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      Chicago, IL 2288

      I multitask between deep thought and taking in the view outside my window during the tour. I came along because I enjoy history, but I find this chapter particularly depressing, given the extent of the destruction that once occurred. Yet the resilience of nature persists and regenerates, allowing the earth to heal and create new life while preserving evidence of vast devastation, all within the same landscape.

      I'm lucky to have a window seat, and even being on a tour bus feels historical in its own way. I focus on the surroundings as I smile and interact with those around me. I had nothing planned for this weekend, so getting out, meeting new people, and sightseeing would be a fun way to spend my time.

      At times, the road can be distracting, especially when we hit potholes. The streets haven’t been paved in a long time and likely won’t be again, since modern society no longer needs them. I admit it’s a bit depressing to think about what once was and what could have been. As I gaze out the window, the tour bus moves slowly, but my thoughts drift to work. I can’t figure something out, and it’s driving me crazy.

      I remember the stories my grandmother used to tell me about the past and how, to visit the ruins, she had to wear a gas mask. Now that radiation levels have returned to normal, such measures are no longer necessary. I’ve never told anyone, but I find the dilapidated buildings overgrown by nature strangely beautiful.

      You can even tell the time of day it happened by what’s left behind. The bus drives past rusted bicycles in front of crumbling, small dwellings that were once homes. It happened during the afternoon—just another day for many.

      As the bus shakes and bumps along, I begin to form a plan to resolve my work issue. I feel more confident about solving it as I reflect on my options. I think I’ll ask the Professor about it. Just then, the bus hits a massive pothole, causing me to bounce out of my seat. I realize we’re getting very close to the epicenter—ground zero for Chicago in 2180. Now, I can see the skeletal remains of skyscrapers that once symbolized success and life, now serving as reminders of what a prosperous society shouldn’t become, or what it shouldn't do in pursuit of life.

      The nuclear bombs were designed for both ground targets, leaving craters, and airbursts that caused nuclear winter across much of the world during World War III. Several cities in the United States were affected, particularly Chicago, New York, and Los Angeles. Even though it happened a hundred years ago, life was permanently altered. At least in America, survivors blamed and denounced the government, forming city-states instead. Several of these were established, and since the ground and air were contaminated, large, massive dome structures were built for each city-state.

      These buildings are enormous and elevated, supported by massive cement columns that extend several stories above ground, allowing animals and plants to roam freely beneath them. The dome structures have half-cement bases and half-glass tops, creating a second atmosphere for the city. The air was once regulated and protected from radiation or another potential nuclear attack. Now that radiation levels have returned to normal at ground-zero sites, evacuation may no longer be necessary. However, people remain reluctant to return to their old way of life. These structures offer much greater safety and security in case a nuclear war ever happens again.

      The siding on the domes combines solar panels and mirrors, which generate energy and reflect light, supporting the growth of plants and wildlife beneath. The lowest level of the dome structure is about five stories high, providing ample space for trees and birds to thrive.

      Everything changed after World War III, primarily how society functions. Now, people view their city-state as their country and focus locally on surviving in tight-knit communities. Glass-covered subway trains connect the city-states, running on magnets to propel them at relatively high speeds.

      There are stations where people can take elevators or walk up and down staircases to return to the ground surface. It’s been a while since I’ve been down here. It’s not always safe. Not everyone joined a city-state—some stayed on the ground, away from the ground-zero locations, and formed their own groups. They’re called rebels, as they can sometimes be aggressive in their pursuit of resources and violent in their attempts to acquire them.

      Not everyone in the world had the resources to build such structures so quickly. We didn’t either, at first. Some people survived the nuclear bombs but suffered DNA changes from the radiation, and their mutated offspring became known as "the others." It’s not a term often used in polite society, but nonetheless, it refers to another group that exists outside the city-states. They have their own towns and communities. We don’t mingle with them, just as we don’t with the rebels. It might not end well if we did, as competition for resources also exists with the others.

      The lady beside me tries to make conversation about the tour and shares her thoughts on seeing the abandoned city of Chicago. She says it’s hard to believe it used to be one of the largest cities in America. I have to agree as I look out at the building rubble and skeletal remains of structures overgrown with plants—even trees—scattered everywhere.

