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I’m supposed to go directly to kolo dance club after school, but it’s the first Friday of the month, and that means new books at the penny library.

Something I’m not supposed to do is cross Commercial Street by myself, especially considering it means leaving Bohunk Town.

Especially considering it means going to the penny library instead of Mother’s precious kolo club.

It’s one of those days in fall where the sky is so blue, it takes your breath away, and there’s a bite in the air that reminds you it could snow any day. Cold Creek is high enough in the mountains that it can snow almost any time of the year, but that just makes these blue-sky days all the prettier, being as you’re closer to the blue of it.

If I hurry, I can still make it to dance club before I’m late enough that Mrs. Kranjec carries tales to Mother. I can explain it away with a vague story about a teacher keeping me after school for some little thing.

I’ll get an earful if I even hint that dancing kolo is old-fashioned; the stiff, starchy outfit makes me feel like a wrinkled old babica granny, and calling it a club doesn’t fool anyone into thinking it’s modern and fun.

It’s bohunk. Plain and simple.

I’m across Commercial Street and around the corner, down three blocks, up another, and through the door of the penny library.

It’s nothing special, just a few shelves against the back wall of the post office, but unlike the bookstore, you don’t have to pay a whole dollar for some book you might not even like. Miss Barton might wear tight, unfashionable corsets from last century, but she lets you borrow a book for an entire month if you put a penny in the coffee can and write your name next to the title in the ledger.

And once a month, she puts at least one new book out.

I wave to Miss Barton as I pass the counter, but she’s busy weighing a parcel for a stout housewife who doesn’t seem to like the fact that it costs money to mail things. The housewife must be new to Cold Creek because Miss Barton doesn’t have any patience for people who think the rules don’t apply to them.

The shelves look more picked over than usual, and nothing looks new. It must have been a busy day at the penny library.

“Ugh,” I murmur, but there’s no use spending these valuable moments being sorry for myself. One of these books must be worth my money, even if I’ve read them all at least once.

Treasure Island is good, but I reread that one over the summer. Swiss Family Robinson? Maybe, but I have that one almost memorized. What about—

“Oooh,” I breathe, and I pull out Frankenstein; or, The Modern Prometheus. It’s too well worn to be new, but I’ve never read it before. I’ve never even seen it before.

There is nothing better than reading a book for the first time. You don’t know what will happen, so anything could happen.

This book is bound in blue cloth and feels pleasantly heavy, and it’s by a woman.

“Oh no. No, no. Not for you.” Miss Barton appears by my side and whisks the book out of my hands. “That one is not appropriate for a child. Choose something else.”

“But I have my penny right here!” I dig through my deep skirt pocket even as Miss Barton is shaking her head, slowly and firmly, like Mother refusing to speak English.

“These are my books, so you will abide by my rules if you want to borrow them,” Miss Barton replies. “If I decide a book is not for you, that book is not for you.”

I muffle a groan, but I don’t want Miss Barton to tell me I can’t come back. As long as I have the penny library, I can board the Hispaniola with Captain Smollett and Jim and go looking for Treasure Island. I can wake up in Oz alongside Dorothy, and I can escape from Farmer McGregor just ahead of Peter Rabbit.

I don’t have to be anywhere near Bohunk Town in Cold Creek, Colorado.

“All right,” I mutter, and I pull The Story of King Arthur and His Knights off the shelf and hold it out toward Miss Barton. She’s not wearing her spectacles today, so she has to squint, but after a moment she nods her approval. I drop my penny in the coffee can, scribble my name in the ledger, and race out the door.

Sure enough, I’m late to kolo, but Father Ignatz has stopped by the Slovenian Home to watch our practice, so while Mrs. Kranjec is flustering around him, I’m able to duck into the rear of our community building, put on my silly embroidered skirt and headscarf, and slip into the group.

The only good thing about kolo is the phonograph. Mrs. Kranjec has a single scratchy record that we dance to, and if you’re standing near enough, she will let you crank the machine so the fiddle and harmonica leap out like creatures from a trap.

Today the lucky girl is my friend Vera. Because we are Catholic and this is Bohunk Town, there are only girls in our club. Soon enough we’re moving in our little circle. We hold hands, then we split apart, then we hold hands again.

Moving in a circle. Going nowhere.

Kolo just might be the story of my life.

At the end of the song, Father Ignatz claps wildly while Mrs. Kranjec beams. It’s hard to tell whether she’s happy because we danced well or because the priest came to watch us.

