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PART ONE





Chapter One


There were few things that I was certain of these days, but this was one of them: trains were a nightmare. The headmistress of the school, whom I had accidentally kept referring to as ‘Master’, had personally escorted me to the station in fear of my reaction, anticipating the worst and getting it. I’d thrown a screaming fit when the engine had come puffing through the station, spewing great clouds of plumed smoke everywhere so that I could barely see nor breathe, wheels shrieking in protest as they skidded to a halt, people jostling left and right.


People. Another thing I didn’t like. I’d only ever met eight others before escaping Boundary, and suddenly having to cope with hundreds was disorienting to say the least. Everywhere I went there was a never-ending wave of new faces, new voices, and new names. The oddest part was that I was as much a stranger to them as they were to me. I’d never been a stranger to anybody before. There was something extremely lonely about being unknown, and about speaking to people who hadn’t the slightest idea who I was, and would forget me by the next day.


The school had helped, to begin with. Nobody believed my story of Boundary, and I learned quickly enough that trying to persuade everyone that I was telling the truth got me nowhere. Eventually, they decided the best thing to do would be to send me to a boarding school, until I managed to ‘unscramble my poor, confused mind’. That was how they phrased it. Even in this world, people regarded me as an idiot.


The girls had initially been very nice to me, but after a while, they took my constant ignorance as a plea for attention and began turning away. Anyway, anybody who woke up almost every night screaming about a fire and a non-existent boy named Fred wasn’t considered socially desirable.


Then one day, the headmistress told me that the school was being shut down due to lack of funding, or something to that effect. I wasn’t eighteen, and clearly not capable of living alone. I had no family. She told me I was to live with her sister-in-law on a farm, not too far from the school. That had been that. I’d packed my spare dress and caught the next train out of town, still not being sure what a farm was, or what one was expected to do on it.


People. People. People. Everywhere. Noise, noise, people, strange smells, people, noise…it never went away.


I’d been lucky enough to find a seat by the window, enabling me to turn away from the crowds and chaos of the third-class carriage to focus on the scenery outside.


Countryside whizzed past me at incredible speeds, a blur of open fields, hedges, country roads, and clumps of trees. We had passed few towns since departure, and every time we did, I purposely turned my head away. It scared me too much, thinking about just how many people there were out there.


I was fascinated by the country, which served as a good distractor. In the boarding school, it had been easy to pretend the outside didn’t exist and that I was simply living in another version of Boundary with lots more girls and no Ripping. Ripping was a form of magic, which I did not care to remember, from my old life at Boundary. I hadn’t ventured farther than the school grounds whenever I could help it, only visiting the town itself once or twice in all my time there.


The countryside was different from the town. Though I was still irrationally afraid of all animals, I found the sprawling fields and rolling hills mesmerizing. It was hard to believe that the land carried on for farther than one could walk, with the restriction being only how far you were willing to go. No boundaries. Nothing to keep you locked into one place—one estate.


Boundary. Penny, Tressa, Avery, Lucas, and Fred. Missing them was a physical ache in my chest, and not purely one of sadness, but one of guilt. Guilt that I’d escaped in Penny’s place, and that I could do nothing to help my five friends. Guilt that here I was, standing on a train speeding miles and miles away from them.


The train blew its whistle, jolting me right out of my thoughts, slowing down into a small station. My good mood evaporated instantaneously. Now I’d have to navigate the hordes of people and remember what it was I was supposed to do, and then endure a car ride.


Lovely.


The conductor ushered the small crowd of departing passengers towards a door, where we stepped down a single step onto the platform. A few people hopped on, and what seemed like mere minutes later, steam filled the station and the train began chugging onward again.


For a moment, I stood amongst the moving people in a daze, watching them rush around me. The headmistress had given me clear instructions: go to the main gate and ask for Julia Pearson if I couldn’t find anyone waiting. But what was a main gate?


Just like that, I found myself alone on a deserted village station, little suitcase in hand and tears embarrassingly blurring my eyesight. I didn’t like being left alone without someone telling me what to do.


There was a fence on the other side of the railway tracks, this world’s idea of a boundary. On the other side, behind me, there was a brick wall. An array of posters that were plastered to it caught my eye, and I began walking closer.


“Miss?” A young boy, no more than fourteen, dressed in a porter’s uniform came hurrying towards me. “You need a hand with anything?”


“The main gate,” I said immediately, my voice coming out sounding slightly unsure of what I was saying.


