
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


An Empty Quiet Place

[image: ]




By Dan W. Dooley

Front Cover illustration by Dan W. Dooley

Published by Dan W. Dooley at Draft2Digital

Legacy of Abigail Book 4

Copyright 2020 by Dan W. Dooley.  All rights reserved.

This book is a work of fiction.  Names of all characters and all incidents portrayed within are all the creation of the author.  Any resemblances to any actual person, living or dead, is strictly coincidental.

All Scripture quotations were taken from King James Version (KJV) – Public Domain.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or by electronic or mechanical methods, or by any information storage or retrieval system without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of very brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Draft2Digital Edition, License Notes

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.  If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Draft2Digital.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy.  Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Acknowledgments


[image: ]




I owe a debt of thanks to my wonderful wife Patsy, for not only her inspiration, but also for her critiques, suggestions and her help in the proofreading this book.  And to Alex Neal who also helped point out some errors.

To those, whose names remain unremembered, who encouraged me to write a book telling our story.  I am not sure that the form of this book is what they had in mind, but should they read the book, I hope that they see the path of our story in it.

Since the time when Patsy and I found new love together, we have witnessed other widowed people finding love.  Several of those couples have moved forward into marriage.  She and I have been blessed to be able to celebrate the new love they have found with each other.

And Mark Maser, who is the head of our local widows and widowers connect group.  It was Mark who invited me to the meet and greet where I first met Patsy.

Also, for the inspiration I have received through our local widowed community.  You all have been, and remain, a blessing to me.

Also, for Maj. Richard New of the Salvation Army, who is Patsy’s youngest son.  He is the minister who performed the marriage ceremony which made Patsy and I husband and wife.  

Both of us owe a debt of gratitude to our late spouses, Donald Richard New, and Sandra Lee Dooley.  Through all of the years of our respective marriages, our relationships with those now departed very much, in so many ways, formed the people we are today.

Finally, and most importantly, I owe everything I have and everything I am to my Heavenly Father, who put within me, at a very early age, the desire to use words to put on paper what is in my heart.  Whatever talent I may have in this endeavor, I owe to Him. 

Dan W. Dooley



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1 - The Closing Semester
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​My son, hear the instruction of thy father, and forsake not the law of thy mother: For they shall be an ornament of grace unto thy head, and chains about thy neck.

(Proverbs 1:8-9)

Bryan Wimberly closed the textbook for the last time this semester.  And for the last study period in his enrollment in Hammond University.  Tomorrow morning, he would take the final exam for the class.  And that will be the last class which remains to be tested.

He had not yet seen the results from the other class tests, but he gave those little thought.  He had passed those classes.  He knew it.  And whatever the actual scores would be, it was of little consequence to him.  The scores would be sufficient for him.  If he passed this test, his graduation was assured.

He looked up from his dormitory desk to see his friend Edmond standing in the doorway of the room.

“It’s late,” Edmond commented.  “But want to go grab a drink to end the day?  By the way, a telegram for you.  The currier gave it to me, knowing I was heading up here.”

He handed the envelope to Bryan, who sat back in his chair with a resigned sigh, before opening it.  “From Matthew,” he stated.

“Who’s Matthew?” his friend asked.

“I told you about him,” Brian answered.  “Son of my future boss.  They adopted him from the island they found themselves on a few years ago when their airship got blown off course.”

“Aye.  That you did,” Edmond replied.  “A strange adventure indeed.  He was an orphan or something.  Right?  They had no children of their own before him.”

“That’s the one.”  He opened the single page telegram and read to himself.  Then he broke out into a laugh.

“He sent me the gram just to let me know he will meet me at the train station to give me a ride home.”

“That’s swell of him,” the other replied.

“Seems he has a new steam cycle, and that’s his excuse to show it off to me.  He wrecked one last year.  His dad bought him another one.”

“More than my dad would do,” Edmond said.

“Mine too,” Bryan replied.  “He hates the things.  Gave me a bit of a tongue lecture for riding with Matthew on his, some time back.  But he wasn’t too harsh about it.  I think he’s afraid of them.”

Bryan stood.  And donning his jacket, he followed Edmond out into the night.  “Can’t stay out too late,” he said.  “That exam in the morning, you know.”  

The small pub on campus was nearing closing time when the two men entered.  Edmond held up his index finger, and the man behind the bar knew his meaning.  One beer apiece only, and they would be out of the barman’s hair soon enough.

They were not alone in the establishment.  At a table near the back side of the room, three male students were talking.  And loudly enough for him to hear.  Bryan did not know any of them, but hearing the conversation, he decided that it was about someone he knew.

His drink had not yet arrived.  Leaving Edmond standing by the bar, he walked to the table.  “Did I hear you talking about Morgan Emerson?” he asked, without announcing himself.

“Aye,” one of them answered.  “‘Twas he.  Did you know him?”

“A fellow in one of my classes,” he answered.  “I know him a little.  What of him?”

“Oh sorry,” the other one answered.  “Got himself killed on his way home this morning.”

***
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MORGAN EMERSON, ON the first day of American History class, chose the seat at the table next to Bryan.  Morgan did not speak.  He simply sat there, thumbing nervously through his history text book.

“Do you like history?” Bryan asked, to start a discourse.

“Aye.  I do,” the other boy answered.  His face brightened at the prospect of having someone actually speak to him first.  Perhaps he would have a chum this semester after all.

“It’s not my best subject,” Bryan continued.  “Dates and events, you know.  Memorize the date this or that happened.  It’s a hard pill to swallow, if you ask me.” 

