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Prologue 

Sizzle, crackle, pop, as the fire burned down the Smiths’ house. The mother was making a cake. The mother always baked; it was her way of coping with depression. Maybe bipolar, but that would not help. Now, this is the story of Evanna Smith, the only child, 6 years of age, and didn’t know a thing about the cruelty of the dreadful world. In her room, hoping she would sleep, as she suffered from insomnia. Crash! Clink. Evanna shivered as she was cold. Her blanket was thin enough. Even though she was wealthy, her mother did not take care of her properly, as if she did not care.

Where was her father? Gone, not dead, but gone. The parents of poor Evanna Smith had been divorced. After the court case, Evanna had been dragged back to her mother. The person she did not want to be with. Her father, squeezed for every dime he was worth, decided to move to Belgium. A place where Evanna would probably never have enough money to get there. For her allowance was a piece of cake. Literally.

And most people would say Evanna was lucky for her house to have burned down with her mother in it. I would say she was too. The only con was that she was exposed to the brutality of the world. Reminds me of Annie. Ethugh—coughs. Sorry, back to the story. My assistant has told me that I have rambled on for too long.

Anyway, the burglar smashed the window of the kitchen. The mother was about to scream, but the man gagged her mouth. The burglar’s true intent was not to light a fire, but to steal all precious belongings. After the man tied up the mother, he decided to look around the kitchen for any precious items, such as money or jewels. He was scurrying in a hurry so that he would not get caught. And that’s when he knocked down the lone candle. The lone candle showed a dim light. Just enough light for the mother to bake.
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I’m older now. But the trauma is still stuck in my brain. I barely survived. Although I’ll be getting all the money given to me by the time I turn 18, I’m worried about the trouble that will come because of it. I barely survived what happened to me, and I have all the scars to prove it. They are all over my arms and my legs. I used to be so insecure about them, but I feel a bit free. By the time I turn 18, I’m going to have to leave the orphanage. But that’s going to be later.

––––––––
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And so, it all started.

Wee woo wee woo!

After the incident, a firefighter came up to me and asked me if I was okay.

“Hey little one, you okay?” he asked.

I whispered in a small voice, “Not really,” and I started to cry. I wasn’t mad my mom was gone, I was happy that she was finally gone. My tears were tears of joy and pain.

“Shh, it’s okay, we’re here.”

They drove me to the place. I didn’t know where we were going. I thought we would be going to a station, even though I was six. The whole thing was vague. I’m not even sure if I went to the station before going to the orphanage. The police car drove past the gate, around the fountain, and finally to the front door. I wondered where we were, but I didn’t ask questions. I was a little nervous and scared because I didn’t know who these people were. An old woman who looked 43–55 walked up. She exchanged words with the officer.

I couldn’t completely hear what they were saying, but I know she asked, “Is this the new child?” I still didn’t know what was happening. I just followed the woman because the police motioned me to, and I was taken to an office. To me now, it looked like a principal’s office, but back then I thought I was in trouble.

She asked me some questions and then finally gave me this card.

Evanna E. Smith

Age: 6

Section of class: Gifted Youth, 2GA

Section of Orphanage: 1GA

Lunch Number: 563

She told me kindly not to lose it. She said it was important. She then escorted me to a room that had a bunch of other children sleeping in beds. She took me to the back of the room to an empty bed.

“This is where you’ll sleep from now on,” she said.

“You must call me Ms. Bumble,” she said quietly but sternly.

She placed some dry clothes on the bed, including toiletries. I knew what they were for. Since my mother neglected me, I knew how to take care of myself. She seemed to be aware of that because of my hair. It was charred a bit, but she could tell I tried to take care of it, even with all the knots. She tried to brush out my hair a bit but gave up a little later.

“We’ll take care of this tomorrow morning. Wake up tomorrow at 8 a.m. Your day will begin. After getting dressed and eating breakfast, come to my office.” She then walked out, mumbling to herself.
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Ding dong! Clang clang! It was the morning bell. It always woke us up at 8 a.m., as Ms. Bumble had said. Everyone got up off their beds and went in line, in a single-file line. I did not know what to do, so I just followed as they did.

As the line stopped, I tried to peek, moving a little left out of the line. At the front, I noticed one of the workers who looked as strict as Ms. Bumble. And suddenly I noticed I was out of the line.

Snarkily, the woman in the front yelled, “Get into line. If you are not in line by the count of three, no breakfast for you.”

Quickly, I scurried into line. Of course, I wanted breakfast. At home, there was usually nothing to eat for breakfast. If I was lucky, I would find a piece of moldy bread and some berries. Other than that, there were only pastries. It was a world of sugar, and it was my daily allowance. 

A bunch of women then went down on each side with pens and clipboards, asking the children for their names. 

They finally got to me and asked, “Your name?”

I let out a shy murmur, “Evanna.”

“Last name.”

“Smith,” I replied.