“Just this way, Miss. You wouldn’t happen to be Evelyn, would you? Only there’s a woman asking after you at the front, says her name is Julia Pearson.”


I nodded, relieved and tore myself away from the posters to follow him. I’d seen most of them before anyway. There was no escaping the war.


War. That, as it turned out, was the major setback of this new age.





Chapter Two


“…So I says, ‘You can go after your glory all you want, Billy, but the real important stuff is done right ’ere at home.’ ’E went anyway of course, stubborn mule like ’e is, but Mama said that in ’er eyes, we was both doin’ as noble a thing as we could. ‘Land service,’ she says, ‘is bloody ’ard work but it’s what keeps England chuggin’ away durin’ these times. Nothin’ more respectable for a girl to do.’ Billy can argue all ’e wants, but there ain’t no denyin’ it.”


“Kitty Rogers,” Julia Pearson said through clenched teeth, knuckles white against the steering wheel. “If you don’t stop this ridiculous nattering, then when Evelyn vomits again, I shall personally ensure it is all over you. For the love of God, shut up.”


“Sorry, Aunt Jule.” Kitty beamed before turning to gawp out of the dirt-encrusted window.


Julia was a thirty-something woman who looked about ten years older. She was robust woman with almost colourless brown hair pulled into a knot at the base of her freckled neck. Mr Pearson, she hastened to inform me, was attending a farmer’s conference, and would be back to help us soon.


There had been another girl in the car. Kitty Rogers, niece of Julia, easily surpassed Avery as the most irritating person I had ever met. Her accent was a different one from the country drawl altogether, much rougher and harder to understand. All I knew was that she came from some large city, and like me, would be working on the farm. She must have been around my age, perhaps eighteen or nineteen, with a round, cheery face and chestnut hair curled in exactly the way I disliked. She was very tall and somewhat lanky, but unlike the girls at school, didn’t seem to mind that I was obviously prettier. A quick appraisal of me hadn’t been followed by the usual glare of envy, but rather a friendly crooked-tooth grin. If she stopped talking, I might have also found myself liking Kitty.


As for the car…it lacked any of the smoothness I had grown to enjoy with trains, constantly spluttering and bouncing over every pothole and tipping around every horrendous country lane corner. Unlike the vehicle that had driven me from the school to the station, this one lacked an overhead roof, making it difficult to hear properly over the howling wind. The windows and visor stopped it from ruining my hair completely, but I was still very uncomfortable, and more than a little green. Twice Julia had stopped the car so I could be sick in the bushes.


“So is it true that we ain’t supposed to ask you about where you came from before the school…your family, or anythin’ about your past?” Kitty asked me, turning back around in her seat to face me. “That’s what it said in the letter your ’eadmistress sent. Bit strange, I thought, but then people do all kinds of undercover stuff nowadays.”


I blew my nose delicately so that I wouldn’t have to reply. Unfortunately, even though I fussed for much longer than was necessary, Kitty was still waiting for me to answer.


“It’s nothing like that.” I sighed, feeling the bile rise in my throat as we skidded around another bend. “Honestly, you’d be disappointed.”


“Nah, I’m always game for a story.” She grinned. “So is it like, you can’t tell, or you don’t want to?”


“Both,” I replied truthfully. Even someone as open-minded as Kitty couldn’t possibly comprehend what Boundary had been without thinking me crazy. I was only glad the headmistress had taken the time to write that letter.


“Maybe one day you’ll have to let me in on it,” she suggested. “Though I warn you, I ain’t good at keepin’ secrets. Tell me, an’ everyone will know. There was this one time where my sister asked me not to tell this boy she loved ’im, but I just couldn’t hold it in when ’e came around and anyway, to cut a long story short, she wouldn’t talk to me for days, an’ even when he asked ’er out she said no out of stubbornness. D’you have anyone special you’re leavin’?”


“No,” I replied, much too quickly.


Julia flicked me a sympathetic look in the mirror, probably assuming that I’d fallen for a dashing young man at school who had left me for the army, and I was too upset to talk. I wasn’t going to correct her.


I leaned my forehead against the door, and then pulled away as the intense vibrations increased my headache. I wanted nothing more than for the torture to stop. What was wrong with walking, anyway? Too old-fashioned?


“I’m surprised.” Kitty cocked an eyebrow with a playful smile. “Pretty thing like you.”


“Tell me about the farm,” I suggested, eyeing my feet with intense concentration, finding that if I focused on something hard enough the motion sickness subsided slightly.