And soon Morgan opened up, and shared with Bryan much of his own weakness with his studies, and his loneliness.  Barely meeting his grade requirements, and with family circumstances which were unpleasant, he had begun to use Bryan as a sounding board.  And now...

“You knew him?” the other student repeated.

“I was beginning to,” Bryan answered. “I am truly sorry.”  He excused himself from their company, and returned to where Edmond and his now arrived drink stood waiting.

“Just shows us the truth that things can change for us in a twinkling of an eye,” he said, more to himself than to his companion.  

“Aye,” Edmond said in agreement.  “Live it up while you can.”  He lifted his glass and waited for Bryan’s to clink against his.

“I hope to live my life with a little more purpose,” Bryan replied.  “Life can change in a beat of the heart.”  He turned somber for a space of time.  And Edmond, embarrassed by his quick response to the news of the student’s passing, stood awkward and silent.  

“You lost your dad, I know.  Suddenly too,” Edmond said after a time.

“I was very young,” Bryan replied.  “A dirigible accident.  As I said, life can change suddenly.

“Ah, but later, Mum found a wonderful man.  They married when I was thirteen.  He’s been a great dad to me.  So good things can come out of bad.”  

He remembered the wedding ceremony between his mother and Harris Wimberly.  During the ceremony, after the vows had been exchanged between Harris and his mother, Harris, to the surprise of the others, made a pledge to him.

He remembered, as though it was this morning, the words Harris had spoken to him in the church.  “Bryan, today I made promises to your mother to love, cherish, protect and honor her for the rest of my life.  

“Now I make those same promises to you.  This is not a marriage involving only two people.  It involves three people, for we are this day creating a family.  It is a family of three.

“I promise to you to be the best I can be as a dad to you.  I cannot replace your natural dad in your heart, but I do promise to try to make his legacy in you come true.  I promise to care for you, to protect you, to provide for your needs, and to love you as though you were the son of my loins.”

And soon after the wedding, the new family stood before the magistrate.  Then by law, Bryan became the legal son of Harris Wimberly, and his own name changed as a result.

“Good can come following bad happenings,” he said.

“But what good can come out of Morgan’s death?  And other deaths like that?” Edmond asked, suddenly serious with a somber look on his face.

“I for one don’t know,” Bryan replied.  “Sometimes good does not come out of bad, I think.  It just stays bad.”

“Do you think that’s true?” Edmond asked, now with a hint of fright in his voice.  “I’d like to think of hope for Morgan’s family.”

“As I would,” Bryan replied as they made their way back to the dormitory.  “I really do not know.”

***

[image: ]


THE LAST QUESTION OF the exam was answered, and Bryan turned in his paper to be graded.  He felt less confident of his mark than he had the evening before.  If he failed that test, it would mean a failure for that class, and his graduation would be delayed until it was made up.

“It was a rough one,” he announced to Edmond when the two met for lunch.

“How do you think you did?” his friend asked.

“I hope I never have to calculate the optimal gear ratios for a duel piston steam driven turbine dynamo.  One which is selectable for different voltage outputs.  Given the specifications were included within the problem, of course.”

“That’s an easy one,” Edmond answered with a laugh.

“Don’t laugh,” Bryan warned.  “Next year is your turn to take that class.”

Relief came when his grade was posted.  And though he was not positioned at the top of the class, he passed.  And for Bryan, that was enough.  He would graduate, and with his success in all of his other classes being higher, his position over all was not a thing to be ashamed of.

Three more days, and his graduation ceremony would take place.  He would walk across the stage with the others in his class.  And in a cap and gown of burgundy colour, collect that rolled up parchment which was the tangible testament to his work, and his achievement during his four years on campus.

In letters and telephone calls home, he had persuaded his mother that making the long trip herself, to witness the event was not necessary.  And certainly not, for the entire family.  

Photographs of the event would be made, and that would be enough.  She wanted to come, but she finally agreed with her son.  It’s just a small part in the entire act of a lifetime, he finally made her to understand.  

“Dad’s away on one of his consulting trips,” she said.  “He won’t be back for another week.  Too late for us both to be there for your ceremony.”

“I thought his days of travel on the road would be reduced once he started working for Mr. Lancaster,” Bryan replied.

“It’s slowing down,” she answered.  “This is the first trip in three months.  So that’s not so bad.  Not like it was when I first met him.  And during the early days of our marriage.”

“I’m glad you have the younger kids there with you while he’s gone,” Bryan commented.

“True,” she answered.  “Charlotte’s in school during the day, of course.  You know, you forgot David’s birthday?”

“I did?  I’m very sorry, Mum.  My studies have been keeping my mind so occupied, you know.”  He remembered now.  David, the youngest, turned four three weeks ago.  

“Sorry I didn’t call to wish him a happy birthday.  I’ll make it up to him when I get home.”

“There’s still time for me to get there by train,” she hinted her desire to witness his graduation ceremony.

“Mum, really.  For a ten-minute affair?  I’ll walk across the stage, receive my diploma and then walk off.  Five minutes, to be more exact,” he said.  “That’s a long way to travel for just that.  I’ll be home within a day or two of that anyhow.”

The graduation ceremony was concluded, and now it was official.  He now held a degree in mechanical engineering.  The accomplishment of his academic endeavors.  The cap and gown were packed away, along with the remainder of his clothing and possessions to take with him.  

