share the old news about getting rid of the schoolteacher.

Joe released an ugly chuckle. “We’re not quite finished, son. Since Miss Lehmann is likely a German spy, we’re visiting all our good German neighbors tonight and seeing where their loyalties lie.”

Anger ignited inside Friedrick at the man’s veiled accusation. He and his half siblings had been born on American soil, same as these men. His father and Elsa, while German-born, were still as loyal to this country as anyone he knew.

He fought to keep his voice calm and even as he said, “We’re American citizens, same as you folks, and we honor the laws of this country.”

“Then how come you ain’t fightin’ over there with our boys?” a man at Joe’s elbow demanded.

Joe glanced at his friend and gave a thoughtful nod. “That’s a good question. What do you say to that, son?”

Friedrick’s growing resentment was making it hard to stand still and breathe normally. Why should he have to answer to the likes of them? “I have a farm deferment. My father is dying, so I run the place now.”

“Looks like your neighbor George Wyatt told us the truth about you,” Joe said.

Hearing the name of his neighbor caused a spark of shock to run through Friedrick. He looked past Joe to see George standing near the fence, hat in hand. His face remained expressionless, but his eyes reflected his sorrow. He and Friedrick had helped each other with their harvest the last few years. Though George’s presence in the mob bothered Friedrick, he appreciated the man’s defense.

“You might not be able to fight, son, but you can surely buy liberty bonds.”

“I bought a fifty-dollar bond last fall. Paid for it in full that day.” Friedrick stuck out his chin in pride. No one could accuse his family of slacking in their effort to fund the war.

“Times like these call for another demonstration of loyalty.” Joe brought his face so close to Friedrick’s he could smell the chewing tobacco resting inside Joe’s cheek. “So what’s it gonna be? You going to be the proud owner of a hundred-dollar bond, as part of our great country’s third loan drive?”

The outrageous sum hit Friedrick like a punch to the gut. His family didn’t have extra money to throw at bonds. His father’s costly medicine and frequent doctor visits had drained them of nearly all their savings.

“And if we decline, respectfully?” Friedrick said with intended sarcasm.

Joe examined the rope in his hand. “I’ll put it to you real simple. You buy a bond tonight, or you can try this rope on for size. You choose, son.”

Had things deteriorated so quickly for the German-Americans in Hilden that Friedrick must buy more bonds or risk his life? Rage burned hot through his veins at the injustice. He was being treated as an enemy, when he was as loyal and American as these men watching and waiting for his response. Would they have been any less insistent of his family if he’d been fighting overseas?

He pushed such a question from his mind—it was futile. He hadn’t been allowed to fight, at least not on the battlefields of France, but that didn’t mean the war had passed his family by. Friedrick was beginning to see there were battles here, too. Not between trained soldiers, but between townspeople and neighbors. While he couldn’t protect his country, he would protect his family. Even if it meant buying a bond with their remaining savings to satisfy these men and keep them from coming back.

Friedrick schooled his voice once again to hide his fury, though he took great pleasure from being able to look down his nose at Joe. “I’ll get the money,” he ground out between clenched teeth.

Joe nodded approval. “Good boy.”

He went back inside, though he left the door partway open to keep the men from thinking he wasn’t returning. Elsa and his siblings stood at the parlor entrance. Their expressions reflected concern but also innocence—they hadn’t overheard the awful conversation.

“Everything’s going to be all right.” His reassurance erased some of the tension radiating from the three of them. Friedrick went to the kitchen and pulled an old Mason jar from the back of one of the cupboards. His family followed him.

“What are you doing, Friedrick?” Elsa asked. “What do those men want?”

“We need to buy a liberty bond.” He removed all but one bill—and their $50 bond—from the jar.

“But you already bought a bond.” Her eyes narrowed in on the money in his hand. “How much?”

Friedrick put the jar back and shut the cupboard. “A hundred dollars,” he replied in a flat voice.