She has us start again, but I’m not thinking about kolo. My feet might be, but the rest of me is already in Camelot with King Arthur and his knights.

Mercifully, kolo club lasts only an hour, and soon enough we’re putting out folding chairs for the old-timers’ accordion circle. I always stay to help because the grandfathers and godfathers usually have candy in their pockets for us, and sometimes they’ll give you a penny if you sing an old song in Slovene while they coax a melody from the keys and bellows.

I only know a few songs, but the old-timers don’t seem to care. They’re happy to hear any of them, and I’m happy to have a penny for the library.

I do like the songs. They’re like little rhyming stories: dead maidens haunting the lovers who rejected them and wives who are sent to Hell for watering down the wine.

The sky is fading to a deep, endless blue when I step out of the Slovenian Home. It’s the kind of blue I imagine the ocean is down at the bottom, twenty thousand leagues’ worth.

Before I leave, I tuck my King Arthur book safely into my schoolbag. Next to my arithmetic and history text, it could very well pass as something Miss Clemson assigned.

The quicker I can do my homework, the sooner I can start reading.

As I’m coming up the street, I can hear both the babies crying. Mari just turned a year old, but she can scream like someone is ripping her insides out. Domen is screeching too, which means something didn’t go his way and he’s not going to put up with it.

I’m standing at the gate, wishing I’d gone to Vera’s to do homework, when my sister Stina rushes toward me, holding Mari around the middle, at arm’s length.

My baby sister’s arm up to her elbow is dripping with range blacking.

Stina pushes Mari at me and hurries toward the kitchen, where Domen is wailing about how his ball rolled under the rocking chair and he’s gotten himself stuck trying to retrieve it.

“Ugh, really?” I murmur, but I put my schoolbag down and swing Mari around the corner toward the rain barrel. She is not going to like what’s coming, but there’s no nice way to do it.

I grit my teeth and plunge her arm up to the shoulder in the freezing water. She writhes like a furious cat and screams like I’m killing her.

The blacking smears everywhere. On my hands. On Mari’s smock. I use my middle to hold her against the rain barrel and scrub us both with handful after handful of sand.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” I mutter in Slovene, because this water is cold, and it’s not her fault that she doesn’t know about things like range blacking. Then I remember that Father wants us to speak only English at home, so I add, “You messy thing.”

Stina appears at my side with some of the powdered soap that we use to scrub pots.

I didn’t think it was possible for Mari’s screams to get louder, but they do.

By the end, I’m drenched, Mari is drenched and shivering and sobbing, and her smock is an absolute ruin, but there are only the smallest traces of range blacking on her arms and mine.

Stina blows a stray wisp of hair out of her eyes. She’s wearing one of Mother’s old dresses. It sags on her, but she hardly goes anywhere, so it doesn’t matter. Today her hair is under a kerchief and there’s a fresh food stain on her apron.

“I can put Mari in something clean and dry before I do my homework,” I offer.

“No. Eena.” Mari struggles and reaches for Stina. Anyone who doesn’t know better would think she’s Stina’s daughter and not her youngest sister.

“Sorry, baby, you’re stuck with me,” I tell Mari. “You can see Eena once you’re dry.”

Mari’s whole face crumples, and she starts screaming again like she does whenever Stina puts her down for longer than the count of ten. I ignore her noise and take her to the room the three of us share, which is the little space behind a curtain strung along the back wall of the parlor.

Once we’re both wearing dry clothes, I settle Mari near Domen, who’s playing with blocks. Domen—bless him—offers her one of his cherished arch pieces, which is enough to distract her so she doesn’t notice that Eena isn’t holding her.

The house is chilly everywhere but near the range. Mother’s rocker is empty and supper is simmering untended on the back burner.

Stina comes up behind me and stirs the soup. With her hair beneath that kerchief, she looks much older than twenty-three. She sinks into a chair across from me with the kind of groan that tells me it’s likely the first time she’s sat down in a while. Maybe all day.

“How was school?” Stina asks in Slovene, because when Father isn’t here to insist on English, Mother only wants to hear a language she understands perfectly.

Stina always asks about school every day when I get home, but it’s hard to talk about it with her. It doesn’t seem fair, not when Mother and Father made her quit when I was born so she could help take care of me.

She always says she didn’t mind. She never liked school, she says, and I was a quiet, happy baby that liked to eat and nap.

“It was good.” I really want to do my homework so I can get to Camelot, but that feels a little mean. My sister is taking a moment to talk to me when she has so many other things she should be doing.