Tonight, he would be on the train to Hemphill.  From there, a ride, surely not with Matthew on his steam cycle, would be there to take him the twenty some miles to the home.  

And all of the luggage he would be taking home with him.  But Matthew would certainly be there at the station to meet him.  He knew that he would.  And he would be on his steam cycle.

“When do you start your new employment?” Edmond asked, as they were walking back to the dormitory?

“Two weeks.  It’s a very entry level position.  Working in the drafting room of the engineering department,” he answered.  “Not much for my engineering degree, mind you.  But it’s a place to start.  

“I’ll be staying at home with my parents until I can save up for a flat of my own.  Somewhere in town, I hope.  I think a car will be my first priority.  For back and forth to work, you know.

“My dad did independent contracting work, and Lancaster was one of his clients.  Now my dad has joined the firm.  He specializes in electric power stations.  And the railroads make much use of those stations.  So it was a natural fit for my dad.  And my toughest course was in electric dynamo design.  Wouldn’t you know it.”

“So you’re not picking up your dad’s talent, are you?”

“Apparently not,” Bryan answered.  “Looks like I’ll have to make my own mark in the world.”

Edmond was no stranger to the story.  He and Bryan had been close as friends since the day Edmond came to the college.  He was a year behind Bryan in grade, thus he would remain there another year after Bryan graduated.  

***
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TO EDMOND, THE STORY of Bryan’s mother finding new love after widowhood was a point of encouragement and hope.  His own mother had passed away three years ago, leaving him with his dad.  Just the two of them.  

And he too hoped that someday his dad would find someone to fill the emptiness in his own life.  Edmond saw the loneliness in his father’s eyes, and he wished something more for him.  Perhaps someday.  He would hold out hope until then.

“Do you think your dad will ever remarry?” Bryan asked.

“I don’t know,” Edmond answered.  “So far he has not expressed any interest in the prospect.  Time will tell.  But he is certainly not happy in his current condition.”

Bryan had packed his belongings before this last day on campus.  It remained only for him to collect his bags, and hail a taxi to take him to the train station.  

“Gonna miss the old place?” Edmond asked, referring to the campus.

“Who doesn’t?” Bryan answered.  “Four years living in one place, and you’re going to miss it when you leave.  But, I’ll soon be over it.  That’s the thing about changes such as this.  You soon take to the new.  Then the old fades out of reality and into memory.”

“Always the philosopher,” his friend laughed.

“I’ve had some changes in my life,” Bryan responded.  “So it seems to be the best way to think about it.  I’m going to miss my friends here too.”

“Me too, I hope,” the other one answered with a laugh.

“Certainly you too, old chap.”

They arrived at the entrance to the dormitory building where Bryan had lived during his time on campus.  Edmond prepared to go on to his own building.  

“One more question, old man,” Edmond said.  “What of that girl?  Has she warmed up to you any since you were home last?”

Bryan’s face turned grim.  “I’m beginning to think it’s a lost cause,” he answered.  “She still doesn’t see me as anything but a friend.  I hear she has a new fling now.  Some chap at her university.

“But I’ll see her when I get home.  She’s home for the semester break and she lives at home with her folks.  When she’s home from school.  I’ll see how the wind blows.”

“You really like her, don’t you?” his friend asked.

“Aye.  I was thirteen when I met her for the first time.  She’s the only one I’ve wanted ever since.  Since I’m a few months her junior in age, she’s always thought of me as just the kid who’s a good chum.  But too young for anything beyond that.  Seems she still feels the same.”

“How ‘bout her family?  What do they think of you?”

“In truth, they approve highly of me,” Bryan answered.  “I expect her mum would like to see us together.  I believe that is her feeling.  But Sarah?  She simply can’t see it.”

“You certainly gave no other girl a chance here at school,” Edmond said.

“Who had time for romancing with the studies we were assigned?” Bryan responded.

“You may have missed out on finding the one true love for yourself,” that came with a laugh from Edmond.

“That I doubt not,” Brian laughed.  “My loss.”

Bryan and Edmond exchanged their goodbyes.  And promising to keep in touch, Bryan returned to his dorm room for the final time.  There he retrieved his luggage holding all of his belongings.  

Having one last look around the room, he decided, no, he would not miss it that much.  Outside, the world awaited him, and greater things were to be experienced outside of school.

***
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THE TRAIN ARRIVED AT Hemphill Railroad Station.  Bryan’s watch told him that it was thirty past ten o’clock in the morning.  He had managed to sleep for a few hours during the overnight trip.  

Now awake, and refreshed in the coach lavatory, he finished the last of the cup of coffee he had ordered.  

He looked out the window by his seat as the train slowed to a stop.  Steam from the engine drifted back, hanging low by the window.  And then it cleared.  The shudder felt as the individual train coaches jostled their couplings together ceased, and all was still and quiet.

There were people milling about on the platform.  He looked through the window, forward toward the front of the train, and then back.  His family was not among those standing on the platform.  Never mind, they would be here.

Other than one small piece which he carried by hand, his luggage was waiting in the baggage car, and remained to be unloaded.  He stood, and retrieved the small bag from the overhead rack.  Then he walked to the end of the coach to exit the train.
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​Chapter 2 - A Long Summer in the Kitchen
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My son, if thou wilt receive my words, and hide my commandments with thee; So that thou incline thine ear unto wisdom, and apply thine heart to understanding; 

(Proverbs 2:1-2)

In a white house on a large plot of land, far outside of town, another student had just returned home for the summer.  She would have one more year of university to complete before her graduation.  Thus this return home was just for the space of the summer holiday.

