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  Where This Trilogy of Novellas Began . . .




  Hello, y’all!




  In my 1996 novel, A Place to Call Home, five-year-old Claire, the precocious, southern-fried daughter of Dunderry, Georgia’s most prosperous and respectable family, defied society to take up for ten-year-old Roan Sullivan—the abused, ragtag son of the town’s most notorious drunk.




  Their childhood devotion survived betrayal, tragedy and separation, but a lingering family scandal threatened them when they reunited as adults. Roan harbored a grim secret. The exposure of that secret and the resolution of the resulting drama united Claire’s family in deep respect for Roan’s devotion not only to Claire, but to them.




  When we last saw Roan and Claire, they were preparing for a happy life together at last. Now, Where the Foxgloves Bloom brings readers back to Claire and Roan’s lives (in 1997, two years after the end of the original story,) for a look at the joys and challenges they face in their early married years, when the arrival of a shocking stranger turns their world upside down again.




  Because readers have such strong feelings of affection for Roan and Claire’s story, I want to listen carefully to their input. That’s why I’m presenting this sequel in three parts, all priced inexpensively, in ebook only. Part Two will come out in Summer 2014 and Part Three in Fall 2014.




  Please send your opinion at deborahsmithauthor@gmail.com, and post your (good?) reviews at Amazon.com.




  Thank you and, as always, I hope my books are worth your time and money.




  Fondly,




  —Deb
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  Welcome to Dunderry




  DUNDERRY, Georgia




  The small southern town with the big Irish heart.




  Founded 1838 by Irish immigrants




  County seat of Dunderry County, “Gateway to the Mountain Tops”




  Dunderry County is the second smallest county in Georgia at 123 square miles (smallest is Clarke County, 121 square miles home of University of Georgia) Dunderry County is located in the extreme north Georgia mountains between Fannin and Union Counties. Nearly half (60 square miles) of Dunderry County is protected wilderness. Dunderry County’s mountains belong to the Cohutta range, one of the oldest mountain ranges on earth. The Cohuttas are part of the great east coast mountain chain including the Appalachians, the Blue Ridges, and the Smokies.




  1997 Dunderry population: 3,000 city, 6,000 county




  Primary Economy: Chicken and cattle farming, other agriculture including Christmas trees; tourism




  Attractions: hiking, kayaking, fishing, hunting, other wilderness sports




  Major Events: Dunderry St. Patrick’s Day Festival, one of the top ten St. Patrick’s Day festivals in the southeast U.S.




  1




  GRANDMA DOTTIE’S foxgloves were in bloom when Roan was sent away. “We’ll make some magic with them, Claire,” Grandpa Joe said. He thought Roan would come back some day if there were foxgloves up here on Dunshinnog to soften his step. I helped Grandpa plant them in the soft earth of the meadow. They are strong, because they have Irish fairies to watch over them. Even left alone on a mountaintop, they always come back.




  —From A Place to Call Home




  ———




  IN MY FAMILY, babies and secrets are like white sugar and strong iced tea: Potent when brewed together.




  Nana said you bought tampons this week, Aunt Claire. Great Aunt Jane told her at the drug store. Not preggers yet, huh?




  Not preggers, no. And everyone knew it. In the high-tech world of 1997, portable phones made it easier for the entire Maloney and Delaney clan and everyone else in Dunderry to trade constant updates on the possibility that one of Roan's sperm had speared one of my eggs. When I stopped picking up my birth control pills at the Dunderry Pharmacy Mama and my aunts heard immediately through a deeply rooted kudzu vine of informants. Then they started tracking my tampon purchases. Ethics, schmethics. If you want privacy, move to a place with subways and high rise apartments.




  Dunderry, Georgia was still a picturesque, two-stoplight town surrounded by protective mountains, still just a dot on the map above the big star of Atlanta, a town where the churches, Kiwanis, Jaycees and Woman’s Club banded together to maintain handsome welcome signs at all the major entry points, each sign bearing the town crest—a shamrock before a silhouette of mountains—and the slogan we still lived by:




  A small southern town with a big Irish heart.




  We tried to keep our focus small, but the world was changing. We, along with the rest of the planet, whirled toward the millennium with all the grace of Tonya Harding trying to kneecap Nancy Kerrigan at the Olympics, but we tried our best not to lose what made our part of the world strong and loving and dependable. And we tried our best not to alienate each other in the process.




  Roan and I thought we’d made our peace with the past. We looked forward to the future. Our days were crammed with plans, work, love. In fact, we looked to the future with too much confidence, the way people do when they think they’ve survived their share of challenges and therefore life owes them nothing but cookies and cream from now on.




  Which is why we didn’t see Zach Donovan coming.




  CRAFT BOOTHS and food concessions lined Main Street. The 5K Luck of the Irish road race had just ended. My aunt Rhonda Maloney was making my forty year old cousin Dwayne, Jr. drum an Irish bodhran, just as he had every year since he was twelve, in front of Mt. Gilead Methodist’s Southern Stuffed Irish Potatoes Get ‘Em Here fundraising tent. When Dwayne, Jr. was twelve (and I was, correspondingly, four,) the St. Patrick’s Day Festival had been held in the arbor at the Methodist campground. Attendance then numbered in the hundreds, and the main entertainment was watching the children of Dunderry tap dance or clog to country-western music, badly. Now the festival occupied the entire downtown Dunderry square, and thousands of visitors drove in from all over northern Georgia.




