
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Home Forever

––––––––

Angie Thompson

––––––––

Quiet Waters Press

Lynchburg, Virginia



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To Jeremy and Ashleigh, who never let a child feel left out or in the way





Thanks to all the KDWC aunties, who made this project so much fun, and to my awesome cover team as always!





Special thanks to the Studebaker Drivers Club Forum for offering invaluable assistance and direction to this non-car-savvy girl who randomly decided to try to write a competent mechanic!

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1


[image: ]




“That bike going to be much longer, Magda?”

The echo of the shop bell followed Mr. Pickett’s gravelly voice into the garage, but Magdalen Morris didn’t even raise her head from where she sat on a low stool, scrubbing a toothbrush against a grubby bike chain.

“Tell Roger Dykes he’ll get it back quicker if he stops letting it lie around in mud puddles.” She brushed vigorously at a stubborn clump until it came free, then glanced up, the sparkle of fun in her blue eyes belying her no-nonsense tone. “Better yet, tell him to come in here and see for himself what a little old-fashioned elbow grease will do.”

With the sleeves of her navy sweater pushed up above her elbows, a stained towel spread over her plaid jumper, and her short, dark curls tied back in a smart bandana, Magda looked barely older at first glance than she had fourteen years ago, when she first strode into the same room, schoolbooks and lunchbox swinging in one hand, and asked if there wasn’t something she could do—just after school and on weekends, “for the war effort, you know, Mr. Pickett,” with such a longing look that he hadn’t been able to refuse her. 

Perhaps that memory was what stirred a grim smile on the grizzled mechanic’s face and prompted the quick clearing of his throat as Magda bent over the chain again.

“Wish I could. Save me a heap of work, that’s a fact. But it ain’t Roger who’s waitin’ on you, ’less he’s split himself into four somehow.”

Magda’s head snapped up and around to regard the clock on the wall with bewildered astonishment.

“Time already! And I only stopped in for an hour—and Vi’s errands only half done!” She shot to her feet, taking time to pat down the half-clean chain and wipe her hands hurriedly on the towel before grabbing up her purse, gloves, and shopping bags from a shelf only half full of spare parts. She flung a distracted goodbye over her shoulder to Mr. Pickett and Clay Warren, who stuck his head out from under the hood of the Quinceys’ old Ford to watch her go with a merry grin. Mr. Pickett harrumphed as he picked up the discarded chain, but the corners of his lips twitched again as he sat down on the stool Magda had vacated and took up the brushwork.

Meanwhile, the source of their amusement had stepped out of the cluttered garage and into the equally cluttered front room of the repair shop to be met with excited exclamations from all sides.

“My turn! It’s my turn!”

“Oh, Aunt Magda, Andy Burns stole my hair ribbon!”

“I knew we’d find you here!”

“I’m sorry, Aunt Magda; we would have gone straight home, but Dale insisted...”

Magda took it all in with a laugh and a smile, slipping into the worn coat and knitted cap that hung on a peg by the door and leading the procession out of the shop before she bent down to the level of the littlest boy and addressed each in turn as she slowly straightened.

“Of course it’s your turn, Dale; I wouldn’t forget. Bertie, dear, I’ll send an extra cookie in your lunch tomorrow; see if Andy doesn’t like that better than hair ribbons. That was clever of you, Ted, to know just where to look! Never mind, Len, darling; I wouldn’t miss riding you home for the world. Tell Mother it’ll be just a few minutes for Dale and me; I only need to dash into Hanby’s to get a few things for supper.”

Magda retrieved her bike from the side of the shop and straddled it, holding out her arms to Dale, who was bouncing like a rubber ball in his excitement.

“Up and down, Aunt Magda! Up and down!”

“Oh, Downy, you’re getting too big for my arms!” Magda groaned, but she braced her feet and singsonged, “Up hill...and down Dale!” at the same time lifting the five-year-old as high as she could before plunking him down on her handlebars. “Bertie, hand us up that bag, will you?”

“I’ll take it for you, Aunt Magda. You’ve already got Dale and the supper things.” Ellen held a hand out, and her little sister hesitated between them, but the next second Ted cut in.

“No, I have to take it, don’t I, Aunt Magda?”

Magda pursed her lips to hide her smile, and her voice was carefully grave as she answered.

“It’s the right thing to ask, Teddy, but a gentleman wouldn’t say ‘have to.’ He should offer willingly or not at all.”