“It’s good to be back in the kitchen,” Sarah Vandergriff said to her mother.  “I missed cooking with you.”

Rachael Vandergriff looked at her daughter with undisguised pride.  Sarah had now grown taller than her mother.  And unlike the plumpness which had been a feature of the mother for all of her adult life, Sarah possessed the slim, almost sleek form which every woman desires, but only some are blessed with.

A younger girl entered the kitchen.  Rachael turned to look at her younger daughter.  “She’s growing up to look just like you, Sarah,” she commented.  

The fifteen-year-old Theresa looked at her older sister.  “I am not, Mum,” she objected.  “I don’t look anything like her.  I’m going to be much prettier.  When I’m her age, she’ll have wrinkles, and be old and grey.”

“You think!” Sarah replied.  “You just wait.  You’ll be lanky and flat.”

“Stop it!  Both of you,” Rachael ordered.  

“I will not be,” the younger defended herself.  “I’ll have the boys all wanting to be my beaus.  All of them.”

“Especially the ugly towheaded ones,” Sarah remarked.

“Theresa!  Out of the kitchen.  Now!  I’ll call you when it’s time to set the table.”  That order came from her mother.

The younger girl, with an outturned lower lip, turned and stomped from the kitchen.  

“Was that a nice thing to say to your sister?” Rachael asked.

“Sorry, Mum,” Sarah answered.  “She asked for it.  She doesn’t seem to have much of a head for cooking though, does she?”

Unlike Sarah, who from a very early age, found her place in the kitchen, the younger Theresa displayed little interest in the art of cooking.  She was the bookworm of the family.  And as well as reading, she liked to write.  Poetry and short stories.

“Everyone is blessed with a different talent, Dear,” her mother reminded her.  “With you, cooking seemed to come natural.”

“I did take to it early,” Sarah acknowledged.  “I don’t get much chance to do any at school.  None, rather.  So I do enjoy being back here and in your kitchen.

“How’s Dad doing?” She asked, in a lowered voice.  Martin Vandergriff had suffered a stroke seven months ago.  The doctors had warned him for years about his weight, but Martin liked to eat.

“Much better, Dear.  The paralysis on his left side is all but gone now.  He walks a little slower now, but otherwise, he’s much improved.  His speech is affected a little too.  Not bad, but I notice it.  He’s lost a good amount of weight since you were here at Christmas.  And, I am really strict with his diet too.”

“Good,” Sarah replied, much relieved.  When the news came to her that her father was in the hospital, she made the decision to drop her classes and rush home.  Her mother had objected to that move.  Things would be fine at home, and with her father.  It was not a life-threatening matter.  Or so the doctors had assured her.  

But she did come home.  She missed classes while she was away, but that did not matter to her.  It was a whirlwind of a trip home.  At home for five days, and then she was off and back to school.

“Is he still flying that contraption back and forth to the factory?”

“Aye.  He won’t give it up for anything.”  

Martin had designed and built a small flying machine which used lighter than air gas to give it lift, but with the use of an overhead propeller, driven by a small steam engine, it flew at a good rate of speed above the ground.  

Lancaster Iron Works, where he served as the chief engineer, was located just west of the centre of the city.  And road traffic made the daily commute long and tiring.

Martin hated the traffic, and he chose to avoid it by flying over it.  Now that he had recovered the use of both hands and feet, he had returned to that as his regular mode of transportation to and from his place of employment.  

But every flight to the factory, and every flight home was a source of worry for his wife.  It was simply something she tolerated, and a whim of his to be indulged.

“It does make him happy, and it’s probably a lot less stress on him than driving through the heavy traffic every day,” Rachael added.  “But I do pray for him every time he sets out for the factory on the thing.”

Sarah had arrived home just that morning.  Well after her father had left for his day at the factory.  Her mother met her at the train station.  The drive from the train station to the Vandergriff home was filled with relaying news of her school activities.  And her mother was an eager listener.  

The younger Vandergriff children were waiting at home.  Theresa, and the younger Jonathan were enjoying the start of their own summer holiday.  Theresa was occupied with her books, and Jonathan was likewise occupied with his project of building his newest telescope.  The two of them were content to let their mother drive to the train station by herself.

Rachael was appreciative of the opportunity to have alone time with her oldest daughter.  On the drive home from the train station, she asked, “how are things really going at school?”

“Why do you ask, Mum?” Sarah asked in reply.  

“I’m a mother,” Rachael answered.  “We simply know when things are not going right with our kids.  Or if something is troubling them.”

Sarah was quite for a space of time.  “I’m not certain what I’m doing there,” she answered.

“Doing where?”

“School.  My life in general.  I’m happy, Mum.  I’m content over all.  Sometimes I feel like something’s missing, and I don’t know what it is.”

“Your studies are going well, are they not?” her mother asked.

“Aye.  They are.  Perhaps I’ve just been missing home.”

“You will have all summer to fill the missing, Dear.”

After a short space of silence later, Rachael added, “You know something, Dear?  When we face uncertainties in our lives, turning our eyes on God, and to Him, is the way to set things straight.”

“I know that, Mum,” Sarah answered.  “Guess I’ve let myself forget it recently.”

“Remember, your dad and I both pray for you children constantly.”

For the remainder of the drive, Rachael talked of the happenings, and the news around Hemphill, and the surrounding countryside.  “I heard Anna Wimberly say Bryan is home for good now.  Or he will be.  I don’t know if he has actually arrived home yet.  He graduated and will begin working at Lancaster.”

