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    To my brothers and sisters in the Russian church—we have not forgotten you!



Special thanks to Abigail and Mac for the prompts that inspired this story and this series.

      

    


Wanted: a typewriter. Well cared for.

Anna froze in her endless scroll, finger hovering over the words as she read them twice, then a third time, not sure whether she more feared or hoped that her first glance had been correct. She’d lost hope of finding any offer that even remotely applied to her an hour ago and had only continued because she wasn’t a quitter, and because she had literally nothing else to do.

No, she hadn’t misread. The entry said ‘typewriter,’ and considering that her once favorite pastime of noting awkward phrasings, missed commas, and absurdly original spellings had been more or less eviscerated in the last few years, there was little chance that the word was a mistake.

Anna flexed her fingers, then took a deep breath and tapped the page. The date was more than a year old, but no expiration had been set. There were no additional details and no messaging link. Instead, there was an apartment number on the north side of town and suggested contact hours of six to eight.

Anna drummed her fingers for a moment, then crept through the long chain of menus until she found the option to manually bookmark the page. Ignoring the popup instructing her to connect HALEY for a better experience, she dropped the tablet and slid onto the floor.

It took a good half hour of sorting through crates and tubs before she finally found the one she wanted. Of course it was in the very farthest corner, because what use did she or anyone have for an old typewriter, except as a reminder of happier days and a symbol of the family grit and determination that was all she had left to see her through?

Resting her fingers gently on the keys, Anna closed her eyes and let the memories flow. Discovering the antique at her grandmother’s house and watching in fascination as the odd little black marks were turned into stories that anyone could read. Using it for practice when a blinking cursor seemed too forgiving for the accuracy she craved. Listening to the stories of her great-something-grandmother, who had lost a husband in a war, used her remaining savings on the self-same typewriter, and pounded the pavement until she had enough work to see all her children put through college.

Tears rose to Anna’s closed eyes, and she pressed them hard. Somehow this one keepsake seemed to have twined itself into most of her tenderest memories and nearly all of her dreams for the future. But sentiment didn’t pay the bills, let alone the collection agencies, and with her slight fever earlier in the week and the plasma center closed on weekends, she was out of viable options if she wanted to eat again before Monday.

Find the next step had been the Ellington motto since before the typewriter, and this offer was the only next step she’d found in a long time. Anna swallowed the bitter ache in her throat, straightened her shoulders, and wrestled her coat on before stuffing her key and tablet into her pocket and lugging the heavy crate down to a dingy alcove on the first floor.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
. Pl RN\ SFME
. Yo &N IMMEMORIAL

. \THOMPSON * _°