“Well, I’ve only been ’ere a couple o’ times as a kid,” she began, enthusiastic now I had actually asked her to speak instead of giving abrupt answers. “But it’s really quite lovely. Not too big, which is lucky for us since we only got mostly girls workin’, but still lovely. When I was little, we used to…”


I closed my ears to her. Overhead, a flock of birds soared up against the blue October sky, as graceful and effortless as the clouds themselves. It was relaxing watching them—until the car swerved around another tight bend and I lost them over the skeletal branches of the overhanging trees. I gasped suddenly, and was forced to hang out of the side of the car to heave, but nothing came out as my stomach was already empty.


“You all right, Ev?” Kitty patted my back.


“Evelyn,” I corrected weakly, embarrassed.


“Don’t like shortened names, then? That’s all right. I hated it when Billy called me Kit. Sounds like a boy’s name, don’t it?”


“We’re here!” Julia announced, turning sharply up a dusty track, then throwing on the brakes and opening the door. “Home sweet home.”


When my feet first made contact with the ground, they felt as if they were made of jelly. I took a few shaky steps and nearly fell, vowing never to travel by car ever, ever, ever again.


“Everyone!” Kitty shouted, cupping her hands around her mouth. “Come meet Evelyn!”


My eyes widened in shock. My hair was messed up by the wind, cheeks blotchy, blouse dusty, and headache ruthless, so much for good first impressions.


To calm my nerves, I looked at the house itself. It was smaller than the various barns I could see dotting the sprawling landscape, with thick, whitewashed walls and a higgledy-piggledy roof that seemed to be composed of slate simply chucked on by children. The windows were covered in Xs made of tape, for whatever reason, and the air stunk of animals.


“Mummy!” voices called from inside, as shrilly cheerful as Kitty’s without the city accent.


Several shapes emerged from the dust, of all shapes and sizes. I nodded shyly at the seven figures that were staring at me with overt curiosity.


Julia gave them each a hug, and then turned to me taking my elbow and pulling me forwards to meet them.


“I’m James,” a gap-toothed boy announced, extending a hand for me to shake. He had Julia’s flat hair colour, but his eyes were much brighter. “I’m glad you’re here, ’cause it’s my birthday next week and I want lots of people here. I’m going to be ten!”


I flashed a wan smile of congratulations, and then Julia dragged me on to the next people.


Two girls, about fourteen or fifteen (twins I guessed), inspected me cautiously. One was noticeably taller, with widely spaced brows and a pretty, fair complexion. The other had a curvier figure, but plainer looks, and curly brown hair falling in waves down to her waist.


The taller girl spoke first. “Hi. I’m Anna. This here is Harriet, but don’t expect her to talk too much, she’s painfully shy. It’s nice to meet you.”


Harriet shot her sister a dirty look, crossed her arms and blushed.


Next I was introduced to three older men: Pat, Gregory, and Charlie, who was Julia’s father.


“We’re the only farmhands left now,” he explained in a loud whisper, as if letting me into a secret. “Peter, Robbie, Jack, Douglas…all gone to fight.”


They weren’t, however, the only men there.


“Andrew.” The boy—well, almost a man, really—grinned, eyes scanning my face in slight amusement. “The big brother.”


I nodded, confused. I had been under the impression all the fit males had gone to enlist in the army, yet here was this young man who couldn’t have been more than nineteen.


Freckles dusted his face, painting him as one of Julia’s children. His sandy hair blew in front of his green, laughing eyes. Strong looking, he had the build of a worker, and features that were almost handsome—the picture of a model soldier.


“It’s going to be hard without the boys, but we’ll manage.” Julia smiled, as we all turned to go inside. “Thank you ever so much for volunteering to help—you and Kitty both. Because we’re not a proper—I mean, big—farm, they tend to overlook us when recruiting.”


I wasn’t listening. Andrew, chatting in a low voice to Anna, was walking in a very peculiar fashion, as if one leg kept getting stuck on the ground and was weighing him down—a definite and severe limp.


“What’s wrong with Andrew?”


I felt Julia’s arm tense, but her smile did not waver as she answered, “He had an accident about a year ago. Nearly lost his leg, though to be brutally honest, I can’t say I’m not relieved to have one of my sons home from this war. Just…don’t bring it up around him. It’s a touchy subject.”


“I’m sorry.”


“No, no, you had to ask. Come, the sun’s going down, and you’re probably hungry.”


Inside, the house was easily the most cramped yet cosy space I had ever set eyes on.