Only, this happens every day, and every day it’s hard to find something to talk about. Stina doesn’t have time to read. She doesn’t have a lot of friends.

Mari screeches, and both of us turn to see Domen holding a block just above her grabbing hands. Stina heaves a huge sigh and pushes her chair back.

Domen is almost four. He’s been waiting a long time for Mari to be interesting enough to play with, but now that she is, he does nothing but torment her by racing ahead, climbing where she can’t, holding things just out of reach.

Stina calmly removes the block from Domen’s hand, gives it to Mari, and marches him into the corner, where she leaves him wailing with his nose pressed against the plasterwork.

My sister is very good at wife-and-mother chores. She ought to be, considering it’s all she’s been doing for years and years. Keeping house alongside Mother as well as being little mother first to me, and now to Domen and Mari.

When I was younger, I’d ask Stina why she didn’t get married and have babies of her own. She’d tap my nose and smile and tell me it would happen when the time was right.

The time wasn’t right when Luka Novak asked her to go walking with him after Mass. It wasn’t right when Vasily Tenner brought her a jar of golden honey on the bitterest day of February just to see her smile.

After a while, the boys of Bohunk Town realized the time would never be right, and they asked other girls to walk with them. They saved their gifts for girls who would squeal and clap and maybe give them a hug when grown-ups weren’t looking.

“You hush,” Stina tells Domen in a firm, no-nonsense voice. “You don’t want to disturb Mother, do you?”

Domen blubbers a few more times, but swallows down his tears till he’s barely snuffling.

“Where is Mother?” I ask.

Stina tips her chin toward the one room in our little house with a door to close. Our parents sleep in that room, with Domen on a pallet at the foot of their bed. The door is firmly shut, with a color picture of the Sacred Heart torn from a magazine and tacked to the middle.

I can’t help but sigh, sharp and gusty.

If that door is closed, it means Stina has been on her own since dawn, taking care of both Mari and Domen and making the soup and scrubbing the floors while Mother knelt on her bad knees in front of her little handmade altar and wept because Carniola was so far away, and she would never, never see it—or anyone who lived there—ever again.

Even though she’s been in America for more than twenty years.

Even though she’s been naturalized a citizen.

Even though her six children are here, and they need her to be here too. All of her, not just her hands. Her heart as well.

Which means it is a very good thing Stina is here. Otherwise, Mari and Domen and I would have no mother at all.
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While Stina mends shirt collars and the babies play, I settle at the kitchen table and do my homework. Spelling, grammar, a whole field of sums. And then—

It’s time for Camelot.

But when I turn to chapter one, I’m not in a suit of armor riding a noble steed. The first line reads, Katie stood in the parlor of the college dormitory, her excitement nearly overwhelming her.

Frowning, I flip back to the cover, and instead of King Arthur and His Knights, the gold lettering says Katie Arthur at Knoughton College.

In my foolish hurry, I borrowed the wrong book.

Or—wait. I’ve never read this one before. The title isn’t familiar from the ledger. Maybe this is the new book Miss Barton put out today.

Sometimes the sole virtue in a new book is that it’s new. Miss Barton only chooses books of quality, as she calls them, because she says the moral tone of Cold Creek needs improving.

One time I made the mistake of asking what she meant by that, and she gave me an earful about poolrooms and dens of vice and anarchists and hordes of filthy immigrants pouring through the unguarded gate.

I’m not sure that someone who frequents a poolroom would be convinced to go to Mass after reading Heidi, but what do I know?

More than once, books of quality have bored me straight to tears, but you can’t know until you read them for yourself.

So I take a deep breath and follow Katie Arthur to Knoughton College.

By the bottom of page three, I am riveted. You meet Katie just as she arrives at college, which is a place you can go after you’ve finished high school if you love adventure and learning and want to live away from your parents and your tedious little neighborhood on a place called campus with other young people your own age.

Katie is excited but nervous because she has never been away from home before and also girls like her usually don’t get to go to college.

By girls like her, Katie means girls whose parents are poor immigrants, and Katie’s real name isn’t even Katie—it’s Katinka, but she changed it because she wants to fit in at college. She doesn’t want anyone to know that her parents weren’t born in America. She wants to be as American as the girls waiting in line with her at the dining hall.

Usually when I get a new book, I try to read it slowly so the newness of it will last. But I can’t read about Katie fast enough.

I can’t wait to see whether she will win the Latin prize and beat out nasty Hyacinth Montague.

I’m on the edge of my seat when charming, elegant Sylvia, who lives in the room next door, discovers Katie’s secret, but instead of looking down on her, Sylvia explains how her mother and both her sisters have been to college, and she’ll help Katie figure everything out because that’s what friends do.