Sarah remained silent leading her mother to wonder what her thoughts were on the mention of Bryan.  Somehow, and she could point no finger directly to the whole of the reason, but inwardly she harboured an unspoken desire for the two young ones.  She was certain of the Wimberly boy’s interest in her daughter.  But her daughter seemed to be of a different mind.  

She would never push the matter.  Sarah would in her own time, make up her own mind, and decide who she would let into her life.  Whether it would be Bryan or another young man, if Sarah allowed it, God’s will for her life would be accomplished.

***
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MARTIN VANDERGRIFF arrived home from the factory in Topeka at half past six o’clock that evening.  Sarah met him at the door, and threw her arms around her father’s neck.  “Now that’s a jolly welcome,” he chuckled, returning the embrace.  “That’s what a man comes home to welcome.”

Sarah noted the differences.  His stringing of words was not quite the same as his speech had been soon following the stroke.  Now his speech was better, but still far from his old self.  

He looked to have lost even more weight since the Christmas holiday break when she had seen him last.  And somehow, but on what, she could not put her finger on, he looked older.

“You’ve lost some more weight, haven’t you, Dad?” she asked.

“Aye.  That too,” he answered.  “Doctor’s orders, you know.  What supper has my daughter made for us tonight?”

“Nothing from me, Daddy.  It’s Mum’s doing tonight.  I just arrived this morning, so I’m letting Mum do the cooking for us.  And Theresa.”

He laughed.  “Theresa doing cooking?  Hmmm.  Not is she.”

“Wash yourself up for supper, Dear,” Rachael instructed her husband.  And he obeying, went to their bedchamber to do just that.

“He looks healthy enough, but well...” Sarah said in a lowered voice, to her mother.

“He is better, you see,” she answered.  “He will never be quite his old self again.  But, it’s good for us.  He’s happy, and he’s still got a good mind.  And that’s good for his work.

“And truthfully, Dear,” and she lowered her own voice, “it’s good with us.”

Sarah smiled knowingly.  It was never a hidden thing.  Martin had always been openly affectionate toward his wife.  And even now.  But Sarah knew that her mother was alluding to something more.  And she was happy for her parents.  

Now she asked herself.  Would she ever be so fortunate in love?  She had her ideal, and she had her desires.  But still those remained just ideals and desires.  The man to fulfil her desires had not yet come her way.  But she would be attentive, and when he did, she would welcome him.

For the first time since the Christmas holidays the family in whole, sat at the dining room table.  “‘Tis good to have you home again, Darling,” Martin addressed his older daughter.  “Things going good at school for you?”

“Aye.  They are, Daddy.  And it’s great to be home again,” she answered.

“Good, good.  Aye.  Very good,” he replied.  “What will you do with yourself all summer?”

“Oh Daddy, what sort of question is that?” she asked, laughing.  “Why I have a social calendar filled to the brim.  I’ll have dates with gentlemen.  I’ll have social engagements in town.  I’ll have...”

“What will you do during your extra time?” he asked.  “Your spare time, I mean.”

That brought laughter from Sarah, with Rachael simply shaking her head.  At the other end of the table, Theresa snickered as though at a joke she heard within the exchange.  Jonathan simply played with his mashed potatoes.  

Rachael looked at her son with that disapproval in her eyes.  “A bit old to be playing with our food, aren’t we?”

“Truthfully, Dad, I don’t have many plans for the summer,” Sarah continued.  “I’ve not given it a great deal of thought.  Mostly just being with you and Mum.”

“What about me?”  The question came from her younger sister.  “No time with me?”

“Theresa, you know I didn’t mean I’d spend no time with you,” Sarah answered, wondering if the query from her younger sister was from real concern of neglect.  Or simply as a sarcastic sisterly jab.

“That’s okay,” Theresa mumbled a reply.  “I’ve got too many boys to spend my time with to worry about it.  Seein’ as you don’t have any beaus to spend your time with.”

“What’s getting into you, Theresa?” her mother asked.  “Will you be nice?”

“For a change.”  That addition came in a mumble from the unexpected source.  Jonathan.  “And I don’t need any sister time.”

“I’m always nice,” Theresa objected.  And turning her face to her younger brother, “You’re certainly not going to get any sister time from me.  That’s for sure.”

“Children!” Rachael exclaimed.

“Young Wimberly was in today,” Martin said, trying to move the conversation to a more civil direction.  “Starting next week.  I think it’s next week.”

“Will he be working with you, Daddy?” Sarah asked.

“Oh no.  Not as such.  In the drafting department.  That’s where he’ll start.”  

Sarah noted that her dad did not end his statements with as many chuckles as had been his habit in the past.  And he seemed to carefully think of the words to say before he spoke them.  Just another subtle reminder of the stroke, she told herself.

“But he’s got a good shoulder.  Or head.  Or, head on his shoulder, I mean,” Martin continued, struggling.  He won’t be in the drafting department very long.  I think he’ll take my job.”

“You think so, Daddy?” Sarah asked.  “That seems like a mighty leap.  Him just fresh out of school, you know.”

“One never knows,” he replied.

“Then what would you do if he took over your job?” she asked.

“Oh, easy one.  Easy one, my Dear,” he answered with a broad grin.  “I’ve got the urge to see Asia.  Thinking about taking the old girl for a flight all around the world, you know.  It’s been too long since she’s seen the sky.”