Elsa gasped, her hand rising to her throat. “But that leaves us only five dollars. What about your father’s medicine? We cannot—”

“Mother.” Friedrick waited for her to look at him. He was only too aware of how Harlan and Greta watched the two of them with wide eyes. “We will figure this out. I told you everything will be fine. You must trust me.” He didn’t want her coming outside in protest or upsetting his siblings any more than they had been at the sight of the mob. “Please.”

She studied his face for a long moment, then she lowered her head and nodded.

“Stay inside. I’ll be right back.”

He placed a comforting hand on her shoulder as he walked past them into the hallway. A noise from his father’s bedroom made him turn.

“Friedrick?” Heinrich swayed in the doorway. Friedrick hurried to support him. “I heard a noise outside.”

“It’s all right, Papa. Go back to bed.”

“What are you doing with that money?”

Before Friedrick could answer, the front door squeaked open and Joe’s loud voice boomed through the hall. “Hurry it up, son. We’ve got other people to visit.” More like people to terrorize. Friedrick strangled the bills in his hand.
         

“Who is that?” Heinrich asked him, his tone weary and concerned.

“I’ll explain later. Right now you need to let Mother help you back into bed.”

Elsa took Friedrick’s place at his father’s side, her face set in a determined expression. “Come, Heinrich. We must help you lie back down. Friedrick will take care of everything.”

He was keenly aware of all four of them watching him, looking to him for guidance. His responsibility, as man of the house, had never felt so daunting.

“Harlan,” Friedrick directed in a low voice as he moved down the hall, “you and Greta go wash up and put on your pajamas.” He wanted them far away from the men in the yard.

For once, the boy didn’t object. “Let’s go, Greta.”

When the two of them had disappeared up the stairs, Friedrick strode to the open door. He slapped their money into the man’s open palm. “There’s your hundred dollars.”

Joe pocketed the cash. “Now all’s left is to fill out your application.” He withdrew a paper and pencil from his coat and handed them to Friedrick.

Friedrick turned to use the doorjamb as a desk. Every cell in his body screamed at him to rip the application in half and take back his family’s money, but another glance at the noose silenced the urge. He filled in the required information, but he had the pencil pressed so hard to the paper, it tore in one place. Not caring, he thrust the application and pencil at Joe.

The man grinned as he took them in his free hand. “We’ll see this and your money get to the bank. You can pick up your bond there.” He swung the rope over his shoulder. “I knew a smart, patriotic young man like you wouldn’t be needin’ the likes of this. Have a nice night now.” He whirled around and marched down the porch steps. The rest of the mob trailed him across the yard and out the picket fence.

Friedrick watched them from the doorway, making certain every last one of them left before he shut and bolted the door. His hands shook slightly as he removed his boots for a second time. Instead of carrying them to the kitchen, he dropped them in a heap beside the front door. Elsa would surely forgive him if he left them there tonight.

“Oh, Friedrick.” Greta appeared in her long, white nightgown and threw her arms around his waist. “I’m so glad you weren’t hurt.”

Friedrick gave her a tight hug in return. “Me, too.”

Harlan joined them in the hall. Though the danger had passed, their faces were still pinched with worry. Friedrick didn’t want them to go to sleep and think of nothing but seeing their mother upset and their family threatened. “Why don’t you two go wait in your beds? I’ll come up and read you a story.”

Harlan lifted his chin. “Really?”

Friedrick nodded.

The two raced back up the stairs. Friedrick went into the parlor and grabbed the first storybook he found from the bookcase. Before heading upstairs, he decided to look in on his father. He paused outside the door when he heard Elsa talking.

“It will be fine, Heinrich. You’ll see.” The bright tone to her words sounded forced to Friedrick, but his father was likely too sick to notice. “Remember how trouble always comes before the dawn, before the sun returns. Friedrick will make things right. You’ll see.”

Friedrick turned away, not wishing to disturb them. There was nothing more to be said at the moment. He started up the stairs but halted halfway up as the weight of what he’d had to do tonight descended with full force upon him.