I can’t remember the last time I read a book where the main character in the story felt so familiar.

I don’t even hear the smelter whistle, so I’m jostled out of the endless green lawns and stately stone buildings of Knoughton College when the door to my parents’ room creaks open and Mother emerges. Her eyes are red and she limps a little, and she is so very much not like graceful, raven-haired Professor Morgan-Jones that it takes me a moment to remember exactly where I am.

Mother’s eyes go to the book in my hand. “What is that?”

“This? Oh!” I shove Katie back into my bag so quickly that I feel like I owe her an apology. “Just something. Homework.”

Mother never asks questions about school. She’s never been, not even when she was growing up in Carniola, and she refuses to go now, even though the Slovenian Home has special classes for women, with free child-minding if you need to bring a baby.

I clear the rest of my schoolbooks from the table and put my bag in our room, then hurry to help Stina finish supper.

At Knoughton College, there’s a dining hall where the girls go for meals prepared by Mrs. Terry, who seems cranky but has a secret heart of gold. They eat things like baked ham and potatoes with cream, and vanilla custard for dessert.

Not a štruklji or potica in sight.

Before long, Father and Milo and Tony arrive home from the smelter. They’ve spent the day sweating over a furnace as big as a train car, shoveling in cartloads of ore that miners have pulled out of the ground and then ladling the pure metals into molds after the rock has burned away.

They smell like it too, but I know not to say as much.

We gather around the table to eat beef and cabbage soup. Heavy on the cabbage, with gentle hints of beef.

Milo and Tony stay just long enough to scrape their bowls, then they are off to the bachelor shack that they’ve made from an old goat shed at the bottom of the garden.

It still smells the same, as far as I can tell.

After supper, Stina puts Mari to bed while Mother tells Domen a story in Slovene and Father reads the newspaper and pretends she is not speaking Slovene.

Usually I don’t mind doing the dishes, but tonight my face is burning because I feel like Mary Bridget, the Irish maid fresh off the boat from County Galway who says things like faith and begorrah while she clears Katie’s plate after breakfast and clumsily helps Mrs. Terry in the kitchen.

I don’t want to be Mary Bridget.

I want to be Katie.



After the penny library, school might be my favorite place in Cold Creek.

It’s quiet here, no babies screaming or squabbling over a toy or a turn or the last slice of bread. Everything smells like wood polish, and the privy is clean and I’m not the one who has to clean it.

It’s not even a privy. It’s a proper washroom with sinks and water closets. It’s right down the hall, indoors, not at the bottom of a muddy yard, full of spiders and damp.

Best of all, the only thing I must do in school is sit quietly. No scrubbing. No hauling. No kneading. There’s reading to be done, for certain, and sums and themes and recitations, but that’s what passes for work here.

Teachers smile at you if you do those things, and they leave you to your own devices in the wondrous silence lit by a whole wall of floor-to-ceiling windows.

While we wait in the schoolyard for the morning bell, Vera is telling me about a dress she wants, one from the window of Greeley’s that is too modern according to her father, who is being too unreasonable according to Vera, but in my head I’m walking across the quad at Knoughton College, on my way to Professor Morgan-Jones’s literature class.

In the story, Katie gets a letter from a mysterious benefactor. The letter explains how everything has been arranged for her to attend Knoughton College, that all she needs to do is present herself at the dormitory on a certain date. There’s even a train ticket tucked into the envelope.

The only person I know who might have gone to college is my teacher, Miss Clemson. If she has, it means she knows how to get in.

It’s not as exciting as a mysterious letter, but it’s better than nothing.

When Vera stops long enough to take a breath, I tell her that I have a question about the history theme, and I duck inside the school to track down Miss Clemson.

I find her in our classroom, working at her desk. The radiator is hissing quietly under the windows and the room is pleasantly warm.

Miss Clemson is wearing a lavender dress and stylish black boots, the kind Stina would spend minutes she doesn’t have gazing at through a shop window. The kind that have never touched mud in a neighborhood like mine.

I freeze in the doorway. Without the book in my hand, Knoughton College seems as far away and made up as Treasure Island or Oz.

“Stanislava.” Miss Clemson pauses her pen and smiles at me. “Can I help you with something?”

Now that I’m standing here, it seems like the most ridiculous thing in the world. Yes, miss, I read about something in a book and now I want to do that very thing.

And yet, it’s coming out of my mouth anyway.