“What are you talking about?” Sarah asked, now noting a look of horror on her mother’s face.

“Just talkin’ Dear.  Just talkin’.  Not meaning anything,” he answered.  Then his face brightened as though an idea struck him.  “You know, Mother and I could take a long voyage.  ‘Tis not just Lancaster who gets to voyage the old ship.”

“Are you talking about Abigail?” Sarah asked, referring to the airship now gathering dust in the massive shed not far from the house.  Her mother’s face had grown pale.

“Why not?” her father asked in reply?  “I did help design her.  I could manage to fly her.  We could sail away to shores far from any civilization.  Some place in Asia where never has been seen a man from America.  We might just go and leave you children to manage the homestead here.”

“Martin, don’t be ridiculous,” Rachael retorted.  “Why are you speaking such foolish things?  You’re frightening me.”

His face turned serious.  “Mother, you should know me.  I am speaking only in jest.  Having fun.  I have attention to going on such a voyage.”

“You have what?” Sarah asked.

“I mean, I have no intention of doing anything of the sort,” he spoke, correcting himself.  “Can’t I have jolly time with my family?  Even with jests?”

“Of course, Daddy,” Sarah answered.  “But you had us wondering.”

Things could never remain the same within her family.  And with her life in general.  And that, she believed was a cause for her melancholy these days.  

Why could things not remain the same?  Why did parents have to age?  And to show signs of the aging?  Even her mother, and she noticed it now, showed more grey in her hair, and more lines around her eyes.

She looked forward to seeing Bryan.  They would have so much to talk about.  Both being in their university studies, even with Bryan now finished with his, the experiences of life on campus gave them much to talk about, and to compare notes about.

Besides, she had not seen him since Christmas when their two families did spend time together.  Now she wondered what changes might have occurred with him.  Changes in his looks, that is.  He had grown into a handsome man.  That, she would acknowledge.  But there was something more.  

She knew that Bryan wanted more than just the friendship the two had shared between them for the number of years they had known each other.  But that was more than she wanted.  And although she enjoyed sharing time with Bryan, she could never see him as anything other than just a good chum.  The best of chums to her.

“Is Bryan coming over here?” Jonathan asked, with excitement in the question.

“Not tonight, I’m sure,” his mother replied.  “You want to show him the new telescope you’ve been building.  Right?”

“Aye!  I do.”  From the time Bryan’s dad bought him a telescope for his first birthday following his adoption, Bryan and Jonathan shared a mutual interest and admiration in the astronomical world far beyond Earth.  

Now Jonathan had his own telescope, and at this time he was in the process of building a new and more powerful one.  He greatly desired his friend to see his work in progress.

“Soon, Son.  Soon,” Martin said.  “Let him get settled in first.  He’s going to be very busy.  Very busy, you know.  Right now.”

Jonathan’s face fell because his patience was being tried.  But he would wait.  There would be time this summer for the two friends to spend nights searching the heavens above.  And Bryan would help him get his telescope set for optimal detail and clarity.

He finished his plate, and requesting to be excused from the table, he went to his own bedchamber.  There until the early hours of the morning, he read in the big astronomy books he had ordered, and received through the Post.
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​Chapter 3 - It’s Home But it’s Not The Same
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Blessed is the man that walketh not in the counsel of the ungodly, nor standeth in the way of sinners, nor sitteth in the seat of the scornful. But his delight is in the law of the Lord; and in his law doth he meditate day and night. 

(Psalms 1:1-2)

Bryan stepped down the train coach steel steps, and onto the wooden platform of the station.  The June morning was already turning steamy.  It had rained during the night, and the humidity in the air was high.  And the sun was bright.  And that made it feel even warmer.  

The change from the refrigerated air within the train coach, to the warm humidity outside brought a sweat to his brow.  He wiped his forehead with his handkerchief.

Then a roar of a steam horn, and a hiss of steam assaulted his ears.  There he was.  Straddling the massive two wheeled steam cycle, and revving the accelerator which fed more steam from the small boiler assembly valves, sending more steam out the ports on the lower sides, a dark-skinned youth with light brown hair and large blue eyes grinned at him.  He sent steam through the horn again, and it roared again.

But he was not alone on the machine.  Behind him, with her hands resting on his shoulders, sat a girl Bryan had never seen before.  The girl was very pretty.  She had red hair, the colour of burnished copper, hanging in curls down below her shoulders.  

And with her riding goggles up over her forehead, her green eyes were revealed.  Bryan made note of that immediately.  Beautiful green eyes, he concluded.  And pale complexion which made the green in her eyes, and the colour of her hair all the more vivid.

Another of Matthew’s fans, he thought.  The boy could certainly attract the girls.  Good for him, he thought.

Bryan’s own good looks would easily draw the attention, and the interest of young ladies.  But he had for the most part ignored them, and ignored their not-so-subtle signs toward him.  Only one girl had ever captured his interest and fancy.  And he hoped it would be possible to see her before the day was over.  

Let Matthew have his fun now, he thought to himself.  In time, he too would find one girl who captured his heart.  And she would be the only one he would care to think on.  

But this was a new girl.  And Bryan wondered how many other ‘new girls’ had been caught in Matthew’s sights, and had now gone their own ways to be replaced by the next one.

Bryan walked to where his younger friend sat.  “You kept your word,” he said.  “You’re here to give me a ride home, I see.”

The younger boy laughed.  “Think I have room for you?” he asked, laughing.  “Meet Audrey.”