She held out her hand as if she was waiting for something. I looked up, confused, as if I were a puppy.

She let out a sigh and then said to me, “Are you new here? You are supposed to give me your card. Foolish child,” in a rude tone.

“My card?”

“Yes, your card!” she said. She looked at me in disgust, then said, “You’re new here, right?”

I replied politely, “Yes, ma’am.”

She sighed again. “Didn’t Headmistress Bumble give you a card with your name? It has your name, your age, the section of the orphanage you sleep in, your classroom, and your lunch number,” she explained to me. I nodded and reached into my pocket.

“Here you go, ma’am.” I reached out to give it to her. She grabbed it from me spitefully and then reached for her pen to write something down. She then gave me back my card.

She said to me, “Stand straight, back tall.”

I followed as she said but tried to observe the room. Everyone seemed to be around the same height as me. There were a few people who seemed older, but not that old. I noticed a bunch of older girls passing by. It looked like they were just finishing breakfast when we had just woken up. I decided to mind my own business. Finally, the line started to move again. We had stopped at a door that had the bathroom sign on it, so I assumed this is where we would be taking showers. Just then, a bunch of older girls came and stood next to the girls who were my age. I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I knew no one was standing next to me.

Abruptly, the loudspeaker went on and the words flew from the speakers. “This is Headmistress Bumble. Can one of the teachers or caretakers please escort Miss Evanna Smith to my office? Once again, can one of the teachers or caretakers bring Evanna Smith to my office?”

I later remembered that Ms. Bumble had told me last night that I would be coming to her office, but I thought she had said after breakfast. A teacher swiftly took my arm and led me around the bathroom and straight to the office. The second I walked in, she closed the door.
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“Good morning, Ms. Bumble,” I curtsied in my nightgown.

“Good morning, child.”

I looked around the room and noticed one of the older girls was there with another teacher.

Ms. Bumble continued, “I know I said I would call you after breakfast, but I forgot you would need an assigned buddy before then.” She pointed to the older girl.

“This is Ellen, your buddy. She is not your caretaker or teacher. She is your buddy. After roll call in the morning, girls 12 and older are assigned to little children like yourself, to help give you showers and put on clothes in the morning and nighttime. From now on, Ellen will help you do that.”

I nodded and put my hand out for Ellen to shake. She didn’t notice, so I put my hand down. Ms. Bumble resumed, “Caretakers are assigned to children 1–6. Since they are not old enough to go to class, they go to the daycare room.” She pointed to the teacher who was next to Ellen. “That is your caretaker for the rest of the year. On your report, I see you will be turning 7, so you will be going to an actual class.” I nodded again. She said, “Lastly, you must stay in this half of the orphanage where there are only girls.” I nodded, but I wanted to go to the other side.
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I woke up at 8 a.m. as usual and followed the same routine as yesterday. When we stopped at the first stop, I quickly grabbed my card. I called it my O.Id card. The “O” stood for Orphanage. The same woman who asked me for my card came again. I gave it to her confidently, smiling.

“I see you have your card today.” She smirked.

“Yes, ma’am!” I replied.

“Good child,” she said. I could sense a but coming. “But, back straight, stand tall,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am.” I chuckled.

“No laughing!” She growled.

––––––––
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THE LINE STARTED AGAIN, and we stopped at the bathroom. I was nervous that my new buddy would forget that the gifted youth section had just woken up. It felt like I had waited for an hour. It was all but a minute. A bunch of the other children’s buddies walked up next to them. I was still standing alone.  

Afraid. Why isn’t she here yet? Am I going to have to go to Mrs. Bumble’s office again? Where is she? I bit my fingernails nervously.

I saw Ellen talking to two of her friends. It seemed like she was thanking them for something. She then said bye as she was running towards me. I didn’t say anything to her. I just waited in line for it to be our turn. Ellen seemed like she wanted to say something, but she then backed down. When it was our turn, I just stood there for a while.

The day before, when Mrs. Bumble called me to her office, after the meeting I didn’t take a shower. I just decided to skip it because I didn’t want to miss daycare.

The caretaker scolded me, saying, “Young ladies do not skip showers. It is not a ladylike thing to do. You mustn’t do it again. You hear?”

“Yes, Miss Berrycrest,” I replied.

––––––––
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TO BE HONEST, I DID not know how to take a shower in the orphanage. After we stood there for about two minutes, other kids started to become rowdy as the line was not moving, and the teachers started yelling.  

“What are you doing, child? Keep the line moving!”

Ellen said to me quietly, “Do you not know how to open the door?”

I nodded.  

“I'll help you out if you want,” she said to me. I nodded but didn’t speak to her.

“Can I have your card?” she asked. I nodded but didn’t speak again. I didn’t like her that much. She never seemed like she cared.

“Ok, so your card, on the back, has a barcode that gets scanned. It gets scanned for lunch. But also, on your card, is a gold chip. You slide the chip into the machine and follow the instructions. Let me show you,” she explained.
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