      A beeping sound comes from the tour bus driver's alarm on her belt clip. That usually means one of two things: either rebels are nearby or the others are. The tour guide announces that we’ll head back toward the station. Rebels or others typically won’t attack a station, since advanced defenses are in place, but they might target a small group of people out like we are now. The bus has defenses, but it’s better to be safe than sorry.

      After driving for a while, the alarm goes off again, prompting the driver to make a gradual U-turn. She informs us that we won’t go as far into the downtown center but will stop shortly to let us look around. Eventually, the bus stops, and we get out. The air has a stale, heavy scent mixed with an oddly strong floral aroma. You’d expect the air to be fresh, but it’s not. I start walking and looking around. Rusted cars and trucks surround crumbling buildings that once appeared to be gray office buildings, situated near a large parking lot. In the distance, I see some tall buildings, though not skyscrapers. Some members of the tour group want to go inside, but the guide tells us it’s unsafe.

      She informs the group that the buildings have been left unattended for a long time and are in a state of disrepair. I walk around, watching everyone in the group snapping pictures and milling about. I begin to feel lonely as I see people enjoying each other’s company. I moved to a different city-state a while back for a job opportunity, and ever since, I haven’t made many friends. I work a lot and didn’t know anyone from the city-state of Sanctuary.

      I walk toward a building shell that catches my eye because of the plants growing there—dogwood trees, stiff goldenrod, milkweed, and New England aster. The building is a single-story structure with no doors and broken windows. People have thrown rocks through them. There’s no roof either. The tour guide explains that the rebels and others have stripped some of the building materials over the years. It’s not all just natural decay.

      As I look around the building, I begin to feel like I’m being watched. The feeling only grows stronger the more I try to ignore it. I turn and scan the area to see if anyone is there. I notice the parking lot, its asphalt cracked and broken, with weeds and grass growing between the rusted cars. Something about it doesn’t feel right. Someone is watching me.

      I turn again and see a figure in the distance. Unease creeps in as the figure moves out of view behind thick foliage and more buildings. I immediately glance at the tour bus driver to see if her alarm has gone off, but it hasn’t. That strikes me as odd. Something about this feels wrong.

      I start heading toward the bus when I hear a faint voice calling my name. I turn around and see the dark, blurred figure again, standing and staring at me. I freeze, unsure of what to do. The figure remains, unmoving. I glance around, scanning the area. Off in the distance to my left, I see the tour group. My focus shifts back to the figure as my peripheral vision clears, and the unsettling sense of being watched returns.

      The figure walks a bit closer, and I see that it appears to be male based on his clothing. He seems to be dressed in dark-colored cowboy attire, complete with a black cowboy hat. I feel uneasy as he takes a few more steps forward and calls my name again.

      He stands there and, in a deep and commanding tone, calls out to me one last time, “Desiree.”

      I begin to walk backward, trying to put more distance between us. As he comes a bit closer, I can see more clearly that he is another—his light grey skin, tall, thin frame, and iridescent light magenta eyes give him away. He’s strikingly handsome, both in face and figure, even from a distance, but there's something otherworldly about him. Though still human, his DNA has clearly been mutated by the radiation.

      With a shaky voice, I ask if I know him. He replies, “No, but you will soon enough.” I'm unsure what to make of this, and I start to feel either threatened or like it’s an omen. I’m not sure which, so I decide to head back to the tour bus, still walking in reverse and watching him closely.

      He stands there for a moment, watching me watch him, then turns around and walks away. I stop and watch as he disappears into the foliage and crumbling buildings. Then suddenly, a blue-colored light flashes from the ground up. The same stale air I noticed when I first arrived hits my nose again.

      I immediately glance at the tour group, who are still enjoying their sightseeing, seemingly unaware of anything unusual. I keep staring at the place where I saw the figure, but he’s completely gone. I’m baffled, sure that something strange just happened—and that I was the only one who saw it.

      I walk back to the bus, get on, and return to my seat, still thinking about what just occurred. Eventually, more passengers return to their seats, and we depart. I begin to feel that I should have followed when I saw the blue light, to see if anything was there. It might have been a clue to what the strange man meant when he said I would know him soon enough.

      The bus heads out, and we’re on our way back to the city, which is called Sanctuary. I feel distraught, as no one else around me seems to notice anything unusual. The lady next to me started talking about what she saw and how interesting it all was to her. I nod in agreement, though my thoughts remain fixed on the strange encounter.