“Do—do you have to go to college to become a teacher?”

Miss Clemson’s smile deepens. “Why, yes, you do. Are you interested in becoming a teacher when you grow up, Stanislava?”

“I…” I haven’t thought that far, if I’m being honest. The story has mostly been about Katie making friends and going to socials and having her very own room with a door. You only see her in class on occasion, which she enjoys, so surely she must be planning to become something at the end.

“Or perhaps your interests lie elsewhere,” Miss Clemson goes on. “A girl like you—someone who’s bright and capable—you can be any number of things. There are medical colleges for women. You could be a doctor. You could study the law, or become a scientist.”

Katie is bright and capable. Katie is a girl like me.

“So…” I shift my bag on my shoulder. “So maybe I could go to college? Even though I’m from Bohunk Town?”

“I’m not sure what you mean,” Miss Clemson replies, but her careful, firm tone tells me she knows exactly what I mean, and she has no time for it. “Children from—ahem—your neighborhood have just as much potential as anyone else.”

When you are from Bohunk Town, you get used to hearing that word all the time. Throughout Cold Creek, bohunk is what you call someone ignorant and lazy, someone with old-world farm dirt still in their ears and between their toes, someone who couldn’t find their backside with both hands. Someone from a place you don’t even care enough about to learn its real name.

Not Miss Clemson, though. In fact, there are two little patches of red on her cheeks, and she looks ready to fight whoever next says that word in her presence.

Even me, a bohunk girl from Bohunk Town, whose bohunk brothers and their friends call one another bohunks all the time, laughing and spilling beer all over themselves in the street in front of our house.

In the story, Katie never says where her parents came from. Just that she doesn’t want any of her friends to know they’re immigrants.

It would be something else to turn up at college without anyone knowing who you are.

That means you could be anyone.

“I… don’t exactly know where my interests lie.” I repeat Miss Clemson’s words because they sound smart, something Professor Morgan-Jones might say. “I just know I want to go to college. How… how do you do that?”

Miss Clemson’s smile returns, kind and encouraging. “You’ll need to finish high school with good marks, and then you’ll need letters of reference from your teachers.”

I nod, because of course that makes sense. Katie must have done those things as well, even if they’re not in the book.

No one in my family has ever been to high school. Milo and Tony both took jobs at the smelter with Father after eighth grade, and Stina started helping at home when she was that age.

Katie sometimes mentions how proud her parents are that she’s going to college. Maybe mine will be proud too.

“You have plenty of time to decide what to study in college, Stanislava.” Miss Clemson says it cheerfully, almost like she’s speaking to a friend. How I imagine Professor Morgan-Jones talks to Katie and Sylvia during their favorite literature class.

Katie is Katie, not Katinka.

Maybe I have plenty of time to decide where my interests lie, but there’s one thing I can do right now. Something that will bring me one step closer to being the kind of girl who goes to college.

When you are Catholic, you’re usually named after a saint, often the saint that was martyred on the day you were born. But when you come from Bohunk Town, there’s a whole other calendar of saints, Slovene ones, and that’s the name you’re likely to get. If you’re a girl, sometimes you don’t even get your own saint name—just a girl version of a boy’s name.

Stanislava comes from Stanislaus. It sounds nice in Slovene, but in English it’s clunky and awkward. It sounds like slave, which is a vile and ugly word.

My brother Anton goes by Tony everywhere but home, and Hermestina shortens well to Stina. Even little Marija we call Mari half the time.

Stanislava just wants to become something like Stanley, and while that is a fine name, Mother got upset when I tried it out in second grade.

What, you’re ashamed of your name? The name your parents gave to you? The name of a holy Catholic saint who gave his life for the faith? The name of my own father, who I will never see again in this life?

But Mother doesn’t ever come to school. Mother doesn’t ever have to know.

“Miss Clemson?” I edge a step closer to her desk. “Would you mind calling me Sylvia from now on?”

She peers at me through her little round spectacles, and I start scrambling for a reason she might accept. Something better than, It’s the name of someone I read about. That Sylvia has already arrived. She has no need to take a journey that feels impossible.

Maybe my teacher thinks I’m ashamed of my bohunk name. It’s not that, though. There’s a weight to it that I don’t know what to do with. That makes my name feel more like an obligation than a gift.

Even as I’m babbling, Miss Clemson dips her pen into the inkwell and opens her grade book. She draws a thick line through my old name and squeezes my new one above it.

“Of course I don’t mind.” She blows on the ink. “Your name is your own business. Now take your seat, Sylvia. The bell will ring soon.”