“I would very much like to carry the bag, please, Len.” Ted turned to his older sister with an air of awkward politeness so comical that his aunt had hard work not to laugh outright, and Len looked utterly lost.

“But Len doesn’t have it, Teddy. I do!” Roberta’s mystified tone as she stood still clutching the full shopping bag to her chest was the last straw, and a low ripple of laughter finally broke from Magda’s throat.

“Give it to Teddy, Bertie, darling—Ted, put your scarf up, dear; it’s warmer than this morning, but it’s below freezing yet—and run home to Mother, all of you. Or Dale and I might still beat you, even with Hanby’s.”

“Bet you won’t!” Ted yanked at his scarf, snatched up the bag, and shot across the street as fast as his nine-year-old stride could carry him, and Len took Bertie’s hand and followed him up as fast as seven-year-old legs and twelve-year-old dignity would allow. Magda watched them for a few steps, then smiled down at the little face turned up to her in anticipation.

“All right, Downy, feet up!  Let’s ride.”
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It was less than a half hour later that Magda’s bike found its way off the road and up to a snug Dutch Colonial on the very edge of Homewood. Swinging Dale off the handlebars, she leaned the bike against the porch and scooped the bag of groceries up in one arm, bending down to catch the blur of pigtails and pink denim flying toward her in the other.

“Gracious, Phyl, you’ll be on your nose in a minute, racing down the steps like that! It’s much too late for cyclone season, you know.”

“Dance me, Magga, dance me!” the little girl squealed, joyfully ruffling her aunt’s short curls. 

Magda dashed to catch the screen door with an elbow as it closed behind Dale, shoved it wide enough to admit both the grocery bag and the three-year-old, and caught it with her foot to keep it from slamming as she set both loads down in the vestibule.

After shrugging out of her coat, rescuing her hat from Phyllis’s inquisitive hands, and hanging them both on one of the many hooks along the wall, she snatched up the bag and the little girl again, humming a popular tune as she twirled and two-stepped her way to the kitchen.

“Here, Vi! And I’m sorry—I only meant to stop a minute, but my hands got busy, and...” Magda trailed off with an expressive shrug as she deposited Phyl on a chair and the groceries on the table.

Violet King looked up from the stove with a smile that mingled all the affection of a benevolent sister with the real gratitude of a harried housewife.

“You’re a dear, Magda, through and through. I know you’d spend every waking hour at Pickett’s if you could, but it’s such a relief to know that whatever errand I send you on’ll be done when it’s needed, for all that.”

Magda shook her head with a wry smile as she deposited the change in Violet’s little jar and returned to the table to unload her purchases.

“You ought to just be glad that the bus comes in time for making supper. I might never remember to come home otherwise.”

Violet chuckled and gathered up a pile of potatoes from the table, pausing at the cutting board when a soft little head butted up against her leg.

“Shall I take the knife or the baby, Vi?” Magda scooped up little Roxanne and held her halfway out, but Violet smiled and waved her away.

“The baby, by all means. She hasn’t had nearly enough Magda time today, and I’ve got supper all planned if I can just have a free moment to carry it out.”

“Mother thinks the potatoes will be better without sticky baby fingers.” Magda positioned Roxie on her hip and eyed her soberly. “But I think Roxie would have more fun with her birthday blocks anyway, don’t you?”

Little Roxie squealed and clapped her hands, and Phyl jumped forward and nearly fell off her chair.

“Me too, Magga?”

“Yes, you too. Ask Dale to bring his Noah’s ark down, and we can make a zoo for the animals.”

Phyl gave a happy squeal as she hopped from the chair and clattered up the steps, and Violet shot her sister a grateful glance.

“You’re a gem, Magda.”

“Oh, I’ll have as much fun as any of them, and you know it.” Magda waved the compliment away as she toted the grinning baby to the living room and brought out the new set of painted blocks, which had only acquired a few faint tooth marks in the weeks since Roxie’s birthday.

Phyllis and Dale arrived together a few minutes later with the Noah’s ark and set to work sculpting walls and footpaths with the larger set of unpainted blocks that had first been Ted’s. Roxie having shown a decided preference for knocking things down instead of building them up, Magda moved her blocks into a corner away from the zoo and patiently built her tower after tower, reveling in the sound of her baby laughter amid the clattering wood. 
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