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Chapter One
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The town of Harrow’s Bend lay quiet beneath a sky the color of clean linen, the kind of sky that made a woman believe in fresh starts if she let herself.

Miss Abigail Moore arrived just past noon.

The wagon that brought her in rattled to a stop near the hitching rail, dust rising lazily around its wheels. Abigail stepped down carefully, smoothing her skirt, her boots touching ground that felt both foreign and full of promise. She stood a moment, taking in the place that was to become her home.

Harrow’s Bend was not large. A handful of buildings stretched along the single main street: a mercantile, a feed store, a small church, and the schoolhouse at the far end—a red-brick structure with tall windows and a bell mounted proudly above the door. Beyond it, the land opened wide and honest, rolling gently toward distant hills.

Abigail drew a steady breath.

She had crossed three territories to reach this place. She had left behind familiarity, expectations, and a life that had grown too small for the woman she had become. Teaching here was not a whim—it was a choice made with intention, stitched together from courage and quiet resolve.

A man watched her from the shade of the mercantile porch.

Nathan Cole leaned against a post, hat tipped low, eyes thoughtful rather than curious. He noticed the way she carried herself—straight-backed, unhurried. Not afraid, but not careless either. Women passed through towns like this from time to time. Most did not stay.

This one looked as though she meant to.

Abigail turned toward the schoolhouse, her gaze lingering there longer than anywhere else. The sight steadied her. Children would come. Lessons would be given. Order would be made from uncertainty. That much, at least, she could count on.

“You’ll want to see the board first,” a voice said.

She turned to find a woman standing nearby, apron tied neatly, eyes sharp but not unkind.

“I beg your pardon?” Abigail asked.

“The school board,” the woman said. “They like to meet new teachers straightaway. Saves trouble later.”

Abigail smiled politely. “Thank you. I’m Abigail Moore.”

The woman nodded. “I’m Mrs. Hensley. Most folks just call me Clara.”

As they walked together, Abigail felt the weight of eyes upon her—not hostile, merely assessing. This was a town that measured before it trusted. She understood that instinct well.

From across the street, Nathan straightened slightly as she passed. Their eyes met for a brief moment—nothing improper, nothing lingering—but something unspoken stirred all the same.

Abigail did not look back.

She had come to teach.

Whatever else this place held for her would reveal itself in time.

And Harrow’s Bend, quiet as it seemed, was already beginning to take notice.
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Chapter Two
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The meeting with the school board was brief, formal, and exactly what Abigail had expected.

Three men sat behind a narrow table in the back room of the mercantile, hats removed but never far from reach. They asked about her training, her experience, and whether she understood the realities of teaching in a town where attendance could be uneven and winters unkind. Abigail answered calmly, her voice steady, her hands folded neatly in her lap.
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