With his free hand, he gripped the banister tightly, one foot resting on the step above him. They’d skirted the danger this time, but what about the next? He didn’t think for a second the conflict was over. And now he had the added burden of stretching their last five dollars.

He could buy seed for spring planting on credit, but if the crops didn’t produce well…There was the option of selling both bonds for cash, to recoup their money, but he feared Joe and the mob finding out. How disloyal would he and his family appear then?

The weight of providing for and protecting his family pressed down on him, threatening to crush his spirit. He’d given away their money—money meant to help his father—but was that really protecting the ones he loved? Or hurting them? If he’d refused to buy the bond, he might have ended up half-dead, or worse. What would Elsa and his siblings have done then? Whether he fought against the injustice or submitted to it, his family lost something either way.

Friedrick pushed away from the banister and resumed climbing the stairs. Harlan and Greta were waiting for him. But the opposing viewpoints and compromises still squeezed at him, making it hard to swallow. Almost as if he had Joe’s rope around his neck after all.


	

    
	
		Chapter Two


Friedrick shepherded his mother and siblings into the white clapboard church and up the aisle to their usual pew on the left, three rows from the front. The murmur of German voices pitched and roiled, louder than normal. An undercurrent of tension pulsed through the room.
         

“What is going on?” Elsa asked him.

Friedrick shook his head. He hadn’t seen the congregation this agitated since the United States had entered the war overseas.

Elsa twisted in her seat and voiced her question to her friend seated behind them. “What is all the talk about, Hannah?”

Hannah leaned forward, her buxom frame pressing against the pew, her heavy perfume overwhelming Friedrick’s nose. “Pastor Schwarz has an announcement. And not a good one, if the rumors be true. Something about the new language law.”

Friedrick faced the pulpit again. Concern tightened his jaw. What would the pastor say? Friedrick had expected more trouble after his dealings with Joe and the vigilance committee two weeks earlier, but not this soon.

The moment Pastor Schwarz took his place behind the pulpit, the noise in the church plummeted into silence. In the sudden quiet, Friedrick could hear the squeak of a boot against the hardwood floor and the soft snore of a baby several rows behind them.

The pastor cleared his throat. The lines around his eyes appeared deeper and his shoulders slumped forward. Today his body showed every one of his sixty years.

“Geehrte mitglieder und freunde,” he began before stopping. He coughed. When he opened his mouth again, he repeated what he’d said, only in English this time. “Dear members and friends.”
         

Even to Friedrick’s ears, the words sounded as garish as a fire gong. The songs, sermons, and prayers had always been conducted in German. Friedrick exchanged a glance with Elsa. Her eyes were large with shock.

“It is with heavy heart,” the pastor continued, “I announce that our humble services will no longer be given in German. As you well know, our governor has decreed no foreign languages may be spoken in public, which includes church meetings.”

Startled cries of outrage swept through the congregation. Pastor Schwarz raised his hand and the chatter faded to fierce whispers.

“I have been informed that those of you who do not wish to worship in English or who do not understand the language must hold services in your own homes.” He took a long, visible breath and squared his bony shoulders. “Now we will begin today by singing…”

Friedrick hardly heard the rest of the service. His family had always worshiped in German. Like most of the American-born children of the congregation, Friedrick felt deep pride for his German heritage. Joining with others each Sunday who spoke his parents’ native language allowed him to honor a culture as much a part of him as his American one and helped him feel connected to those relatives who hadn’t immigrated.

It wasn’t enough his people were being robbed of their savings. Now they were being forced to give up their very identity—all in the name of being loyal citizens. The injustice galled him and he couldn’t sit still.

He rested one leg on top of the other, his knee moving in a steady tense beat. How many of these families would choose not to attend anymore? Like the Wagners, most of them had been coming here for decades. Friedrick hated to think of their close-knit congregation dividing.