  But the humiliation of our local children remained the main entertainment.




  On the festival stage across from the historic Dunderry courthouse, now a museum of mountain culture, my brother Josh stood handsomely in his green golf shirt and tailored slacks among the green bunting, the microphones, his campaign advisors, and a herd of miserable kids, most of them my nieces, nephews and first cousins once removed. All were dressed in “authentic” Irish costumes for their upcoming Irish stepdance performance.




  Josh’s new wife, Karen, directed a professional video photographer to take the best publicity footage of Josh for future campaign commercials. The photos, strategically angled from below stage level, would make Josh appear to tower wisely over the entire state of Georgia, and would, conveniently, cut out all but the most scenic account of blue sky, mountains, and folksy, Victorian rooftops. No glimpses of us hillbillies.




  Josh’s daughter, my favorite niece, Amanda, glared at her stepmother then looked over the crowd at me. Her freckled face, a mirror of mine at twelve, was compressed in surly resignation. Poor kid. Her red hair bobbed in corkscrew curls beneath a wreath of silk shamrocks and fake roses. Her embroidered Celtic dress flopped like a green and gold dish towel around her skinny thighs. She dug one toe of her hard black stepdance taps into the stage floor, as if trying to find the escape hatch.




  Shit, Amanda mouthed at me.




  I put my hand over my heart in sympathy. Been there, tapped that.




  “As Dunderry’s state senator,” my middle-aged brother boomed into a mike, “I welcome you all to the best St. Patty’s Day festival in the southeast, presented by Dunderry, Georgia, my hometown, where our Irish heritage is as dear to us as the moonlight in our magnolias. I hope you’ll all be back next year when I’m running for governor.” Karen whooshed her hands at the family. Applaud. LOUDLY.




  “We’re not auditioning for a TV game show,” I called.




  Dozens of Maloneys and our Delaney kin frowned my way as they dutifully applauded. But Dr. Matthew Sullivan, and his wife, Dr. Tweet Sullivan, hid their smiles behind a pair of mixed-lab puppies they’d just adopted from the Humane Society booth. Mama shook her head at me. Behave. Daddy was too involved positioning his video cam to notice. Grandma Dottie, parked in a wheelchair near the stage, gave me a thumbs-up. Various aunts, uncles, and cousins of varying degrees shushed me then returned to their camera-ready positions. My family took more pictures of each other than Japanese tourists visiting Disneyland. They had pixels to capture.




  I was testy, I admit it. Roan and I had been swimming upstream to spawn for exactly six months that day, with no results. I was scared. As a rule, Maloneys procreate faster than lovesick salmon. My brothers were baby-making machines. Brady had five children, Hop and Evan had eleven between them, and Josh, who had only been married briefly before his first wife died, had Amanda from that union and Matthew from his fling with Sally McClendon.




  Depressed, I looked away from the happy crowd. One of my staff photographers waved at me from the sidewalk in front of the Dunderry Weekly Shamrock’s offices. I waved back and grabbed a cell phone from my jeans pocket. “Don’t take any more pictures of my brother Josh. I don’t care how much his wife insists.”




  “Okay, boss. But she’s dogging me.”




  “She’s heading your way. Run.”




  The photographer ducked inside the newspaper office. Karen frowned and followed him inside. They disappeared behind my proud promotional banner in the front window.




  NOW ONLINE! DAILY NEWS AND WEATHER




  AT www.dunderryshamrock.com.




  My new website had provoked a good deal of eye-rolling among family and friends. “No one wants to read their news off a computer, Sis,” Brady said patiently. “This website stuff is just a passing fad. There’s no profit in it.”




  I sighed. Riverdance music blared from speakers on the stage. The costumed boys and girls stiffened their shoulders, clamped their arms to their sides, and began the half-graceful, half-ludicrous prancing that vaguely simulated classic Irish step dancing. Amanda stomped on her cousin Sheri’s foot, and Sheri lost her balance and stomped on her cousin Eldon’s foot, and the domino effect went into action. Dozens of awkward Maloney and Delaney spawn were soon tromping all over one another’s toes.




  Ah, tradition.




  Violet and Rebecca, my dearest girl cousins, turned from filming their hapless kids. Both made elaborately pained faces at me. They remembered my hard toes and their injured ones.




  I mouthed, Who me?




  Time to leave the scene of the crime. I headed toward a row of two-story country stores linked by a long balcony. The upstairs had been converted to offices, and Roan now owned the building. Everyone had been surprised and pleased when Roan left the historic name plaque on it. Delaney Hall. I myself had told him to rename it Sullivan Hall, but we both knew if he did Mama’s kin would spit in his gravy at the next family reunion.




  I climbed the aged front stairs, deliberately clumping my mules on the whitewashed wood, then delicately rattling the glass door of the office suite. I stepped inside. The soft twang of Woody Guthrie’s voice curled from a CD player. This land is your land, this land is my land. Roan could recite the lyrics to almost all of Guthrie’s songs, and had them all on CD. When we ditched our birth control I gave him a set of Guthrie’s children’s songs.
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