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  This is a work of fiction.


  Any similarities to persons living or dead are purely coincidental.




  




  Betrayed




  





  The law betrayed her and Dorothy McMillan needed to act. She had no choice.




  She peered through the smudges peppering the window with splashes of fog, her elbows resting on the rough pine table, her narrow shoulders sagging. The farmhouse was constructed from planks of trees that had been cleared when they first settled on the land. This house, with its stone fireplace, two bedrooms, and kitchen with the porcelain sink and hand pump to bring water from the well in the yard, was where she and Philip had raised their two daughters.




  Dorothy’s unfocussed gray eyes became slits as she watched her neighbor, Mary Jaster, pull back on the reins of her horse. Her wagon came to a stop, the wheels settling into the rich dark earth softened by the spring thaw.




  The wood crackling in the iron stove behind her pulled Dorothy from her daze. She cleared her throat. The aroma of fresh-brewed coffee emanating from the coffeepot on top of the stove filled the kitchen. It smelled reassuring somehow.




  Gazing through the window at the friend coming toward her, Dorothy tried to avoid Mary’s steady, compassionate eyes, knowing full well Mary was here to discourage her plans.




  Beyond being a good neighbor and friend, which she had been since they first met and especially when Philip died suddenly of the influenza this past winter, Mary was a good woman. She attended church every Sunday with her husband, Henry, and their four children. She was here to try to talk Dorothy out of doing what she knew she had to do in town.




  Mary had clambered from the wagon seat. The edges of her long wool skirt were now brushing the surface of the wet mud. Her thin lips had formed a grim line. She secured the horse’s reins to a sturdy pine post Philip had sunk into the rich Saskatchewan earth for visitors to their farm to tie up horses. Mary’s brown eyes reflected her concern for her friend. They’d been neighbors since homesteading the acres of land next to each other in 1903 after Philip and Henry returned from their service in the Boer War.




  At the behest of the British government, the Canadian government had provided land to the empire’s war veterans as compensation for wounds they suffered. Philip had been fortunate, his wound had been minor—or at least, that’s what he’d always claimed. She'd feigned being pleased when they were deeded a parcel of arable land outside Moose Jaw, Saskatchewan on which to farm and build a home to raise their two young daughters, who were ages nine and ten at the time.
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