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    For Mark, whose support for me over the years has been equal to any big brother


Thanks to my awesome impromptu beta readers and my wonderful ad hoc design team (you know who you are, ladies!), who helped immensely to improve my initial cover concept.
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Dearest Paul,

––––––––

[image: ]


Oh, how I miss you! I truly begin to think you were the source of everything good in our home. You will shake your head at that, but it is true! Evenings around the fire are terribly gloomy now that you are gone. Father and Mother sit and stare at their books or their knitting—of course the knitting is Mother’s!—but I don’t believe either of them know what they are about. Father hardly turns a page through the whole evening, and the stocking Mother is making for Cousin May’s baby has grown nearly long enough to fit me!

You told me I must keep things cheerful here while you were away, but oh, brother, how can I when every song, every game, every story makes me think of you? I went to Elizabeth Cole’s party last night, though I didn’t want to, and when Jack sat next to the hearth to make popcorn, I jumped up and fled the room so as not to disgrace myself with tears. Popcorn, of all things! Just the word makes me ache for you. Oh, Paul, you must get well soon and hurry back to us, or I don’t know what we shall do.

After reading over the above, I am heartily ashamed of myself. I know I ought to rip it up and start fresh, only you told me to write you about everything. I have no more cheerful news, but I can’t bear the thought of not writing you, and somehow it seems the next best thing to laying my head against your coat and hearing you coax “little sister” to tell you all her troubles.

Only, Paul, please don’t let my silly, selfish ramblings make you worse! I know Mother said I must not worry you when you were so ill, and perhaps you aren’t strong enough even now. You won’t fret over me, will you, Paul? If you do, I shall have to give up writing, as I cannot pretend to you, and you would know it if I did.

Shall I write to Edward and ask him to tell me if my letters make you worse? Perhaps that would be improper, but I am such a young girl that I think it might be allowed. I would rather not write you at all than do anything to slow your recovery—and your return home! Only I don’t want you to think I don’t care enough to write!

Oh, Paul, I don’t know what I do mean, only I miss you terribly, and I find it ten times more difficult than I ever expected to be cheerful without you. Do tell me what I should do! You must get well—that is the great thing—and I will try to be better for your sake. Please forgive this terrible letter, as I haven’t time to do it over, and I did promise. Get well, darling brother! I miss you. That is all.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