Would things ever return to the way they’d been? Or had life for him, his family, and his people been changed forever? Friedrick dropped his foot to the floor and rested his arms on his knees, his forehead nearly touching the pew in front of him. He couldn’t sit by, but he couldn’t openly protest either.

By the time the last song had been sung, in halting English, and the benediction given, Friedrick had made up his mind to speak with Pastor Schwarz. There had to be something he and his family could do to help.

“I’ll be a minute,” he told Elsa. “I need to talk to the pastor.” Elsa nodded before speaking with Hannah—in whispered German. Friedrick would have to remind her it was no longer safe to do so, even in church.

Hat in hand, Friedrick headed toward the back of the building, where a line of people had already formed near the pastor. Clearly he wasn’t the only one wishing to speak with the man.

He nodded at the couple waiting in front of him. He and the husband exchanged predictions about the weather and spring planting until someone latched on to Friedrick’s coat sleeve. He glanced down, knowing it was eighteen-year-old Maria Schmitt, before he saw those violet eyes and dark, fluttering lashes.

“Hello, Friedrick.” Her mouth curved in a coy smile, in spite of the devastating blow they’d all received today.

“Morning, Maria.”

“Are we going dancing this weekend?”

He searched his mind for yet another excuse—he hadn’t taken her to a dance hall since the mob had shown up. Still, it might do him good to get away for a while. Dancing would give him something else to think about besides how his family was going to survive on so little.

“All right.” His acceptance was laced with more resignation than joy, but Maria didn’t seem to notice. “I’ll pick you up at six on Friday.”

“Good. I was beginning to think you were avoiding me.” She hooked her arm through his. “Will your family keep coming to church, even with the sermons in English?”

“I don’t know if Elsa will want to, but I think we should.”

“I hope you will,” she said softly as though imparting a secret. “The church’s spring social would be such a bore without you.” She gave an indignant shake of her head, making the dark curls around her face sway. “Did you hear that my mother—with my help, of course—is planning the whole thing?”

She prattled on about the details of the upcoming event—the baseball game, the dance, the music. Friedrick didn’t have the heart to stop her. Let her find a bit of happiness where she could.

He liked Maria well enough. She was the only girl in the congregation near his own age who wasn’t married or had a beau overseas. Maria clearly hoped to be among the former, based on the not-so-subtle hints from her and her mother. Friedrick couldn’t imagine marrying anytime soon, though. He had nothing to offer a wife but a crowded house, a dying father-in-law, and no extra money.

The couple ahead of him bade the pastor farewell. Friedrick gently pried his arm from Maria’s grip and stepped forward with purpose. “I must talk to Pastor Schwarz now. I’ll see you Friday, Maria.”

“Friedrick,” the pastor said, gripping his hand. “What do you make of the announcement?”

“I think we’ll lose many good people.”

Pastor Schwarz lowered his hand to his side, his eyes taking in the still crowded room. “I fear you are right.”

“Can I help in some way?”

The pastor clapped his hand on Friedrick’s shoulder. “People look to you, Friedrick. If you continue to bring your family, I think others will follow.”

“I will,” he said without hesitation.

Elsa would take some convincing. More than any of them, she loved singing and praying in German. She’d told him more than once that doing so helped her feel close to her aunt and grandmother still living in Germany.

“Did you hear if the vigilance committee visited anyone else?” he asked the pastor.

Pastor Schwarz nodded. “At least twenty other families. They all bought bonds.” His face reflected his compassion. “Like you, they have little left over.”

“Is that what we must do, Pastor? Stand by and let them…” Friedrick lowered his voice. “Let them rob us of our savings and our language, just to prove we are loyal Americans?”

Pastor Schwarz looked past him toward the nearest window, but the man’s wistful gaze suggested he wasn’t seeing the houses across the street or the bare trees. “I miss the forests the most,” he said, his voice soft, reflective. “I can still remember the great trees near our home in Germany. My mother’s family still lives there.” He glanced at Friedrick, anguish in his gray eyes. “My boy Johann may be fighting his own relatives at the front lines.”