The entire downstairs could not have been much larger than our common room inside Boundary. The thick walls were crisscrossed with timber beams, the low doorways causing Gregory and Andrew to bend their heads to avoid scraping them. In the kitchen, the quarry-tiled floor was worn by many generations of feet. The furniture was basic, with a pine Welsh dresser displaying an assortment of odd dishes, and two worn armchairs sat on either side of an old cooking range. A ceramic sink with a wooden draining board stood in one corner, while in another the narrow staircase wound upwards to a dark second floor.


What drew my eyes was a handmade table that seemed to swallow all remaining floor area, for upon it was a delicious supper that smelled simply heavenly. Everyone sat down around it, chatting, waiting for Julia and I to sit down before beginning.


“Cor, what we got ’ere, Aunt Jule?” Kitty asked, nearly drooling as she surveyed the steaming pots. “I ain’t eaten properly in days. Food’s gettin’ so bloody scarce in the cities.”


“No swearing at the table please, Kitty,” Julia scolded. “We’ve got roast parsnips, pork, and the garden veggies. I’ve got a pie in the oven for pudding too.”


I sat down, awkwardly wedged between Charlie and Anna on a stool that seemed seconds away from shattering underneath me. Kitty was opposite, stuffing carrots into her mouth before they even touched the plate, rather like how Penny… No. I wasn’t there anymore. I wouldn’t lose myself in pretending.


“Harriet, could you flick the light on please?” Julia glanced up from spooning peas onto James’s plate. “Dark at six o’clock. Winter isn’t waiting for the war to end.”


I flinched as the bulb above our heads whined before flickering on, casting a steady light about the place. Bulbs weren’t as homely as candles, also the science behind electricity blew my mind, but I understood that it must be much safer than having small fires everywhere.


“It won’t be much longer until we’re short on food too,” Andrew mused. “We’ll be reduced to curds and cabbage by Christmas, that’s what they say. Our food stocks are running low.”


“I hate cabbage,” James offered.


“Cabbage don’t taste like nothin’.” Kitty winced, prodding her pork thoughtfully. “Can’t really like it or dislike it.”


“I’m not worried about you fussing, Kitty,” Andrew chortled. “You’d eat a gallon of uncooked worms if that was all that was available. It’s old picky-pants over there, and our new schoolgirl who I think might struggle a bit when we’re stuck chewing roots.”


I felt my face burn red. Staring at my plate, feeling glances ricochet off me from all over the table, that familiar longing to be amongst my old friends again resurfaced with vengeance.


“Don’t listen to him,” Anna whispered. “He’s just trying to get your attention.”


Andrew’s cheeks burned a bright red, and he didn’t speak for the rest of the meal.


“More parsnips, Evelyn?” Julia asked.


“Actually, Mrs Pearson, I’m quite tired from the journey today. Would you mind if I turned in for the night? The food really is lovely, but I’m nearly falling asleep at the table,” I admitted, hoping I wasn’t sounding too overly polite. I meant it, of course, but I couldn’t forget the mimicry of the girls at my schools. ‘Sickly sweet’, they’d jeered.


Julia stood up, wiped the corners of her mouth with a napkin, and excused herself. I did the same, legs shaking a bit as I stood up.


“You know I was only joking,” Andrew muttered as I rounded the table to the staircase. He leaned forward so that only I could hear.


I gave a stiff nod, saying nothing, wondering again how I was appearing to them.


Up the creaking staircase, I was shown a tiny room that was more like a cave than bedchamber. It had a peculiar window that touched the floor and rose to about knee-length, so that one would have to kneel to see out of it. With only a wardrobe for furniture bedsides the bunk bed, it felt claustrophobic compared to the hall-like room I had slept in during my school time.


“It’s all we can squeeze you into, I’m afraid,” Julia said, reading my expression. “This used to be where Robbie and Peter slept…but you’ll share with Kitty now. She’ll chat until her breath runs out, but her heart is in the right place.”


“You’ve a lovely family.”


“Yes. I’m lucky. Anyway, enough of the chat…I’ll be serving breakfast at six o’clock on the dot so we can start our chores nice and early. You can start out doing mainly domestics in the house with me. We’ll see how the boys do outside before we assign positions. Besides, the surveyor, Mr Farrington, is coming tomorrow so it might postpone things a little bit.”


“Is there much dirty work to do then?” I wrinkled my nose, thinking of the animal smell and muddy fields outside.