“Hullo, Audrey,” Bryan responded.  “You’re taking your life in hand with this fella, you know.”  The girl laughed in response.

“You have a way with the girls, old chum,” Bryan said.  “I hope that your way is that of the gentleman.”

“That it is, Bryan,” Matthew answered.  “And Audrey knows that.”  She nodded in agreement.

“I hope so,” Bryan responded.

“I promised you I’d be here to meet you,” Matthew said, again revving the engine.  “But you know I can’t carry you home like this.”

“Of course not,” Bryan replied.  “Mum will be along shortly to pick me up.”

“I’m glad you’re home for good,” Matthew answered.  “I’ve missed our rides together.  And our talks, you know.”

“Believe it or not, I’ve missed you too,” Bryan replied, laughing.  “But you have other things to keep your interest now.”

That brought a laugh from the girl named Audrey.

“We’re off now,” Matthew announced.  “I’ll drop by your house soon.  Promise.”  With that, he turned the front wheel away from Bryan, and revving the engine, the two were off in a cloud of steam.  Small bits of gravel shot into the air and pelted Bryan about his knees.

The crowd around the platform quickly thinned, and there was no one left there other than himself.  But then the sound of a car approached.  Bryan’s mother was there.

8With his luggage retrieved from the baggage car, he loaded it into the back seat of his mother’s car.  He gave one last wave to Matthew who had stopped some distance away, and now remained where he was, watching.  The car was now on the road leading from the station, and off to home.

Sitting in the seat beside his mother, he leaned over and kissed her on the cheek.  “Looking good, Mum,” he said.

“Why thank you, Dear,” she replied.  “And so do you.  It sure is good to have you home again.”

“Who is the girl with Matthew?” he asked.

“He’s been seeing her for several weeks now.  I think the longest he’s seen any one girl.”

“Courting her or just spending time with her?” Bryan asked.  “I’m not sure he’s serious enough over any one girl to consider courting her.”

“Give him credit, Dear.  He’s beginning to mature a bit more, and his mum has been encouraging him to not be so shallow with his affections toward girls.  But he’s still young.”

“Just three years younger than I am,” Bryan answered. 

“I know, but you two are each your own man.  I think his living in the conditions he found himself in before Josias and Ann took him in has affected his outlook on things, and on people.  He’ll settle down too.”

“What’s she like?” he asked.  “I mean, does she have a head on her?  I wondered about that when he introduced me to her.”

“Shy and rather introverted,” his mother answered.  “His mum and dad really like her, so perhaps there’s something positive there.”

“Has Sarah arrived yet?” he asked, changing the subject.

“Yesterday, I believe.  I’ve not heard from Rachael yet, but I believe she is home.”

Bryan grew silent.  More than anyone else, he wanted to see Sarah.  After the Christmas holiday, when both of them returned to their respective schools, there had been an exchange of letters.  But that had not lasted long.  Other than the expected updating of on-going activities, 

Bryan wanted to guide the subject of the letter messages in a direction which seemed not agreeable to Sarah.  The letters from her became more detached and impersonal.  Then they stopped coming altogether.  

“Did you know Hannah and Harold are expecting their third child?” she asked.

Bryan’s memory failed him.  He vaguely remembered the names, but little more.

“He was the crew cook on the ship Abigail,” she answered his unasked question.  “When the ship was blown off course during that terrific storm, and they had to descend to the water to continue their voyage, Harold suffered a broken arm.  

“He was put in the care of a nurse in the hospital on the island where they found themselves stranded.  That nurse was Hannah.”

“Ah.  I do remember now,” he replied.  “Fell in love, and the two of them married,” he added.  “Now he’s running that restaurant in Topeka.  Right?

“Aye.  And doing very well too.  If they keep at this pace, they will have a houseful of kids soon,” she finished with a laugh.

“And Mr. Lancaster is still running the show at the Ironworks, I know,” Bryan suggested.  “He sent me a letter inviting me to take the position in the drafting department.  He never interviewed me.  

“Funny thing.  No one actually interviewed me for the position.  Guess he simply went on the fact that Dad is there.  I hope he’s not disappointed in me.”

“Why would he be?” his mother asked, seemingly shocked at his comment.

“No reason,” Bryan replied.  “Just thinking I’m moving into this position based on Dad’s reputation.  Or so it seems to me.”

“Honey, it’s more than that,” his mother objected.  “He knows of your studies and your dad keeps him up to date on your interests and activities.”

“I do hope to not be a disappointment to him.  And certainly not to you and Dad.”

“There is no way you could be a disappointment to us.”

“Thanks Mum.  I appreciate that.  And from Dad too.  Mr. Lancaster is up in age now.  I wonder if he has considered retirement.

“He is.  Some men are destined to never retire, I think,” she answered.

“Do you suppose Dad will ever retire?”

I doubt it,” his mother answered.  “I wish I could convince him to take a holiday now and then.”

***
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BRYAN ENTERED THE BEDCHAMBER which had been his for the two years prior to his leaving home to attend the university.  Walking around the room, running his fingers along the tops of lined up books on a wall shelf, and over the tops of memories from his childhood, he reflected on how much things had changed with him.  

Within the four years living away from home, his tastes, and his perspectives on life had changed.  

He had not given that any thought until now.  But now it seemed to him that he was standing in the bedchamber of a young boy.  And that young boy was not him.

The sound of steps behind him told him that his mother had come upstairs, and was now standing in the doorway of the room.

“It seems so strange,” he commented.

“How so?” she asked.