Mention of the war caused familiar guilt to nibble at Friedrick. If he were a solider in France, would he be fighting his German relations like Johann? Would his family be any safer in his absence?

The pastor coughed, and a sad smile lifted the corners of his mouth. “You ask an excellent question, Friedrick. Fight or stand down? The Bible teaches us to love our enemies, to do good to those who hate us.”

Friedrick ran his hand along the brim of his hat. He hadn’t planted a fist in Joe’s face; that was something good. He’d also given the mob their money—money for his father’s medicine, money to help pull them through the winter if the crops failed.

“And yet…” Pastor Schwarz paused until Friedrick lifted his head. “And yet we are also told there are different times and seasons. There is a time to keep silent, but there is also a time to speak. Only you and the Lord will know when it is time to stand down, to be silent, Friedrick—and when it is time to act.”

The church member behind him cleared his throat in impatience, ending their discussion. “Thank you, Pastor.” The man’s words had given him much to think on. “We’ll be here next week.”

Friedrick set his hat on his head and walked outside. Harlan and Greta were playing with some of the other children. He called to them, and they headed to the wagon as Elsa broke free from a circle of women talking beneath one of the trees. After helping Elsa onto the seat, Friedrick unhitched the horses and climbed up beside her.

“Can you believe that?” she muttered in German as they set off for home. She seemed to have forgotten the children in the back of the wagon. “Forcing us to speak English in our own church? What will they do next? My family and I came to this great country when I was twenty years old because we wanted more freedom, more opportunity. Now they want to snatch it away.”

“I think we ought to keep coming,” Friedrick suggested.

Elsa made a noise of disgust. “Why? We can worship—in German—at home.”

He decided to try a different approach. “What are the other families doing?”

“Ach. Most of them will come back. There are even one or two who have changed their names to be more American. Mrs. Schwarz says she and the pastor will go by Black now. I guess that is what their son Johann chose to do before he left to fight.”

So the pastor believed this was a season for keeping silent. The thought depressed Friedrick. His father and mother had both come to this country as teenagers, and he and his siblings had never even been to Germany. Why should the sins of the fathers, so to speak, be visited upon his American family?

“I still think we ought to keep coming. You’d miss your friends if we didn’t, and as a people, we need to stick together.”

Elsa crossed her arms in anger, but Friedrick sensed her resolve weakening, especially at the mention of her friends. She’d always looked forward to Sundays when she could visit with other German women.

He could think of other reasons for returning as well—ones Elsa wouldn’t like but needed to hear. “There’s something else we need to consider. If our loyalty to this country is in question, we don’t want to do anything to call attention to ourselves. Staying home and worshiping alone in German might do that.” He threw a look over his shoulder at Harlan and Greta before continuing in a lower voice, “We can’t afford to buy more liberty bonds, Mother.”

To his surprise, Elsa covered her face with her hands. Her shoulders shook as she began to weep. Friedrick shifted the reins into one hand so he could put his arm around her.

“He’s almost out of medicine, Friedrick. How will we get more?” Her voice rose in pitch with the question. “Oh, I wish we’d never joined this war with Germany.”

“What’s the matter, Mama?” Greta had noiselessly moved up behind the wagon seat.

Elsa shook her head without answering.

“Is she upset about not having the sermons in German no more?” Harlan asked.

Friedrick nodded—better to have the boy think it was that, instead of fear over the future. He squeezed his mother’s shoulder and took the reins in both hands again.

“I like it in English better,” Harlan added. “I don’t have to concentrate so hard.”

“When you pay attention,” Greta retorted.

“Whatdaya mean? I listened good today. Besides, I wasn’t the one—”

“All right. That’s enough,” Friedrick said in a firm tone. Elsa straightened on the seat and swiped at her wet cheeks, but she stared silently into the distance.

A despondent feeling settled over the wagon as suffocating as a blanket on a hot summer day. Friedrick struggled to think of a funny song or story to amuse his siblings, but nothing came to mind. The drive back to the farm took them past the children’s schoolhouse. Friedrick’s gaze flicked to the building and away. He didn’t need another visual reminder of what they’d lost in the last few weeks.