“Oh, yes. Even in the autumn and winter.” Julia laughed, and bent down pulling the curtains for me so that the room was thrown into a dim, pinkish light. “Bathroom is the third door to your left. And remember you can only fill the bath tub with a maximum of five inches of hot water. Goodnight!”


I waved her away with a tired smile, exhaling slowly when the door shut. It was going to be a long, long war.


I changed into my nightdress, and tiptoed over to the bathroom with my little soap bag. It was a freezing room, tiny and slightly mouldy around the edges, so I didn’t linger for too long.


As I tied curlers into my hair, jumping slightly as Kitty pounded on the door, a peculiar thought floated through my drowsy mind.


Farrington?


Somewhere in the darker recesses of my memory, an alarm bell was ringing.


No, it couldn’t be. I was overreacting. By the time I’d jumped into bed, I’d pushed the thought straight out of mind, deciding it was nothing more than a coincidence





Chapter Three


Beatrix, our housekeeper, had always told us that we could sleep in until whenever we wanted, as our bodies knew exactly how much rest we needed. Being unceremoniously awakened by Kitty’s rough drawl wasn’t exactly the best way to wake up, and I felt my head pound as all the events of the past day came rushing back to me.


“That ain’t funny, Anna! It’s bloody freezin’, I could o’ gone into shock, you know!”


“Shut up, Kitty! If Mum catches you swearing when James can hear you, she’ll have your guts for garters!”


“Stuck-up cow,” Kitty snarled, slamming the door behind her as she stomped into my room. She had flung a towel around herself, her hair lying in soaking wet rattails, and her teeth chattering in her jaw. “Could o’ told me she’d just wasted all the water, but no, just stood there watchin’ whilst I nearly die of—hey, aren’t you awake yet, Evelyn? Breakfast is going to be finished if you don’t hurry up.”


I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, shivering as feeling crept into my toes. Peeling away the blanket, I swung my feet onto the carpet and forced myself to stand up. What I saw nearly made me jump back in bed; Kitty had dropped her towel and was rooting around in her suitcase for a dressing gown, stark naked.


“Sorry.” She shrugged, seeing my mortified expression. “Want me to get changed in the bathroom?”


I nodded stiffly, squeaking, “I think that would be best, if you don’t mind.”


She left with a handful of clothing and a hairbrush, and I quickly shut the door behind her.


That was another thing that had been difficult to adjust to. Inside Boundary, we’d worn corsets and full skirts and collars that had covered our necks. We’d had gloves and bonnets, petticoats and stockings, and the boys had worn waistcoats, jackets and proper trousers. Here, I wore shirts (shirts!) tucked into knee-length skirts with stockings and cardigans. Propriety just didn’t matter quite so much as it had, which took a lot of adjusting to.


Behind the curtains, the sun had risen slowly over the rolling horizon, bringing with it a soft glow that lit all the frost-encrusted trees and fields with gold. Everything was fresh, new, and peaceful, and for a moment the scene mesmerized me, having only woken up to two different views in my entire life. There was no better distraction.


After brushing my black curls into position and fastening all my buttons, I opened the door again. Harriet was standing outside the bathroom, a glassy expression on her face. Anna was bickering with Kitty inside over a hairbrush, and from downstairs I could hear Andrew arguing with Julia, and James shouting something over and over again.


“It’s a madhouse,” Harriet whispered, not looking at me and directing her voice to the wall. I paused, unsure if I was meant to respond. “They’re not happy you’re here. You’re making them angry.”


“You mean your family?” I frowned, confused. “I…I was under the impression Julia wanted me to come. I thought she needed the help.”


“No. I mean the Others,” Harriet corrected, blinking rapidly as if there was something in her eye. “They’re not here now, but they were watching you last night. They were here a few minutes ago. They aren’t happy you’re here.”


“Who are the Others?” I asked, a shiver creeping down my spine. “I don’t understand.”


Harriet opened her mouth, finally turning to me, but at that moment the bathroom door opened and Anna came storming out, fuming.


“…Not like she lives here, self-entitled—Harriet? Are you all right?”


“They visited Evelyn a few minutes ago,” Harriet explained. “You know, the Others. Don’t tell me I’m crazy again, I’m trying to help.”


“I’m going to have some breakfast,” I offered awkwardly, seeing Anna’s face fall even further. “Thank you for your help, Harriet.”


I felt the twins’ eyes on my back as I crept down the stairs. Harriet had a point: what sort of madhouse had I walked into?