      We arrive back at the station, get off the bus, and head to the elevators. They’re protected by a nearly invisible force field that can be activated in the event of a threat. The elevators are impressive, with strong steel doors. There are eight large ones, and when I step inside, I notice each features a floor-to-ceiling window at the back. I stand near the window and look out as we ascend. Below, I see a grassy field scattered with oak trees and birds flying through the air.

      When we reach the top, the elevator opens onto a large deck with clear glass balcony railings. Stone benches are placed in the middle of the deck, as natural materials are prioritized over man-made ones. I sit on one of the benches and wait for a train to arrive. After about fifteen minutes, one pulls in, and I get on.

      The trains are white and feature a sleek, aerodynamic design. The seats are arranged in vertical rows, similar to those on a standard train, and everyone picks an available seat.

      Once the train departs, it speeds through a clear plastic tube. Because of the high speed and the tube itself, there’s not much to see out the window. When we arrive, I step out onto a deck that leads into the city. Sanctuary is entirely walkable, though trams run long distances throughout. I head toward my apartment, which isn’t too far. The city is built on terraces that gradually narrow as you ascend.

      I stroll through the city, admiring the small shops that are beautifully designed with large bay windows, flower beds on the sills, and wide wooden doors with arched frames. Water fountains cascade down the terraces through stone slides, leading into basins that overflow and send water further down, continuing this cycle throughout the city. Large open-air patios are often arranged around these fountains, with tables and chairs set up for people to gather and converse. Canopies are strung between poles to shield visitors from the sun during the day, and porch-style white lights are turned on to illuminate the area at night. Potted and hanging flowers are everywhere, lining the city’s beautifully crafted, winding stone walkways.

      I make my way home by climbing staircases made of shatter-resistant colored glass. After ascending five flights, I turn left and pass four doors until I reach my apartment on the right. To the left is a stone railing made of the same colorful glass as the stairs. The thick glass allows partial views of the walkways below. Azaleas grow over the railing in front of the nearby apartments, and I enjoy seeing them—it always cheers me up.

      I arrive at my front door, painted a light mint green. Residents paint their doors in a wide range of colors and decorate them with distinctive shapes and designs. Mine is made of heavy wood, with floral patterns etched into its surface. On either side of the door is a large window, each with a plant box on the sill where I grow wildflowers. Thanks to the glass dome above the city, we enjoy a regulated temperature year-round. It's kept at a constant 78 degrees, allowing us to grow plants in every season.

      I have several potted plants around both windows. There's even a rocking chair painted the same color as my front door, with pink roses painted on the flat back spindles. It also features a pink cushion. I open the large brass doorknob and step inside. My ceiling is a mural of colored glass forming patterns, since I live in an apartment without a terrace above mine. I'm on the edge of my terrace in the city’s center. From here, I can look down and see all the pavilions below, people walking around, and the colored glass walkways and ceilings of the lower terraces and decks.

      My floor is made of tan stone, with a large multicolored area rug placed where my two tan wicker chairs and tan wicker couch sit. The sofa is positioned against the right wall, with the chairs facing it. The back wall features a balcony and French glass doors with sheer pink curtains.

      Oscar greets me as I come in—my tabby cat. He rubs against my leg in greeting. Just to the right of the front door is the kitchen, and on the left side is a small dining area across from it.

      To the left of the living room is a short hallway that leads to my bedroom and bathroom. Oscar has a bed to the right of the couch. He yawns, returns to the sofa, and curls up there to sleep again. I walk over to my desk, located behind the kitchen wall, and begin jotting down notes about everything I want to research tomorrow at work. I also take notes on the strange person I saw—or met—today, though I’m still not sure which it was.
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      The next day, I head off to work. I leave the house, turn right, open the door, and climb more stone steps. After going up a flight of stairs, I arrive at a pavilion featuring a cascading waterfall and several wrought-iron tables and chairs. No one is sitting at them this early in the morning. An iced tea would be lovely as I relax at one of the tables in passing, heading for the tram.

      I take another right and walk past some shops that are just opening for the day. The stores are housed in smaller, boutique-style rooms, but there’s a variety of establishments, including supermarkets and clothing stores.

      I continue, passing several shops and outdoor vendors with booths set up to sell fresh produce. The lower terraces are reserved for agriculture, allowing for year-round food production. Each city-state has its own unique currency system. This particular city-state, known as Sanctuary, uses silver coins in various denominations, each engraved with images of former leaders. The founding father of Sanctuary is Raymond Taylor, and I hear a lot about him here. Eighty years ago, he provided most of the funds to a wealthy financier to build the city.