As he urged the horses to pick up their pace, something inside him whispered to slow down, to look again. Puzzled, Friedrick turned to stare directly at the school. A large number of shingles were missing from the roof, cracks riddled the brick exterior, and the outhouse leaned to one side. The building had been neglected for some time. He recalled Harlan mentioning a young man from a neighboring farm who was supposed to come several days a week to do upkeep.

“Whatever happened to that boy…Francis…who used to clean up the school?”

“Don’t know,” Harlan said. “I think he might’ve left to go fight last year.”

“So nobody’s been keeping up with repairs?”

Harlan shrugged. “Haven’t seen anybody there but Miss Lehmann.”

Elsa twisted on the seat to study Friedrick. “What do you have in mind?”

“Just an idea,” he said in a noncommittal tone. It likely wouldn’t work out, but he couldn’t completely snuff the tiny flame of hope growing inside him. “I’ll see what comes of it tomorrow when I go into town.”

*  *  *


Livy clasped her hands in her lap to hide their slight trembling from the man seated at the desk in front of her. In the stillness of the superintendent’s office, the tick of the clock on the wall and the rustle of the secretary’s magazine pages in the next room sounded loud.

Mr. Foster set down his pen and removed a small set of keys from one of his desk drawers. “Now that we have all the information we need and you know where to find the school, here are the keys for the building and the teacherage. It’s not much more than a glorified cabin, but it is all yours, Miss Campbell.”

“So I have the job?”

He laughed. “Didn’t I say as much in my telegram?”

Livy blushed as she took the keys he handed over. Her stomach had been in knots nearly the whole three-hour wagon ride to Hilden. She feared Mr. Foster would change his mind about hiring her, despite her letters of recommendation and his desperate need for a teacher. She still couldn’t believe he’d willingly overlooked the fact she had only one year of college completed. And now she had a job—away from the farm and Robert.

“I hired a young man this morning to take care of the school maintenance, so don’t be surprised if he comes around this week.”

Livy climbed to her feet, the keys clasped tightly in her palm. “Thank you, Mr. Foster.”

“You’re most welcome.” He stood and came around his desk. “I’m glad to have the position filled. I didn’t have much in the way of replacements—not any non-German ones, at least. You can open the school as soon as you feel ready. But the sooner, the better.”

She followed him out of his office. “Certainly.”

“You may pick up your first month’s wages at the end of April.” He shook Livy’s free hand.

Livy pumped his hand several more times in gratitude. “Thank you—again.”

“Good day, Miss Campbell. Let me know if there’s anything you need.”

She gave him a genuine smile and even spared a wave for the secretary, though the woman didn’t look up from her Ladies’ Home Journal. As she rushed down the stairs, Livy’s smile grew into a grin. If she ran into the handsome young man whom she’d danced with on her birthday, she might have to kiss him for mentioning the job in the first place. He’d popped into her thoughts more than once the last few weeks.
         

Would she see him in town? she wondered, exiting the building. Her gaze swept the street as though he might suddenly appear. Livy ruefully shook her head. She had no idea where he lived.

“Did you get everything you needed, sugar?” Her father pushed away from the side of the wagon, where he’d been waiting for her.

She dangled the keys and did a little skip. “I’ve got the keys to the school and my house, and directions on how to get us there.”

“You want to head over there now?” Josiah asked as he helped her onto the wagon seat.

“I ought to purchase some food items first. Mother’s hamper will only last me so long.”

He climbed up beside her. “To the grocer’s then.”

His patience and acceptance of her plans resurrected the guilt she’d been battling the past few weeks about leaving home again. “Are you angry, Daddy?”

“For wanting to go to the grocer?”

“No.” She couldn’t help a giggle. “About me abandoning the farm.”