The smell of fried eggs greeted me as I walked into the kitchen, and thankfully everyone had settled their arguments and had sat back down. Julia gave me a tight, but still warm smile, flipping an egg onto a plate and setting it down on the seat between Andrew and James. The older men were out in the fields already, I learned, preparing for the surveyor.


“Hello, Evelyn. Sleep well?”


“Yes. Well, I got a very interesting wakeup. But the room is perfect, thank you.”


“Harriet?” Julia asked, amused. “Ignore her. She’s looking for attention, has been ever since Robbie and Peter left for war and I…anyway, just ignore her. She’ll try to scare you by acting all spooky, but there’s no substance behind what she says and she’ll go back to normal once she realizes you’re not falling for it.”


“Thanks.” I offered a forced smile. “I guess I’m just on edge already about trying not to mess up here.”


“Oh, you won’t mess up, not with Mum organizing.” Andrew chuckled. “She’s determined to prove to the men that she’s capable of controlling everything.”


“Until your father gets home, at least,” Julia reminded him, gently pushing a fidgety James outside. “Are you all right to work outside today, Andrew? Greg, Pat, and Charlie are going to do a general tidy up for when the surveyor arrives, and the girls won’t be able to tend to the animals by themselves. Get James to feed the chickens, then—”


“Cows, horses, and pigs. I know, Mum.” Andrew laughed, limping over to the sink. “I suppose you’ll want me to show Evelyn the ropes?”


“No, we’ll start her off inside for now. I need help doing the chores.”


“All right. I’ll go get the girls.” He seemed a little disappointed. I waited until everyone had left, then turned to Julia. “Can I help you with anything?”


“Dishes first. I can wash if you dry.”


She handed me a tea towel that smelled strongly of milk, and began piling plates onto the counter in front of me. I stared at them for a few minutes, trying to figure out what I was supposed to be doing, and then tentatively began to wipe them with the towel so that the bubbles vanished and they looked somewhat dry.


“You realize you have to do each plate individually,” Julia pointed out, and I couldn’t tell what the expression was on her face: either amusement or disbelief. She picked up the first plate, and showed me the puddle of water trapped between the stack.


Blushing furiously, appalled that I couldn’t do something that simple without help, I began drying them properly. It was a tedious task, and twice they nearly slipped out of my hands, but after probably half an hour I was rewarded with a pile of clean, dry dishes all ready for their next use.


“I’ve finished!” I called, pleased, wiping my hands and even going so far as to put them away in the correct cupboards.


“Perfect!” Julia exclaimed from upstairs. “Now we’ll just have to work at speed. I’m just cleaning the bathroom. It looks like a whale was splashing around in here after those girls! Then I’m going to pop to town and get some things for lunch, so would you be a sweetheart and put the laundry out to dry?”


“Hang out the…” I trailed off, trying to figure out what that could possibly mean, yet too proud to ask.


Julia rushed past me down the stairs, pinning her hair up as she went. “I’m going to have to make a rule about bathroom cleanliness,” she muttered, pulling on a coat and grabbing a handbag. “Do you know what you’re doing, then? Or do you want me to show you quickly before I go?”


“I’m fine,” I lied, cursing myself the second I’d said the words.


Julia raised an eyebrow, studying me for a moment before buckling her shoes and plodding outside towards the car.


I waited until the drone of the engine had grown faint before collapsing into a nearby chair, running a hand through my hair. What was I doing here? I didn’t know how to do anything, including handle my host family, and on the first day had succeeded in making a fool of myself. I felt stupid, I felt useless, and I had no idea what in the world ‘putting out the laundry’ entailed.


Don’t cry. Don’t cry. Don’t cry.


I wiped my eyes with the back of my hand, going back to step one. Laundry was dirty clothes that had been washed—that much I did know. As for putting it outside, there was only one place that she could be referring to.


I found the hamper of neatly folded, damp clothing on the cellar stairs, so I hauled it over to the side door, even though my back felt as if it was going to snap from the weight. From the doorway, I could see it was warming up outside, with the frost already beginning to melt thanks to the morning sun, but I couldn’t help shivering under my thin cardigan. In front of me, there was nothing but a muddy garden and beyond it acres upon acres of barren farmland. I could hear the others chatting around the other side of the house, where the animal barns and paddocks were, so I was glad to be out of sight around this side.
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Ke mystery, suspense, and the inevitably em
iterplay of young adults, then you will love this book!
RAY SIMMONS, Readers’ Favorite
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