      Up ahead are the trams. The tram station features automatic glass doors, and instrumental music plays over the intercom and air conditioning systems. The station sits along the inner terrace on a track that loops continuously. On the other side of the station are the backs of buildings made of various bricks and stones, decorated with stained-glass patterns.

      I wait patiently for the white tram, joined by another man. After a while, the tram arrives, and I get on. I sit on a white seat with a gray cushion that matches the carpet along the white side panels of the tram. The center remains open to accommodate standing passengers, bicycles, and baby strollers. There’s no jerking motion when the tram takes off, as it’s powered by magnetic friction rather than a mechanical engine.

      The trams move slowly within the city, so it will take some time to reach my destination. I look out the tram windows on the opposite side and take in the open view of the city. It resembles a cascading series of buildings inside a circular dome, with colorful glass ceilings along the outer terrace edges, canopies in pavilions, and lush plants and flowers throughout. The city is massive, with a population of over 300,000.

      I arrive at my stop as the tram pulls into the station. I get off while the man in the back stays on. I head straight toward the station exit and follow the path outside. Turning left, I continue walking past a mix of homes and shops. Ahead on the left is my workplace—the Museum of Modern History and Science.

      The building is a large, cream-colored stone structure. I open the heavy doors and enter a long hallway. I walk straight past the ticket window and the lobby, then go through a cream-colored door marked “Employees Only.” At the back wall is an elevator, and I press the button to go up. To the left are lockers and a sitting area.

      There’s no window at the back of the elevator, just a mirror. I press the button for the third floor, and once the elevator reaches it, the doors open. I step into a hallway and walk down to the fourth door on the right. This is where the museum stores artifacts from the previous excavation at Cemetery Hill.

      

      I’m an archaeologist employed by the museum, originally hired as a curator for the collections. Recently, I was transferred to the lab to analyze artifacts, soil samples, flora, and fauna found at the excavation site in Arizona at Cemetery Hill. The site was once a bustling Old West boomtown, known for a legendary shootout that has inspired many books and films.

      The project is funded by the university here in Sanctuary. The university offers a summer field school for archaeologists to learn field techniques and methods. Oddly, the university asked the museum to handle the lab work rather than doing it themselves, especially since this would be a valuable opportunity for students to gain experience. The museum director is good friends with the university’s archaeology professor, and I sense that this connection significantly influences why our lab is processing the excavation findings instead of the university’s. But I still wonder why.

      Suddenly, the door opens, and in walks Professor Wendell Murphy. He’s a short, stout, overweight middle-aged man with a bald spot and hair that's whitening. He has a professional demeanor, but I sense a certain coldness underneath.

      He greets me without a smile and asks about my progress, his blue eyes fixed on me. I give him all the details, and he seems a little indecisive about it. He reminds me that he wants everything finished soon so it can be shipped back to a museum in Arizona. Again, it’s strange that the Arizona museum wasn’t tasked with processing the findings themselves, especially since I’m handling it here in Illinois. The whole situation feels odd.

      Prior to the federal government's establishment, land had to be surveyed for archaeology before it could be built on or modified. Private cultural resource firms handled the surveys and lab work and returned everything to the property owner. Universities often conducted surveys or excavations, including field schools, when invited by landowners or institutions to give students hands-on experience.

      Wendell leaves, and I return to my computer. I call out the name “Octavius.” A low “hello” answers from my desk. I walk over to see a holographic man with dark hair, dressed in a tuxedo, about a foot tall. I ask Octavius about specific lab tests performed on soil samples, and a beam of light projects from the hologram, creating a screen of light that displays the results in an Excel-style spreadsheet.

      I review the data and instruct Octavius to log the results into the report. He pauses as a digital chime sounds. I walk over and open a new box of artifacts to process. Inside are several clear bags labeled with the site name and contents. I take a deep breath before beginning, and suddenly, Octavius starts singing “Puttin’ on the Ritz” as he dances around in his tuxedo.

      I laugh and dance a little in place, then notice something on the table—Wendell must have left it behind by accident. It’s a type of electronic device featuring a large blue stone at its center. I place it in the upper right drawer of my desk and lock it for safekeeping until I can return it to him.