“I was here, just last Christmas.  It didn’t seem so at the time, but now it does.  I don’t feel any older.  I feel like I’m the same person I was then.  But this all just seems for someone much younger.”

“I believe you’re looking at it from your memories of four years ago,” she replied.  “Then it was simply the temporary.  The place you stayed for your brief visits home.  Now you’re moving back in.  I think you’re seeing it differently.  You’re seeing it as home again.”

“So much has changed in eight years,” he said.

“So much,” she replied.  “Do you remember the day I told you I had met someone?  That was the first man since your father passed away.  

“Do you remember the New Year’s Eve service at church where you asked me if this was going to be the year God gave you a dad?  Do you remember that?  You were thirteen at the time.”

“I think I do,” he answered.  “I’m not sure I remember all of it.”

“Do you remember why you asked me that question?” she asked.

“Really, now, I don’t,” he answered.  “It makes sense now.  But what I was thinking of at the time, I don’t recall.”

“Do you remember what you thought when I first told you about Harris?  Your dad.”

He shook his head no in response.  “I remember when you introduced him to me in church that Sunday morning.  I just knew the two of you would end up getting married.”

“Even before I knew it?” she laughed.

“I think so,” he answered.  “I did ask you if you were going to marry him.  You told me you didn’t know.  I think I knew though.”

“You’ve been through many changes since then,” she continued.  “The wedding.  The adoption which made Harris your legal father.  Then the move to his townhouse.  And then the move here.  It’s been a whirlwind for you.”

“It’s been good, Mum.  Really.  Don’t worry that it’s all been a point of stress on me.  It has not.  The best part of it all, Mum, is seeing you so happy.”

“I am indeed blessed.  Your dad and I have a wonderful and loving marriage.  We are very happy.

“Son, there is one thing I want you to always be sure to understand and to believe.  That is, things go better for us in life if we let God be our guide, and when we choose to do things His way.”

“I understand, Mum,” he replied.  “Even if it seems they’re going against what we need.”

“Sometimes it seems that way.  But remember, unbeknown to each of us, the other one, and I’m referring to Harris and myself, before we met, we were each seeking God’s will in regard to a life partner.  Someone to spend the rest of our lives with after our loss.  And He did just that.

“We didn’t know that we were going to meet each other.  But God had a plan, and it worked out perfectly.”

“You know my desire, Mum.  I know you do,” he stated, with some sadness in his voice.

“Are you referring to Sarah?” she asked, already believing that was the answer.

“Exactly,” he answered.  “I’d like to believe it’s God’s will for me.  But I cannot know with certainty.  It’s my desire.  And maybe someone else will come along, and I’ll have a change of heart.  But I doubt it.  I really do.”

“You’ve had a liking for her for a long time.  I know.”

“It’s more than a liking, Mum.  Much more.”

“Just keep praying about it, Dear.  I will do so as well.”  She hugged him and then she turned to leave.  “Agnes will have dinner ready by six.”

“How’s Agnes doing these days?” he asked, in a lowered voice.  The housekeeper, even at her advancing age, was still blessed by very good hearing.

His mother stopped in the hallway and then walked back to his doorway.  “She’s still doing fairly well.  She’s slowing down, but that’s to be expected at her age.  I’m careful to go easy with her, and to not put too much on her.

“I believe she wants to retire within the next two to three years.”

“What will she do if she retires?”

“That I don’t know,” his mother answered.  “She has some kin in the Southeast Territory.  I suspect she would go back there.”

“What will you do for a housekeeper and cook if she does leave?”

“I’ve been thinking much about that.  Really, I don’t have any reason not to do it myself.  You know I can cook well enough.”  She followed that with a laugh.

“You do it well, Mum,” he replied.

“And the younger kids are old enough now that they don’t need my every minute attention.  I could use something to keep myself busy.  Or busier than I am now.”

“It’s too bad the clinic could not have made a go of it,” he said.

“Aye.  ‘Tis true,” she answered.  “At least that kept my medical training current, and allowed me to keep my hand on the art.  Even if it was part time.  I could have taken on a position in Hemphill.  They were looking for a pediatric physician at one point.  But with David just being born, well...”

“Do you miss it?”

“Truthfully, not as much as I thought I would.  Your dad has tried to encourage me to keep it up, but I don’t know.  I think I had enough of it already.  I’m actually quite happy being just a mum and a wife.”

“I think I’ll have a go at a nap,” he said, as once again, she turned to leave.  “I’ll be down in time for supper.”

He fell asleep and dreamed.  And the dream was of a much younger him, and the unexpected birthday present of a new and magnificent telescope.  And the giver was a man who was a brand-new dad to him.  

And the two of them sat on the ground under the stars as Bryan twiddled with the brass knobs and controls of the machine.  Then the thrill of the object on the viewfinder coming into focus.  Saturn with its rings.  Nothing ever looked so fantastic.

***
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SOMEONE WAS KNOCKING on the door of his bedchamber.  The dream broke, and he returned to the awake.  “You awake in there?”  The voice was that of Harris Wimberly.  His dad.

Looking at his watch, the time was twenty after six.  His mother had said that dinner would be ready at six.  But he had overslept.

“Why didn’t someone wake me?” he mumbled as he walked down the stairs to the main floor, and to the dining room.  “Hullo, Dad,” he said, upon seeing his dad now sitting at the table.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
ﬂw T,Mmy Qurer Pracr

Lracy oF Asigar
Boox Four

8y DavDoozry






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