I thought that would be much harder. I thought nothing about finding my way into Katie’s world would be easy.

But maybe I was wrong. Maybe the hardest part will be the wait.
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After school, I join the group walking home and listen to Vera complain about the spelling test. Even though I’m bubbling over with the need to tell someone about Katie Arthur, I’m not sure Vera is the right person.

Bohunk Town is Catholic, which means there are lots of kids, so when we were little, someone was always around to play. Now that we’re getting too old to play, it’s harder to know who you’re really friends with.

There’s a group of girls who spend all their time at the Slovenian Home, setting up the folding chairs and making lemonade every time there’s an accordion circle or lace-making party.

Others spend their time at Saint Joseph’s, praying the rosary and scraping wax off the votive stands.

Then there are the girls who gather in someone’s kitchen or parlor to do homework or look after the babies but spend the whole time chattering about which boys are the best looking.

Give me Camelot any day. Give me Knoughton College right now.

I have never been more glad to have a whole month with a penny library book, but as we get to the corner and Commercial Street is bustling ahead, the book feels particularly heavy in my bag.

Miss Barton thinks I have King Arthur. I really should go back, explain what happened, and write my name next to the correct book. She might be looking for Katie right now.

Not for you.

Miss Barton would never take Katie away. Would she? Treasure Island is full of violent, lawbreaking pirates, and that’s apparently suitable for children. Katie Arthur at Knoughton College is about someone who wants to better herself and have a happy, successful life. Someone who is willing to learn plenty of lessons in all kinds of ways.

It’s hard to imagine a book with a better moral tone than that.

Still, I turn away from Commercial Street and catch up with Vera, who’s now talking about how her older sister wants to take a job at the ice cream parlor, but their father absolutely forbids it.

“ ‘Women do not work in the Pogačnik household,’ ” Vera mimics, pulling out the vowels like someone with the dust of Carniola still in their hair, while also holding her dress away from her body so she looks like her big, burly father.

I laugh aloud. “My father says the same thing! He won’t even let me play this game Tony made up for Domen, Job of the Day. It’s where they look at the Situations Available section in an old newspaper and decide what jobs they want. Salesman. Ranch hand. Butcher. Then they tell silly stories about doing that job.” I roll my eyes. “But if I try to join in, Father gives me a chore to do.”

“My father says if a woman has to work, it reflects poorly on the men around her.” Vera kicks a rock. “I would like to know what he calls running heavy, wet laundry through the mangle and then hanging it out to dry. Out back, in Colorado. In January.”

“Do you remember when Stina wanted to work at Mr. Harper’s law firm?” I ask. “They were going to teach her stenography and everything, but Father said no.”

Stina was upset for weeks. By then I was in school all day, well into the second grade, so there really wasn’t any reason why she couldn’t spend a few hours each afternoon taking dictation and typing letters and carrying packets to the courthouse and earning a wage.

But then Domen was born, and she was back at the laundry mangle washing endless diapers.

“Honestly, for as much as that my father says he came to America so he could have freedom, he seems determined to make sure me and my sisters don’t get any.” Vera snorts.

I bump her shoulder in a friendly way, to let her know I’m listening. That I’m sorry Mr. Pogačnik is such a pain. Father and Mother don’t pay much mind to what I do, probably because I do what they expect.

I go to kolo club, even though I’d rather read.

I go to school and do my homework and get good marks.

I go to Mass, even though I’m not particularly devout, not like Mother.

I do my chores and sometimes play with Domen and Mari, even though they both like Stina better.

When you are no trouble, you get no trouble.

Vera and I say goodbye at the top of my walk, and I head into the house. I do my arithmetic and grammar homework while Stina irons shirts and diapers with Mari on her hip. Domen is in the yard with a boy from two doors down, and they’re playing something noisy and muddy that will require a bath he will not enjoy.

Mother’s door is closed, and I know I should at least offer to help Stina, but Katie is calling from my bag and Mari would just cry anyway, and Knoughton College has garden parties and study hall and laughing girls with matching hair ribbons, so that’s where I go until Father and Milo and Tony come home and it’s time for supper.

Afterward, I wash and put away the dishes while my older brothers clear off to somewhere they swear is not a poolroom. They are both grown enough to be married, but they don’t seem in any hurry to leave a place where they are fed and housed and no one demands anything much of them.

Stina takes Domen to use the privy at the bottom of the garden while Mother knits and Father reads a copy of yesterday’s Cold Creek Courier that he fished out of a trash can on his walk home.
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