      I tell Octavius we’re heading home to see Oscar. He looks up at me from where he stands on the desk and starts dancing around with joy. I pick him up and place him on my shoulder as I head out of the lab. The room has white walls and cabinets lined along them, with various testing equipment set on the cabinet counters. White tables fill the center of the room, where artifacts, soil samples, and other materials are processed and logged into the database. Along the left wall, near the entrance, shipping boxes are stacked in areas where cabinets are absent.

      I tell Octavius we can finish processing tomorrow. As I leave the lab, I realize he’s always been with me for as long as I can remember. In this era, everyone is assigned a personal holographic teacher from an early age—customized to each student—teaching everything from reading and writing in grade school to organic chemistry in college.

      I keep Octavius on my shoulder as I head home by tram. I’ve known for a while that he’s my closest friend. I watch people passing by with families or groups of friends heading off together. I often wonder why I don’t have that in my life. Octavius has always been a cheerful bundle of positivity. I wish I could be like that, but I’ve always leaned toward pessimism.

      When we get home, Octavius lets Oscar chase him all around the house. Sometimes, Octavius even rides on Oscar’s back. I watch them run around, having fun together. I sit on the couch with an iced tea and a mystery novel for the evening. At bedtime, Oscar curls up next to me, while Octavius returns to his charging station on my desk in the living room—a round, white disk that resembles a drink coaster. In charging mode, Octavius appears to be sleeping in a small bed with an oak headboard and footboard, wearing blue and white striped pajamas and a matching nightcap. The comforter is a multicolored quilt.

      The next day at work, I’m in the supply room looking for various items when I hear someone enter, only for them to suddenly stop and leave the door slightly ajar. I recognize Wendell’s voice talking to the museum director, Ms. Collins. They appear to be arguing. Wendell promises her he’ll find the Ether device he lost yesterday. Ms. Collins tells him he’d better—because if Damien handles it, they both know what that would mean. She adds that it’ll be bad enough for all of us if he takes over the world with the Ether device.

      Then Wendell says he might have left it in Louis’s office, or possibly in Desiree’s lab. Ms. Collins interjects, “Then we’ll just have to kill her to get it back,” chuckling with a serious tone. “I never really liked her anyway,” she adds. Wendell insists they need to check both offices. Then the door suddenly shuts, and I hear their footsteps fading down the hallway.

      I wait a minute or two before quietly leaving the supply closet. Peeking into the hallway, I make sure no one is around. It’s empty. I hurry to my office to grab the Ether device and Octavius. At my desk, I unlock the drawer using my electronic thumbprint and retrieve a slim, dark gray device. I place it in my purse. It features a blue oval crystal in the upper center and displays two sets of electronic digital coordinates.

      I pick up Octavius, who is looking at me rather oddly, as I make my way out of the lab. I keep glancing from side to side as I head out of the building and toward the trams. I walk briskly—fast enough to hurry but not so fast as to draw too much attention. I'm thinking about where I can go to get away for a while. I know it will be evident that I took the Ether device, but I’m not thinking rationally right now.

      I'm considering visiting one of the Orbit farms. In the city-states, we grow food in glass spheres kept near Earth’s orbit. The food is cultivated using terrace agriculture, with one vast slope facing the sun. There are about fifteen of these orbit farms, and it’s usually easy to get a ticket to visit one. Some nearby hotels cater to families who occasionally bring their children, since the farms also feature a space-themed attraction.

      Then I think about going back to my birth city-state and staying with my family. I haven’t seen them in years, and it would be nice to have company for a change. So many ideas are running through my mind right now. All I really want is to get home, pack, and grab Oscar. I don’t believe I’ll be coming back for a while.

      I arrive at the tram station near my workplace and stand waiting for the next one, gazing up at the multicolored glass roof and the matching walkway. I have an odd feeling that all of this will someday become a distant memory. A tram arrives, and I board while scanning the area for either Wendell or Ms. Collins. I keep focusing, looking for Ms. Collins—a tall, thin woman with light blonde hair in a bob and dark blue eyes. She always wears a white lab coat, though I never figured out why, since she doesn’t work in the lab. I begin to breathe a little slower and feel less anxious, as it doesn’t seem like anyone is following me.