He scratched at his stubbled chin. “I suppose I don’t look at it that way, Livy. You saw an opportunity and seized it—something we’ve always taught you kids to do. Your mother and I only hope it’ll bring you happiness.”

She didn’t have the heart to tell him she was already happy—more so than she’d been in a year. “Allen and the boys didn’t seem too thrilled when you told them about their extra responsibilities.”

“They’ll manage. You, Joel, and Tom were doing that and more when you were younger.”

The reference to Joel and Tom eased her guilt—almost—and reminded her of the other reason she’d applied for the job. The empty chairs at the supper table at home were a constant reminder her brothers were gone and in harm’s way. Hopefully being a teacher here would keep her from worrying so much about their safety.

She sat up straighter and pocketed her keys. “I still wish you’d accept my offer to hire one of Allen’s friends to help out.” If she stretched her meals a little, she could send home a few dollars to pay for hired help. The gesture would certainly ease her conscience.

Josiah guided the horses into the street. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t accept. Why don’t we wait and see how your first month goes? Sixty-five dollars a month is a good amount, but you’ll still have to pay for food and things.”

“All right. You win—for now.” She smiled and slipped her arm beneath his as they headed toward the grocer’s.

Though the morning had dawned cold, the sun now warmed her cheeks and almost made her want to shed her hat and new jacket. With less than two weeks to get ready, Livy’s mother had expertly made over some of her old dresses for Livy’s use. The brown wool suit Livy wore today consisted of a long jacket with matching skirt and a belt. With the superintendent’s approval and her stylish outfit, she felt every bit like a real teacher.

Her gaze hopped from one store sign to the next as she looked for a grocer, until a storefront painted haphazardly in bright yellow snagged her attention.

“That’s not a very good paint job. Allen or the boys could have done better. No wonder there are no wagons waiting out front.”

Her father frowned instead of laughing as she’d expected. “I doubt it was the store owner who painted it.”

Livy cocked her head. “Why would he let someone do that? It looks awful.”

“He’s likely from Germany, sugar. His store was painted that way so everyone would know it was owned by a German.”

His words made Livy swallow hard, even as her eyes sought out the building again. Mr. Foster had told her the reasons the last teacher had been let go—how she’d been accused of being a German spy and violating the language law. Livy knew she had nothing to fear on that front. She didn’t know a single German here or back home, so she couldn’t be accused of being a German sympathizer.

What she wasn’t so confident about was her students and their families. The township school would likely be full of German children, from German parents. She might be teaching the distant relatives of those fighting against her brothers or those who’d wounded—and changed—Robert.

The reality that her new situation wasn’t completely carefree and rosy brought a sick feeling to her stomach. Her earlier excitement faded in its wake.

“You’re going to do fine, Livy.” Her father’s hand closed over hers. The confidence behind his words erased some of her nervousness. “There’s something you need to remember, though—”

The honk of an automobile horn made the horses dance toward the sidewalk, and Josiah turned his focus to soothing them. “Horses just aren’t used to those contraptions yet,” he grumbled when the team settled down. “You know, your mother wants one of them Ford touring cars.”

“But she isn’t the only one, is she?”

He shrugged, but his green eyes sparkled.

“There’s a grocer’s,” she said, pointing.

As he helped her to the curb, she realized he hadn’t finished sharing his advice. Oh well, Livy thought, her mind already darting ahead to what things she needed to purchase for her very own kitchen. He’d probably meant to tell her not to forget who her brothers were fighting overseas. And she wouldn’t.
         

*  *  *


Once her food staples had been stowed in the back of the wagon, along with her things from home, Livy and her father set off for the schoolhouse. Less than an hour later, much to Livy’s relief and anticipation, the teacher’s cabin and the school appeared in the distance.

The cabin sat off the road, south of the school. An outhouse had been tucked in the copse of trees behind it. Red curtains hung in the south-facing window, and the spot of color in the brownish landscape brought a smile to Livy’s face. Another hundred yards or so up the main road stood the one-room brick schoolhouse. Three large windows were visible along its side.
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