      I walk home feeling a bit more at ease, though Octavius keeps his eyes on me most of the way. He seems concerned and clearly senses something is very wrong. When I arrive, I head straight to the bedroom and throw some clothes and toiletries into a suitcase. Then I move to the living room, grab Octavius’s charging pad, and suddenly hear a noise coming from the kitchen. I realize I’m not alone.

      I spot Oscar in the hallway, scoop him up, and hold him under my right arm. Octavius is still perched on my shoulder as I hear footsteps approaching. I look toward the kitchen and see Wendell and Ms. Collins standing there with smug grins.

      Ms. Collins says she suspected I took the Ether device. Wendell steps forward with what looks like a Taser in his hand. I know I need to get out, but I’m trapped—my only options are the hallway or the back of the living room. Instinctively, I choose the hallway. I figure I can lock the bedroom door and buy a little time to think. I grab the suitcase, tell Octavius to hang on tight, clutch Oscar under my arm, and bolt for the bedroom. As I’m running, I hear what sounds like two gunshots just as I reach the door.

      I get inside and immediately slam it shut, locking it behind me. A few seconds later, the knob begins to rattle wildly as I hear Wendell and Ms. Collins yelling at each other about how to break in. Then the door itself starts to shake violently, cracking at the right side of the frame as Wendell kicks it.

      I turn to look around the room for options. My eyes land on the Ether device. I grab it and stare, wondering what all the fuss is about. I press the center of the device, and it lights up with a blue glow, displaying digital remote controls in a central console format.

      I press “Enter”—it seems like the simplest option—and the coordinates at the top turn green. Then I feel the device start to vibrate, expanding quickly. Suddenly, a blue, pulsating beam shoots out from the top of the device, which I happen to be pointing at the back wall of the bedroom. The beam creates a glowing blue circle on the wall, resembling a portal.

      I can now see the portal forming clearly, and it looks as if I could walk right through it into what appears to be an old pioneer house in the desert. Just then, my attention snaps back to the door as I hear it give way—Wendell and Ms. Collins barge into my bedroom. Ms. Collins rushes toward me and the device, but I grab my luggage and Oscar, with Octavius screaming as he clings to my shoulder, and I leap through the portal.

      Immediately, I feel the force of the vibrational energy; it’s thick and heavy as I move through it. It pulsates through me, and I become very still, unaware of Wendell, Ms. Collins, or even the lab coat. Suddenly, there’s a flash of blinding white light, and I feel the energy around me stop. I’m more or less dumped out of the portal into standard time and space, surrounded by the same strong, stale air.

      I turn back just in time to see the portal close behind me. I wasn’t followed. I wonder if they couldn’t come through or if they chose not to, even though they were just inches away.

      I look ahead in disbelief, trying to fathom where I am—and how I’m going to get back home as soon as possible.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I realize I’ve collapsed and find myself sitting on the ground as I come back to full consciousness. I can feel the sun on me and begin to sweat a little at my brow. Looking ahead, I see a woman staring directly at me. After a moment of staring back, I catch a glimpse of a young man also watching me. I decide to get up and dust off my clothes. Taking a panoramic glance at my surroundings, I realize I’m in a desert and, from the looks of things, nowhere near the 2280s.

      Ahead, I see a large, weathered wooden Victorian house that looks old and in need of some repair. Still, it's kept clean and cheerful, with window boxes of flowers and white rocking chairs on the front porch.

      I can tell the young man keeps his gaze on me, even when I look away and glance back. He’s dressed in a tan-striped long-sleeve shirt, suspenders, and brown pants. He wears brown leather boots and a brown gambler’s hat. He’s slim, with brown hair, dark eyes, and an olive complexion. His appearance is plain, but there’s something quietly handsome about him.

      The woman in front of me has flaming red hair styled in side braids. She has dark blue eyes, a very fair complexion, and freckles across her face. She wears a wide-brimmed straw hat to block the sun, a blue and cream checkered apron, and a simple blue long-sleeve dress with dark brown leather boots.

      I begin walking toward the dirt road on the right when I hear the woman say, “You need a change of clothes to fit in around here. I don’t know where you came from, but I know you wound up in the right place.”

      She introduces herself. “My name is Victoria, but everyone calls me Vicki for short. The fella over there is Ollie. Welcome to Rocky Creek.”

      Ollie waves, still staring at me. I feel a little awkward standing there. Vicki motions for me to come over as she introduces her home. She tells me it’s considered the town orphanage and a place for those in need. She also mentions that three widows live on the property.





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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